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A -GENTLEMAN OF FEANCE. 


CHAPTEE I. 

THE SPORT OF FOOLS. 

The deatli of the Prince of Conde, which occurred in the 
spring of 1588, by depriving me of my only patron, reduced 
me to such straits that the winter of that year, whicli saw 
the King of Kavarre come to spend his Christmas at St. 
Jean d’Angely, saw also the nadir of my fortunes. I did 
not know at this time — I may confess it to-day without 
shame — Avhither to turn for a gold crown or a new scabbard, 
and neither had nor discerned any hope of employment. 
Tlie peace lately patched up at Blois between the King of 
France and the League persuaded many of the Huguenots 
that their final ruin was at hand; hut it could not fill their 
exliausted treasury or enable them to put fresh troops into 
the field. 

The death of the Prince had left the King of Kavarre 
without a rival in the affections of the Huguenots: the 
1 icomte de Turenne, whose turbulent ambition already be- 
gan to make itself felt, and M. de Chatillon, ranking next 
to liim. It was my ill-fortune, however, to be equally 
unknown to all three leaders, and as the month of December 
which saw me thus miserahlj' straitened saw me reach the 
age of forty, which I regard, differing in that from many, as 
the grand climacteric of a man’s life, it will he believed that 
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I had need of all the courage which religion and a cam- 
paigner’s life could supply. 

I had been compelled some time before to sell all my 
horses except the black Sardinian with the white spot on 
its forehead: and I now found myself obliged to part also 
with my valet de chainbre and groom, whom I dismissed 
on the same day, paying them their wages with the last 
links of gold chain left to me. It was not without grief 
and dismay that I saw myself thus stripped of the appur- 
tenances of a man of birth, and driven to groom my own 
horse under cover of night. But this was not the worst. 
I\ry dress, wliich sulfered inevitably from this menial em- 
ployment, began in no long time to bear witness to the 
change in my ciremmstances : so that on the day of the King 
of Kavarre’s entrance into St. Jean I dared" not face the 
crowd, always quick to remark the poverty of those above 
them, but was fain to keep within doors and wear out my 
patienee in the garret of the cutler's house in the Ene tie la 
Coutellerie, which was all the lodging I could now aiiord. 

Pardieu, ’tis a strange world ! Strange that time seems 
to me; nrore strange compared with this, hly reflections 
on that da}-, I remember, were of the most melancholy. 
Look at it how I would, I could not but see that my life’s 
spring was over. The crows’-fect were gathering about my 
eyes, and my inoustachios, which seemed with each day of 
ill-fortune to stand out more fiercely in proportion as my 
face grew leaner, were already grey. I was out at elbows, 
with empty pockets, and a sword which peered through the 
sheath. The meanest ruifler who, with broken feather and 
tarnished lace, SAvaggered at the heels of Turenne, Avas 
scarcely to be distinguished from me. I had still, it is true, 
a rock and a fcAV barren acres in -Brittany, the last remains 
of the family property; but- the small sums Avhiclnthe peas-, 
ants could afford to pay Avere sent annually to Paris!, to my 
mother, who had no other doAver. And this I Avould not 
touch, being minded to die a. gentleman, even if I could not . 
liAm in that estate. 



3 


THE SPORT OF FOOLS 

Small as were my expectations of success, since I had no 
one at the king’s side to push my business, nor any friend 
at Court, I nevertheless did all I could, in the only way that 
occurred to me," I drew up a petition, and lying in wait 
one da}" for ]\E. Forget, 'the 'King of Kavarre’s secretary, 
placed it in his hand,' begging him to lay' it before that 
prince. He took it, and. promised to do so/ smoothly, and 
with as much lip-civility as- 1 had a right to expect. But 
tiie careless manner in which he doubled up and thrust away 
the paper on which I had spent so much labour, no less than 
the covert sheer of his valet, who ran after me to get the 
customary present — and ran, as I still blush to remember, 
in vain — warned me to refrain from hope. 

In this, however, having little save hope left, I failed so 
signally as to spend the next day and the day after in a 
fever of alternate confidence and despair, the cold fit fol- 
lowing the hot with perfect regularity. At length, on the 
iiioming of the third day — I remember it lacked but three 
of Christmas — I heard a stej) on the stairs. My landlord 
living in his shop, and the two intervening floors being 
empty, I had no doubt the message was for me, and went 
outside the door to receive it, my first glance at the messenger 
confirming me in my highest hopes, as well as in all I had 
ever heard of the generosity of the King of iSTavarre. For by 
chance I knew the youth to be one of the royal pages ; a saucy 
fellow who had a day or two before cried ^Old Clothes’ 
after me in the street. I was very far from resenting this 
now. however, nor did he appear to recall it; so that I drew 
the happiest augury as to the contents of the note he bore 
from the politeness with which he presented it to me. 

I would not, however, run the risk of a mistake, and 
before holding out my hand, I asked him directly and with 
formality if it was for me. 

He answered, with the utmost respect, that it was for the 
Sieur de Marsac, and for me if I were he. 

*There is an answer, perhaps?’ I said, seeing that he 
lingered. 


' b2 
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‘ The King of Xnvarre, sir.’ he replied, 'ivitli a low how, 
‘will receive 3'our .answer in person, I helieve.’ And with 
that, replacing the hat which lie had doifed out of respect to 
me, he turned and went down tlic stairs. 

Eeturning to im- room, .and locking the door, I liastih* 
opened the missive, which v.aas se.aled with a large seal, and 
wore every appearance of importance. I found its contents 
to exceed all mj* expectations. Tlie King of K.av.arre desired 
me to wait on him at noon on tlie following da}', and the 
letter concluded with such expressions of kindness and good- 
will as left me in no doubt of the Prince’s intentions. I 
read it. I confess, with emotions of jov and gratitude which 
would better have become a younger man, and then cheer- 
fulh' sat down to spend the rest of the da\' in making .such 
improvements in my dress as seemed possible. "'lYith a 
thankful heart 1 concluded that I had now escaped from 
poverty, at any rate from such poverty as is disgraceful to 
a gentleman; .and consoled' mvself for the meanness of the 
.appearance I must make at Court with the reflection that a 
da}' or two would mend botli h.abit and fortune. 

Accordingly, it was with a stout lieart that 1 left my lodg- 
ings a few minutes before noon next morning, and walked 
tow.ards the castle. It was some time since I had made so 
public an appearance in the streets, which the visit of the 
King of Kavarre’s Court had filled with .an unusual crowd, 
and I could not help fancying as I passed th.at some of the 
loiterers eyed me with a covert smile; .and, indeed, I was 
sh.abby enough. But finding that a frown more than sufficed 
to restore the gravity of these gentry, I set down the ap- 
pearance to my own self-consciousness, and, stroking my 
moustaehios, strode along boldly until I sav/ before me, and 
coming to meet me, the same page who had deliA'ered the note. 

'He stopped in front of me with .an air of consequence, and 
making me a low bow — where.at I saw the bystanders stare, 
for he was as gay a young spark as maid-of-honour coiild 
desire — he begged me to hasten, as the king .awaited me in 
his. closet. 
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‘He has asked for you twice, sir,’ he continued impor- 
tantly, the feather of his cap almost sweeping the ground. 

‘I think,’ I answered, quickening mj’- steps, ‘that the 
king’s letter says noon, young sir. If I am late on such an 
occasion, he has indeed cause to complain of me.’ 

‘Tut, tut! ’ he rejoined, waving his hand with a dandified 
air. ‘It is no matter. One man may steal a horse when 
another may not look over the wall, you know.’ 

A man may be gray-haired, he may be sad-complexioned, 
and 3'et he maj^ retain some of the freshness of j^outli. On 
receiving this indication of a favour exceeding all expecta- 
tion, I remember I felt the blood rise to my face, and ex- 
perienced the most lively gratitude. I wondered who had 
spoken in mj^ behalf, who had befriended me; and conclud- 
ing at last that my part in the affair at Brouage had come 
to the king’s ears, though I could not conceive through 
whom, I passed through the castle gates with an air of 
confidence and elation which was not unnatural, I think, 
under the cii'cumstauces. Thence, following my guide, I 
mounted the ramp and entered the courfyard. 

A number of grooms and valets were lounging here, some 
leading horses to and fro, others exchanging jokes v/ith the 
wenches who leaned from the windows, while their fellows 
again stamped up and down to keep their feet warm, or 
plaj'ed ball against the wall in imitation of their masters. 
Such knaves are ever more insolent than their betters ; but 
I remarked that they made wa}^ for me with respect, and 
with rising spirits, j-et a little irony, I reminded m3’’self as 
I mounted the stairs of the words, ‘whom the king de- 
lighteth to honour ! ’ 

Reaching the head of the flight, where was a soldier on 
guard, the page opened the door of the antechamber, and 
standing aside bade me enter, I did so, and heard the 
door close behind me. 

For a moment I stood still, bashful and confused. It 
seemed to me that there were a hundred people in tlie room, 
and that half the ej'es which met mine were women’s. 
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He turned to the group behind him, and said, in a pecu- 
liarly even, placid tone, ‘He Tvishes to see the King of 
Kavarre.’ Then in solemn silence he bov^ed to me again 
and went back to his fellows. 

Upon the instant, and before I could make up my mind 
how to take this, a second tripped forward, and saluting 
me, said, ‘M. de Marsac, I think? ^ 

‘At j’^our service, sir,^ I rejoined. In my eagerness to 
escape the gaze of all those eyes, and the tittering which 
was audible behind me, I took a step forward to be in readi- 
ness to follow him. But he gave no sign. ‘M. de Marsac 
to see the King of Kavarre ^ was all he said, speaking as 
the other had done to those behind. And with that he too 
wheeled round and Avent back to the fire. 

I stared, a first faint suspicion of the truth aroused in my 
mind. Before I could act upon it, hoAvever — in such a sit- 
uation it Avas no easy task to decide Iioav to act — a third 
adAmnced Avith the same measured steps. ‘By appointment 
I think, sir? ’ he said, bowing loAver than the others. 

‘Yes,^ I replied sharply, beginning to grow warm, ‘by 
appointment at noon.^ 

‘jM. de Marsac,^ he announced in a sing-song tone to those 
l^ehind him, ‘to see the King of Kavarre by appointment at 
noon.’ And with a second boAv — Avhile I grew scarlet with 
mortification — he too Avheeled gravely round and returned 
to the fireplace. 

I saw another preparing to advance, but he came too late. 
Yniether my face of anger and beAvilderment Avas too much 
for them, or some among them lacked patience to see the 
end, a sudden uncontrollable shout of laughter, in Avhich 
all the room joined, cut sliort the farce. God knows it hurt 
me : I Avinced, I looked this Avay and that, hoping here or 
there to find sympathy and help. But it seemed to me that 
the place rang Avith gibes, that every panel framed, hoAv- 
ever I turned myself, a cruel, sneering foce. One behind 
me cried ‘Old Clothes,’ and Avhen I turned the other hearth 
wliispered the taunt. It added a thousandfold to my cm- 
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barrassment that there -^vas in all a certain orderliness,, so 
that -w'hile no one moved, and none, vdiile I looked at them, 
raised their voices, I seemed the more singled out, and 
placed as a butt in the midst. 

One face amid the pyramid of countenances vdiich hid 
the farther fireplace so burned itself into my recollection in 
that miserable moment, that I never thereafter forgot it; a 
small, delicate voman’s face, belonging to a .young girl udio 
stood bohUy in front of her companions. It was a face full 
of pride, and, as I saw it then, of scorn — scorn that scarcely 
deigned to laugh; while the girhs graceful figure, slight 
and maidenly, yet perfectly proportioned, seemed instinct 
with the same feeling of contemptuous amusement. 

The play, which seemed long enough to me, might have 
lasted longer, seeing that no one there had pity on me, had 
I not, in my desperation, espied a door at the farther end of 
the room, and concluded, seeing no otlicr, that ir was the 
door of the king’s bedchamber. The mortification I was 
suffering was so great that I did not hesitate, Imt advanced 
with boldness towards it. On the instant tliere was a lull 
in the laughter round me, and half a dozen voices called on 
me to stop. 

‘I have come to see the king,’ I answered, turning on 
them fiercel5y for I was by this time in no mood for brow- 
beating, ‘and I will see him! ’ 

‘He is out hunting,’ cried all with one accord; and 
the3>- signed imperiously to me to go back the way I had 
come. 

But having the king’s a.ppointment safe in my pouch, I 
thought I 'had good reason to disbelieve them; and taking 
advantage of their surprise — for thej' had not expected so 
bold a step on my part — I was at the door before thej’ could 
imevent me. I heard hlathurine, the fool, who had spYung 
to her feet, cr^^ ‘Pardieu! he will take the Kingdom of 
Heaven by force ! ’ And those were the last Avords I heard ; 
for, as I lifted the latch — there Avas no one on guard there 
— a sudden sAvift silence fell upon the room behind me. 
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I pushed the door gently open and went in. There were 
two men sitting in one of the windows, ^vho turned and 
looked angrily towards me. For the rest the room was 
empty. The king’s walking-shoes lay by his chair, and 
beside them the boot-hooks and jack. A clog before the fire 
got up slowly and growled, and one of the men, rising from 
the trunk on which he had been sitting, came towards me 
and asked me, with every sign of irritation, what I wanted 
there, and who had given me leave to enter. 

I was beginning to explain, with some diffidence — the 
stillness of the room sobering me — that I wished to see the 
king, when he who had advanced took me up sharply with, 
^The king? the king? He is not here, man. He is hunting 
at St. Valery. Did they not tell you so outside? ’ 

I thought I recognised the speaker, than whom I have 
seldom seen a man more grave and thoughtful for his years, 
which were something less than mine, more striking in pres- 
ence, or more soberly dressed. And - being desirous to 
evade his question, I asked him if I had not the honour to 
address M. du Plessis Mornay; for that wise and courtly 
statesman, now a pillar of Heniy’s counsels, it was. 

^The same, sir,’ he replied abruptly, and without taking 
his eyes from me. H am Mornay. What of that? ’ 

H am M. de Marsac,’ I explained. And there I stopped, 
supposing that, as he was in the king’s confidence, this 
would make my errand clear to him. 

But I was disappointed. ‘Well, sir?’ he said, and 
waited impatiently. 

So cold a reception, following such treatment as I liad 
suffered outside, would have sufficed to have daslied my 
spirits utterly had I not felt the king’s letter in m3" pocket. 
Being pretty confident, however, that a single glance at 
this would alter M. du ]\rorna3^’s bearing for the better, I 
hastened, looking on it as a kind of talisman, to draw it out 
and present it to him. 

• He took it, and looked at it, and opened it, but with so 
cold and immovable an aspect as made my heart sink more 
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than all that luid gone hefore. ' What is amiss?’ I cried, 
unable to keep silence. *'Tis from the king, sii’.’ 

‘A king in motley! ’ he answered, his lip curling. 

The sense of his words did not at once strike home to me, 
and I murmured, in great disorder, that the king had sent 
for me. 

‘The king knows nothing of it,’ was his blunt answer, 
bluntly given. And he thrust the paper back into my 
hands. ‘It is a trick,’ he continued, speaking with the 
same abruptness, ‘for Avhich you have doubtless to thank 
some of those idle young rascals without. You had sent an 
application to the king, I suppose? Just so. hTo doubt 
they got hold of it, and this is the result. The^- ought to 
be whipped.’ 

It was not possible for me to doubt any longer that Avhat 
he said was true. I saAv in a moment all my hopes vanish, 
all my plans flung to the winds; and in the first shock of 
the discovery I could neither find voice to answer him nor 
strength to Avithdraw. In a kind of A'ision I seemed to see 
my own lean, haggard face looking at me as in a glass, and, 
reading despair in my eyes, could have pitied myself. 

My disorder Avas so great that M. du Mornay observed it. 
Looking more closely* at me, he two or three times muttered 
my name, and at last said, ‘M. de Marsac? Ha! I remem- 
ber. You Avere in the affair of Brouage, Avere you not?’ 

I nodded my head in token of assent, being unable at the 
moment to speak, and so shaken that perforce I leaned 
against the aamII, my head sunk on my breast. The memory 
of my age, my forty years, and my poverty, pressed hard 
upon ine, Ailing me Avith despair and bitterness. I coiild 
liaAm wept, but no tears came. 

M. du Mornay, averting his eyes from ine, took tAvo or 
three short, impatient turns up and doAvn the chamber. 
When he addressed me again his tone Avas full of resj)ect, 
mingled AAflth such petulance as one brave man might feel, 
seeing another so hard pressed. ‘M. de Marsac,’ he said, 
tyou have my sympathy. It is a shame that men Avho have 
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served the cause should be reduced to such straits. Were 
it possible for me to increase my own train at present, I 
should consider it an honour to have you with me. But 
I am hard put to it myself, and so are we all, and the King 
of Navarre not least among rxs. He has lived for a month 
upon a wood which M. de Eosny has cut down. I will 
mention your name to him, but I should be cruel ratlier 
than kind were I not to warn you that nothiug can come 
of it.’ 

With that he offered me his hand, and, cheered as much 
bj’’ this mark of consideration as by the kindness of his ex- 
pressions, I rallied my spirits. True, I wanted comfort 
more substantial, but it was not to be had. I thanked him 
therefore as becomingly as I could, and seeing there was no 
lielj) for it, took ffiy leave of him, and slowly and sorrow- 
fully withdrew from the room. 

Alas ! to escape I had to face the outside world, for which 
his kind words were an ill preparation. I had to run the 
gauntlet of the antechamber. The moment I appeared, 
or rather the moment the door closed behind me, I was 
hailed with a shout of derision. While one cried, ‘Way! 
way for the gentleman who has seen the king!’ another 
liailed me uproariously as Governor of Guyenne, and a third 
requested a commission in my regiment. 

I heard these taunts with a heart full almost to bursting. 
It seemed to me an unworthy thing that, merely by reason 
of my poverty, I should be derided by youths who had still 
all their battles before them ; but to stop or reproach them 
would only, as I well knew, make matters worse, and, 
moreover, I was so sore stricken that I had little spirit left 
even to speak. Accordingly, I made my way through them 
with what speed I might, my head bent, and my counte- 
nance hea%’y with shame and depression. In this way — I 
wonder there were not among them some generoirs enough 
to pity me — I had nearly gained the door, and was Imgin- 
ning to breathe, wheii I found my path stopped by that par- 
ticular young lady of tlie Court whom 1 liave described 
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above. Something bad for tlie moment diverted her atten- 
tion from me, and it regnired a vord from her companions 
to apprise her of my near neighbourhood. She turned 
then, as one taken by surprise, and finding me so close to 
her that m3- feet all but touched her govn, she stepped 
quickly aside, and vith a glance as cruel as her act, drev- 
her skirts ava}- from contact tvitli me. 

_ The insult stung me, I kuov' not vhy, more than all the 
gibes which Avere being flung at me from every side, and 
moved by a sudden impulse I stopped, and in the bitter- 
ness of my heart spoke to her. ‘hla demoiselle,’ I said, 
bowing low— for, as I have stated, she Avas small, and more 
like a fairy than a Avoman, though her face expressed both 
pride and self-Avill— ‘Mademoiselle,’ I .said sternh-, ‘such 
as I am, I haA-e fought for France! Some day a'ou may 
learn that there are viler things in the Avorld — and' haA-e to 
bear them — than a poor gentleman! ’ 

The Avords Avere scarcely out of my mouth before I re- 
pented of them, for Mathurine, the fool, Avho Avas at my 
elboAA-, was quick to turn them into ridicule. Eaisiu" her 
hands above our heads, as in act to bless us, she cried out 
that Monsieur, having gained so rich an office, desired a 
bride to grace it; and this, bringing doAvn upon us a coarse 
shout of laughter and some coarser gibes, I saAv the 3-oung 
girl’s face flush hotl}’-. 

The next moment a voice in the croAvd cried roughly, 
‘‘Out upon his Avedding suit! ’ and AAUth that a SAveetmeat 
struck me in the face. Another and another folloAved, cov- 
ering me AAuth flour and comfits. This Avas the last straAv. 
For a moment, forgetting where I. Avas, I turned upon them, 
red and furious, ever}- hair in my moustachios bristling. 
The next, the full sense of m}^ impotence and of the folly 
of resentment preAmiled Avith me, and, dropping m}- head 
upon ni}' breast, I rushed from the room. 

I believe that the younger among them folloAved me, and 
that the cry of ‘Old Clothes! ’ pursued me eAmn to the door 
of my.lodgings in the Rue de la Coutellerie. But in the 
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misery of the moment^ and my strong desire to be within 
doors and alone, I barely noticed this, and am not certain 
•whether it was so or not. 


CHAPTEE II. 

THE KING OF NAVAERE. 

I HAVE already referred to the danger with which the 
alliance between Henry the Third and the League menaced 
us, an alliance whereof the news, it was said, had blanched 
the King of Kavarre’s moustache in a single night. Not- 
withstanding this, the Court had never shown itself more 
frolicsome or more free from care than at the time of which 
I am speaking; even the lack of money seemed for the 
moment forgotten. One amusement followed another, and 
though, without doubt, something was doing under the sur- 
face — for the wiser of his foes held our prince in particular 
dread when he seemed most deeply sunk in pleasure — to 
the outward eye St. Jean d’Angely appeared to be given 
over to enjoyment from one end to the other. 

The stir and hustle of the Court reached me even in my 
garret, and contributed to make that Christmas, which fell 
on a Sunday, a trial almost beyond sufferance. All day 
long the rattle of hoofs on the pavement, and the laughter 
of riders bent on diversion, came up to me, making the 
hard stool seem harder, the bare walls more bare, and in- 
creasing a hundredfold the solitary gloom in -which I sat. 
Eor as sunshine deepens the shadows which fall athwart it, 
and no silence is like that wdiich follows the explosion of 
a mine, so sadness and poverty are never more intolerable 
than when hope and wealth rub elbows with them 

True, tlie great sermon which kl. d’Amours preached in 
tlie market-house on the morning of Christmas-day clieered 
me, as it cheered all the more sober spirits. I was present 
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myself, sitting in an obscure corner of the building, anc 
heard the famous prediction, 'ivhich was so soon to be ful 
filled. ‘Sire,’ said the prencher, turning to the King oJ 
oSavarre, and referring, with the boldness that ever charac- 
terised that great man and noble Christian, to the attempi 
then being made to exclude the prince from the succession 
— ‘Sire, what God at your birth gave you man camiot take 
awaj'. A little while, a little patience, and you shall cause 
us to preach beyond the Loire ! With you for our Joshua 
we shall cross the Jordan, and in the Promised Land the 
Church shall be set up.’ 

Words so brave, and so well adapted to encourage the 
Huguenots in the crisis througli which their affairs were 
then passing, cliarmed all hearers: save indeed, those— and 
they were few — who, being devoted to the Yicomte de Tu- 
renne, disliked, though tliej* could not controvert, this pub- 
lic acknowledgment of the King of Kavarre as the Huguenot 
leader. The pleasure of those present was evinced in a 
hundred ways, and to such an extent that even I returned 
to my chamber soothed and exalted, and found, in dream- 
ing of the speedy triumph of the cause, some compensation 
for my own ill-fortune. 

As the day wore on, however, and the evening brought 
no change, but presented to me the same dreary prospect 
with which morning had made me familiar, I confess with- 
out shame that my heart sank once more, particular^ as I 
saw that I should be forced in a day or two to sell either 
my remaining horse or some part of my equipment as 
essential; a step which I could not contemplate without 
feelings of the utmost despair. In this state of mind I was 
adding up by the light of a solitary candle the few coins I 
had left, when I heard footsteps ascending the scairs. 1- 
made them out to be the stej)s of two persons, and was still 
lost in conjectures who they might be, when a hand knocked 
gently at my door. 

Tearing another trick, I did not at once open, the more 
as there was something stealthy and insinuating in the 
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knock. Thereupon my visitors held a whispered consulta- 
tion5 then they knocked again. I asked loudly who was 
there^ but to this tliey did not clioose to give any answer, 
while I, on my i)arfc, determined not to open until they did. 
The door was strong, and I smiled grimly at the thought 
that this time they would have their trouble for their pains. 

To my surprise, however, they did not desist, and go 
away, as I expected, but continued to knock at intervals 
and whisper much between times. More than once thej- 
called me softly by name and bade me open, but as they 
steadily refrained from saying who they were, I sat still. 
Occasionally I heard them laugh, but under their breath as 
it were; and persuaded by this that the}’' were bent on a 
frolic, I might have persisted in my silence until midnight, 
which was not more than two hours off, had not a slight 
sound, as of a rat gnawing behind the wainscot, drawn my 
attention to the door. Raising my candle and shading my 
eyes I espied something small and bright protruding be- 
neath it, and sprang up, thinking they Avere about to prise 
it in. To my surprise, however, I could discoA^’er, on tak- 
ing the candle to the threshold, nothing more threatening 
than a couple of gold Im^es, Avhich had been thrust through 
the crevice between the door and the floor. 

]\Iy astonishment may be conceived. I stood for full a 
minute staring at the coins, the candle in my hand. Then, 
reflecting that the young sparks at the Court Avould be Amry 
unlikely to spend such a sum on a jest, I hesitated no 
longer, but putting down the candle, drcAV the bolt of the 
door, purposing to confer with my Ausitors outside. In 
this, lioAveA^ei’, I Avas disappointed, for the moment the 
door was open they pushed forcibly past me and, entering the 
room pell-mell, bade me by signs to close the door again. 

I did so suspiciously, and Avitliout aA’^erting my eyes from 
my visitors. Great Avere my embarrassment and confusion, 
therefore, Avhen, the door being shut, they cRopped their 
cloaks one after the other, and I saAV before me M. du IMor- 
nay and the Avell-known figure of the King of KaAmrre. 
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Tliey .soemofi so much diverted, looking at one another 
and laugliing. that for a moment I tliought some chance 
resemblance deceived m(% and tiiat here were my jokers 
again. Hence vhile a man miglit count len I stood staring; 
and the king vas the iirst to S])oak. ‘We liave made no 
mistake, Du .Alornay, have ve?’ he said, casting a laughing 
glance at me. 

‘No, sire,’ Du [Mornay answered. ‘This is the Sieur de 
Marsac, the gentleman whom I inentioned to you.’ 

I hastened, confused, wondering, and with a hundred 
aijologics, to pay ray respects to tlie king. He speedily 
cut me short, liowever, saying, v.'illi an air of much kind- 
ness, ‘Of IMarsae, in Brittany, I think, sir?’ 

‘The same, sire.’ 

‘Tlien you arc of the family of Bonne? ’ 

‘I am the last survivor of that family, sire,’ I answered 
respectfully. 

‘It has played its part,’ lie rejoined. And rlierewitli he 
took his seat on my stool with an easy grace Avhicli charmed 
me. ‘Your motto is '' Bonne foi,” is it not? And ^larsac, 
if I remember rightly, is not far from Bennes, on tlie 
Vilaine? ’ 

I answei-ed that it was, adding, with a full heart, tliat it 
grieved me to be compelled to receive so great a i)rince in 
so poor a. lodging. 

‘Well, T confess,’ Du Mornay struck in, looking care- 
lesslj- round him, ‘j’ou have a queer taste, IM'. de l\larsac, 
in the arrangement of your furniture. You — ’ 

‘IMornay! ’ the king cried sharplv. 

‘Sire?’ 

‘Chut! your elbow is in the candle. Beware of it!’ 

But I Avell understood him. If m3- heart had been full 
before, it overflowed noAv. Povert3- is not so shameful as 
tlie shifts to Avhich it drives men. I had been compelled 
some da3-s before, in order to make as good a show as possi- 
ble — since it is the undoubted dut}- of a gentleman to hide 
his nakedness from impertinent eyes, and espeeiall}- from 
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the eyes of the canaille, who are wont to judge from exter- 
nals — to remove such of my furniture and equipage as re- 
mained to that side of the room, which was visible from 
without when the door was open. This left the farther side 
of the room vacant and bare. To anyone within doors the 
artifice was, of course, apparent, and I am bound to say 
that Z\r. du jMornay’s words brought the blood to my brow. 

I rejoiced, however, a moment later that he had uttered 
them; for without them* I might never have' known, or 
laiown so early, the kindness of heart and singular quick- 
ness of apprehension which ever distinguished the king, my 
master. So, in my heart, I began to call him from that 
hour. 

The King of Kavarre was at this time thirty-five years 
old, his hair brown, his complexion ruddy, his moustache, 
on one side at least} beginning to turn grey. His features, 
which Kature had cast in a harsh and imperious mould, 
were relieved by a constant sparkle and animation such as 
I have never seen in any other man, but in him became 
ever more conspicuous in gloomy and perilous times. In- 
ured to danger from his earliest youth, he had come to 
enjoy it as others a festival, hailing its advent with a reck- 
less gaiety which astonished even brave meii, and led others 
to think him the least prudent of mankind. Yet such he 
was not: nay, he was the ox^posite of this; Kever did 
^Marshal of Prance make more careful disx)Ositions for a 
battle — albeit once in it he bore himself like any captain of 
Iiorse — nor ever did Du Mornay himself sit down to a con- 
ference with a more accurate knowledge of affairs. His 
prodigious wit and the affability of his manners, while they 
endeared him to his servants, .again and again blinded his 
adversaries; who, thinking that 59 much brilliance could 
arise onl}’. from a shallow nature, found when it was too 
late that tliey had heen outwitted by him whom they con- 
tomptuouslj^ styled the Prince of Bearn, a man a Imndred- 
fold more astute than themselves, and master alike of j^en 
and sword. 
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Millifi'.-nt liappiia’ss for mo. 

•Nay. but that liommr 1 must laki; from yiui ' iu* ropHoii, 
.smiliiij:: ‘tliouv:!! 1 s’oo that you would maki* au oxfolli-ut 
1 * 0111*1 ii*r — far bettor tliau Du .Mornay hi*ro, who m-vi i* iu 
his lib* iiiadf s«i ]irotty .*i .^jn'orh. I*'oi* I must lay my 
oommands on ytm to k«*»*p this visit, a soi'i*t*t, M. do Marsau. 
Should but. till* .slitfhto.st whisju*!* of it p-t abroad, your use- 
fulucss, as far :is 1 am uum*i*riu‘d, would be goiio, and gone 
for good ! ’ 

So miifirkable a statomc-nt. filled mo with wondor T 
(! 0 uld soarooly disguise. It was with diiUenlty 1 found 
words to assuru tlio king that his oommands should be 
faithfully oboyod. 

‘Of that I am .sure,’ ho answored with the utmost' kind- 
ness. ‘"Were I not, and sun*, too, from what .1 am told of 
your gjillantry when my cousin i.ook l>ronagi‘, that yon are 
a man of deeds rather l.han words, .1 .should not be here 
with the proposition 1 am going to lay before you. It is 
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this. I can give you no hope of public employment, il. de 
^larsaC; but I can offer j'oii an adventure — if adventures be 
to your taste — as dangerous and as thankless as any Amadis 
ever undertook.’ 

‘As tlmukless, sire?’ I stammered, doubting if I had 
heard aright, the expression vms so strange. 

‘As thankless,’ he answered, his keen eyes seeming to 
read my soul. ‘1 am frank with you, you see, sir,’ he con- 
tinued, carelessly. ‘I can suggest this adventure — it is for 
tlie good of tlie State — I can do no more. The King of 
Xavarre cannot appear in it, nor can he protect j^’ou. 
Succeed or fail in it, you stand alone. The only promise I 
3 nake is, that if it ever be safe for me to acknowledge the 
act, I will reward the doer.’ 

He paused, and for a few moments I stared at him in 
sheer amazement. What did he mean? Were he and the 
other real ligures, or was I dreaming? 

‘Do you understand?’ he asked at length, with a touch 
of impatience. 

‘'Yes, sire, I think I do,’ I murmured, very certain in 
truth and reality that I did not. 

^ What do you say, then — 3^es or no? ’ he rejoined. ‘Will 
3'ou undertake the adventure, or would 3^011 hear more be- 
fore 3’ou make up 3'our mind? ’ 

I liesitated. Had I been a younger man b3’ ten 3'ears I 
should doubtless have cried assent there and then, having 
been all m3' life read3' enough to embark on such enterprises 
as offered a chance of distinction. But something in the 
strangeness of the king’s preface, although I had it in m3' 
heart to die for him, gave me check, and I answered, with 
an air of great humility, ‘You will think me but a poor 
courtier now, sire, 3’et he is a fool who jumps into a ditch \ 
without measuring the depth, I would fain, if I ma3' saA' ' 
it Avithout disrespect, hear all that 3^11 can tell me.’ 

‘Then I fear,’ lie answered quickty, ‘if a'ou Avonld liave 
more light on the matter, m3’ friend, 3’ou must get auotlier 
candle.’ 
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1 start »'il. !i-- sjii*k(- sfi al'riiptly; but jiw-’ivinji that the 
cautil*' Iiail l»urut''il down to t!i<* sj»cl:»-t, I roHc, with 

many and fft»-lu*d anotln-r from the rupboard. Tt 

did not n-'ri'.r to in<* a: th«- inoni-nt. tlioir^dj it did later, that 
the hinir had piirpo.-i.-ly Sfin«;h{ this ojjji'irtunity of eonsult- 
in;^v.-ith hi' «*iim]>a!ii«'n. 1 mendy remarb-d, when I re- 

innif-d to my ]d;;»'e on tin' ii-d. that they v.'ore sittinjra little 
iii’iirer ont* antitlu-r, and tl'.at thi- hint: oyed me before he 
spoke — thon-^li L<* still swtmj: osaj fool i-arelessly in the air 
— witli cIom' attention. 


*I .speak to y<ni. of conr.-v. sir,* Im pre.'sently went on, ‘in 
(‘cnlidenre, b-dievin" yon to be .an Ijononrable as well as a 
brave man. That, whicii I v.dsh von to d<» is briellv, and in 
a word, to earry off a lady, ^^ay,’ la* addoil qniekly, with 
a lauj;hin;: firitnae**. ‘have no fe.arl .''ho i.s no sweetheart of 
mine, tior should I j^'o to my "rave friend her«‘ did 1 need 
assistain'e «if that kind, lleniy of Ihnjrl'nn, I l>ray (Jod, 
will alw.avs he able to free his own ladv-love. This is a 
Slate affair, and a matter cd' quite anelln'r charaoter, 
thoui'h we cannot at j)resent entrust von with the meaning 
of it.- 


1 bowed in silenee, feeling somewhat elnlled and jjer- 
plexed, as who would not, having .sneh an invitation before 
him? T had anticipated an alTair with men only — a secret 
a.ssanlt or a petard expL'dition. l»ut seeing tlie bareness of 
my room, and the honour the king was doing mo, J felt 1 
IkmI no choice, and J answered, ‘That being the case, sire, 
1 am wholly jit vonr service.’ 

ft ft 

‘Thai is well,’ he answered briskly, though methonght he 
looked at Du ^lorna}* reproachfully, as doubting hi.s com- 
mendation of me. ‘Unt will yon say the same,’ he contin- 
ued, removing his eyes to me, and speaking s^o^yly, as 
though he would try me, ‘when I tell you that the lady to 
he carried off is the ward of the Vieomic do Turenne, whose 
arm is wcdl-nigh as long as my own, and who would fain 
make it longer; who never tr.avels, as he told me yester- 
day, with less than fifty gentlemen, and has a thousand 
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arciiiebusiers in liis pay? Is the adventure still to j'Oiir 
lildng, ISL de ilarsac, now that you know that? ’ 

^It is more to my liking, sire/ I answered stoutly. 
‘Understand this too/ he rejoined. ‘It is essential that 
this lady, wdio is at present confined in the Vicomte^s house 
at Chize, should be released; but it is equally essential that 
there should be no breach between the Vicomte and myself. 
Therefore the affair must be the work of an independent 
man, who has never been in my service, nor in any way 
connected with me. If captured, you pay the penalty with- 
out recourse to me/ 

‘I fully understand, sire,^ I answered, 

‘Ventre Saint Gris! ^ he cried, breaking into a low laugh, 
‘I swear the man is more afraid of the lady than he is of 
the Vicomte! That is not the way of most of our Court. ^ 
Du Mornay, who had been sitting nursing his knee in 
silence, imrsed up his lips, though it was easy to see that 
he was well content with the king^s approbation. He now 
intervened. ‘With your j)ermission, sire,’ he said, ‘I will 
let this gentleman know the details. ’ 

‘Do, my friend,’ the king answered. ‘And be short, for 
if we are here much longer I shall be missed, and in a 
twinkling the Court will have found me a new mistress.’ 

He spoke in jest and with a laugh, but I saw Du Mornay 
start at the words, as though they were little to his liking; 
and I learned afterwards that the Court was really anuch 
exercised at this time with the question who would be the 
next favourite, the king’s passion for the Countess de 
la Quiche being evidently on the wane, and that which he 
presently evinced for Madame de Guercheville being as yet 
a matter of conjecture. 

Du Mornaj^ took no overt notice of the king’s words, 
however, but proceeded to give me my directions, ‘Chize, 
which jon know by name,’ he said, ‘is six leagues from 
here. IMademoiselle de la Vire is confined in the north- 
west room, on the first-floor, overlooking the park. More 
I cannot tell you, except that her woman’s name is Dan- 
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c.liette, aiul that she is to be trusted. Tlie liouse is ’^-ell 
guarded, and 3'ou will need four or five men. There are 
identy of cut-throats to be liired, only see, M. de Marsac, 
that the}' are such as you can manage, and that Mademoi- 
selle takes no hurt among tliem. Have horses in Avaiting, 
and the moment you have released the lady ride north Avith 
lier as fast as her strength Avill permit. Indeed, you must 
not spare her, if Turenne be on your heels. You should 
be across the Loire in sixty hours after leaving Chize.’ 

‘Across the Loire?’ I exclaimed in astonishment. 

‘Yes, sir, across the Loire,’ he replied, Avith some stern- 
ness. ‘Your task, be good enough to understand, is to con- 
A'oy hlademoiselle de la Yire AA'ith all speed to Blois. There, 
attracting as little notice as may be, you Avill inquire for 
the Baron de Piosny at the Bleeding Heart, in the Eue de 
St. Denys. He Avill take charge of the lady, or direct you 
hoAV to dispose of her, and your task Avill then be accom- 
plished. You folloAv me? ’ 

‘Perfectly,’ I ansAvered. speaking in my turn Avith some 
dryness. ‘But Mademoiselle I understand is young. What 
if she Avill not accompany me, a stranger, entering her room 
at night, and by the AvindoAV? ’ 

‘That has been thought of’ aams the ansAver. He turned 
to the King of iSTaA'arre, AA’ho, after a moment’s search, pro- 
duced a small object from his pouch. This he gaAm to his 
companion, and the latter transferred it to me. I took it 
Avith curiosity. It Avas the half of a gold carolus, the broken 
edge of the coin being rough and jagged. ‘ShoAv that to 
1\ la demoiselle, lu}'- friend,’ Du IMornay continued, ‘and she 
Avill accompany you. She has the other half.’ 

‘But be careful,’ Henry added eagerly, ‘to make no men- 
tion, even to her, of the King of Havarre. You mark me, 
M. de Marsac! If you have at any time occasion to^speak 
of me, you may have the honour of calling me yoiir friend, 
and referring to me ahvays in the same manner.’ 

This he said Avith so gracious an air that I Avas charmed, 
and. thought myself happy indeed to be addressed in this 
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wise hy a prince whose name was alreacty so glorioiis. Xor 
was my satisfaction diminished when his companion drew 
out a bag containing, as he told me, three hundred crowns 
in gold, and placed it in my hands, bidding me defraj’ there- 
from the cost of the journey. ‘Be careful, however,' he 
added earnestly, ‘to avoid, in hiring your men, any appear- 
ance of wealth, lest the adventure seem to be suggested b}^ 
some outside person; instead of being dictated b}^ the des- 
perate state of j^'our own fortunes. Promise rather than give, 
so far as that will avail. And for what you must give, let 
each livre seem to be the last in your pouch.’ 

Henry nodded assent- ‘Excellent advice! ’ he muttered, 
rising and drawing on his cloak, ‘such as you ever give me, 
Hornay, and I as seldom take — more’s the pity! But, after 
all, of little avail without this.’ He lifted my sword from 
the table as he spoke, and weighed it in his hand. ‘A 
pretty tool, ’ he continued, turning suddenly and looking me 
very closely in the face. ‘A very pretty tool. Were I in 
your f)lace, M. de Marsac, I would see that it hung loose 
in the scabbard. Ay, and more, man, use it!’ he added, 
sinking his voice and sticking out his chin, while his grey 
eyes, looking ever closer into mine, seemed to grow cold 
and hard as steel. ‘Use it to the last, for if j^ou fall into 
Turenne’s hands, God help you! I cannot! ’ 

‘If I am taken, sire,’ I answered, trembling, but not with 
fear, ‘my fate be on mj^ own liead.’ 

I saw the king’s eyes soften at that, and his face change 
so swiftly that I scarce knew him for the same man. He 
let the weapon dvop with a clash on the table. ‘Ventre 
Saint Gris! ’ he exclaimed with a strange thrill of 3"earning 
in his tone. ‘I swear by God, I would I were in 3'our 
shoes, sir. To strike a blow or two with no care what 
came of it. To take the road with a good liorse and a good 
sword, and see what fortune would send. To be rid of all 
this statecraft and protoeolling, and never to issue another 
declaration in this world, but just to be for once a Gentle- 
man of France, with nil to win and notliing to lose save tlio 



24 A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE 

love of my Indy! All! iMornay, ivnnld if not be sweet to 
li'avc nil this fret ami fumCj and ride awn}' to the green 
woods by Conrraze? ’ 

‘Certainly, if you prefer them to the Louvre, sire,’ Du 
iMornay answered drih*; while I stood, silent and amazed, 
before this strange man. v.dio could so suddenly change 
from grave to gay, and one moment spoke so sagely, and 
the next like an}* wild lad in his teens. ‘Certainly,’ he 
answered, ‘if that be your choice, sire; and if you think 
that even there the Duke of Guise will leave 3"0u in peace. 
Turenne, I am sure, will be glad to hear of 3"Our decision. 
Doubtless he Avill be elected Protector of the Churches. 
]Sra3-, sire, for shame!’ Du Morna3’ continued, almost with 
sternness. ‘Would 3’ou leave France, which at odd times I 
have heard you say you loved, to shift for herself? Would 
3'ou de])rive her of the onl3’ man who does love her for her 
own sake? ’ 

‘Well, well, but she is such a iickle sweetheart, 1113^ friend, ’ 
the king answered, laughing, the side glance of his 63^ on 
me. ‘FTever was one so C03' or so hard to clip! And, be- 
sides, has not the Pope divorced us? ’ 

‘The Pope! A hg for the Pope!’ Du ]\Iorna3’' rejoined 
with iinpatient heat. ‘What has he to do with France? 
An impertinent meddler, and an Italian to boot! I would 
he and all the brood of them were sunk a hundred fathoms 
deep in the sea. But, meantime, I would send him a text 
to digest.’ 

‘ Exemphivi? ’ said the king. 

-‘Whom, God has joined together let no man put asunder.’ 

‘Amen! ’ quoth Henry softty. ‘And France is a fair and 
comel3' bride.’ 

After that he kept such a silence, falling as it seemed to 
me into a brown study, that he went awa3' without so ihucli 
as bidding me farewell, or being conscious, as far as I could 
tell, of m3' presence. Du ]\Iorna3' exchanged a few words 
with me, to assure himself that I understood what I had to 
do, and their, with many kind expressions, which I did not 



BOOT AND SADDLE 


25 


fail to treasure up and con over in the times tliat were 
coming, hastened downstairs after his master. 

My joy when I found myself* alone may be conceived. 
Yet was it no ecstasy, but a s^ber exhilaration^ such as 
stirred my pulses indeed, and bade me once more face the 
world with a firm eye and an assured brow, but was far 
from holding out before me a troubadour’s palace or any 
dazzling prospect. The longer I dwelt on the interview, 
the more clearly I saw the truth. As the glamour which 
Henry’s presence and singular kindness had cast over me 
began to lose some of its power, I recognised more and more 
surely ^vhJ he had come to me. It was not out of an}" 
special favour for one whom he knew by report only, if at 
all by name ; but because he had need of a man poor, and 
therefore reckless, middle-aged (of which comes discretion),' 
obscure — ^therefore a safe instrument; to crown all, a gen- 
tleman, seeing that “both a secret and a woman were in 
question. 

Withal I wondered too. Looking from the bag of monej^ 
on the table to the broken coin in my hand, I scarcely IcncAV 
which to admire more: the confidence which entrusted the 
one to a man broken and beggared, or the courage of the 
gentlewoman who should accompany me on the faith of 
the other. 


CHAPTER III. 

BOOT A1^T> SADDIiE. 

As was natural, I meditated deeply and far into the night 
on the difficulties of the task entrusted to me. I saAv that 
it fell into two parts : the release of the lady, and her safe 
conduct to Blois, a distance of sixty leagues. The release 
I- thought it probable I could effect single-handed, or with 
one companion only; but in the troubled condition of the 
country at this time, more particularly on both sides of the 
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Loil'f', I soarceh' saw how I could ensure a lady’s safety on , 
tiio rocad nortliwards unless 1 liad with nn; at least live 
swords. 

To get tliese rogetlier at a few hours’ notice promised to 
lie no easy task; although the presence of the Court of 
Navarre had lilled St. tlean with a crowd of adventiTrers. 
Yet tlie king's command was urgent, and at some sacrifice, 
even at some risk, must he obca'ed. Pressed by these con- 
siderations, J could think of no better nnin to begin with 
than Fresnoy. 

Ilis character was bad, and he had long forfeited such 
edaim as he had ever posses.sed — I believe it was a misty 
omg on the distaff side — to gentility. Put the same cause 
which had rendered me destitute — I mean the death of the 
Prince of Conde — had stripi)ed him to the last rag: and 
this, jicrhaps. inclining me to sc'rve him, 1 was the more 
(piick to see his imn-its. 1 knew him already for a hardy, 
reckless man, very ca 2 )able of sticking a shrewd blow. 1 
gave him credit for being trusty, as long as his duty jumped 
with his interest. 

Accordingly, as soon as it was light, having fed and 
groomed tlie Cid, which rvas alwaj's the first employment 
of my da,y, I set out in search of Fresnoy, and was pres- 
ently bicky enough to find him taking his morning draught 
outside the ‘Three Pigeons,’ a little inn not far. from the 
north gate. It was more than a fortnight since I had set 
eyes on him, and the lapse of time had worked so great a 
change for the worse in him that, forgetting 1113 ’- own shab- 
biness, I looked at him askance, as doubting the wisdom of 
enlisting one who bore so plainl}’ the marks of poverty and 
dissipation. His great face — ^lie was a large man — had 
suffered recent ill-usage, and was swollen and discoloured, . 
one 03 ^ being as good as closed. He was unshaven',' his 
hair was ill-kempt, his doublet unfastened at the throat, 
and torn and stained besides. Despite the cold — for the 
morning was sharp and frost 3 y though free from wind — 
there were half a dozen ]Dackmen drinking and squabbling 
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before the inn, ^vhile the beasts they drove quenched their 
tliirst at the trough. But these men seemed with one 
accord to leave liim in possession of the bench at which lie 
sat; nor did I wonder much at this when I saw the morose 
and savage glance which he shot at me as I approached, 
^Vhether he read 1113^ first impressions in my face, or for 
some other reason felt distaste for 1113^ compan3", I could not 
determine. But; undeterred by his beliaviour, I sat down 
beside him and called for wine. 

He nodded sulkil3^ in answer to my greeting, and cast a 
half-shamed; half-angry look at me out of the corners of 
his eyes. ^You need not look at me as though I were a 
dog,’ he muttered presentl3^ ^You are not so very spruce 
3^ourself; my friend. But I suppose 3' on have grown proud 
since you got that fat appointment at Court!’ And he 
laughed out loud; so that I confess I was in two minds 
whether I should not force the jest down his ugly throat. 

However I restrained myself; though my cheeks burned. 
^ You have heard about it; then;’ I said; striving to speak 
indilferently. 

‘Who has not?’ he said; laughing with his lips, though 
liis e3"es were far from merry. ‘The Sieur de Marsac’s ap- 
pointment! Ha! ha! Wh3^, man ’ 

‘Enough of it now!’ I exclaimed. And I dare sa3^ I 
writhed on 1113’' seat. ‘As far as I am concerned tlie jest is 
a stale onC; sii; and does not amuse me.’ 

‘But it amuses me;’ he rejoined with a grin. 

‘Let it be, nevertheless,’ I said; and I think he read a 
warning in 1113’ e3"es. ‘I have come to speak to 3"Ou upon 
anotlier matter.’ 

He .did not refuse to listen, but threw one leg over the 
otlier, and looking up at the inn-sign began to wliistle in a 
rude, offensive manner. Still, having an object in view, I 
controlled m3"self and continued. ‘It is this, m3’ friend: 
moue3’ very plentiful at present witli either of us.’ 

'Before I could sa3’ any more he turned on me savagel3'; 
and with a loud oath thrust liis bloated face, fluslied with 
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passion, close to mine. ‘Isow look here, j\r. de Marsac! ’ 
he cried violently, ‘once for all, it is no good! I have not 
got the money, and T c.annot pay it. I said a fortnight ago, 
Avhen you lent it, that 3'ou should have it this week. Well, ’ 
slapping his hand on the bench, ‘I have not got it, and it 
is no good beginning upon me. You cannot have it, and 
that is flat ! ' 

‘Damn the money! ’ I cried. 

‘ Y hat? ’ he exclaimed, scarcely believing his ears. 

‘Let the money be! ’ I repeated fiercely. ‘Do you hear? 
I have not come about it. I am here to offer j'ou work — 
good, well-paid work — if you will enlist with me and play 
me fair, Fresnoy.’ 

‘Plaj^ fair! ’ he cried with an oath. 

‘There, there,’ I said, ‘I am willing to let b3"gones be by- 
gones if you are. The point is, that I have an adventure 
on hand, and, wanting help, can pay you for it. ’ 

He looked at me cunuingty, his ej’^e travelling over each 
rent and darn in my doublet. ‘I will help you fast enough, ’ 
he said at last. ‘But I should like to see the money first.’ 

‘You shall,’ I answered. 

‘Then I am with 3*011, my friend. Count on me till 
death ! ’ he cried, rising and la3*ing his hand in mine with a 
boisterous frankness which did not deceive me into trusting 
him far. ‘xVnd now, whose is the affair, and what is it? ’ 

‘The affair is mine,’ I said coldl3^ ‘It is to carry off a 
lady. ’ 

He whistled and looked me over again, an impudent leer 
in his e3ms. • ‘A lady?’ he exclaimed. ‘Umph! I could 
understand a young spark going in for such — but that’s 
your affair. Who is it? ’ 

,‘That is my affair, too,’ I answered cooll3'-, disgusted by 
the man’s venality and meanness, and full3’' persuaded"that 
I must trust liim no farther than the length of my SAVord. 
‘All I want you to do, M. Fresno3’-,’ I continued stiffly, ‘is 
to place yourself at my disposal and under m3'- orders for 
ten da3’-s. I Avill find 3^011 a horse and pay you — the enter- 
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prise is a hazardous one, and I take that into account — t^vo 
gold cvovms a day, and ten more if ^ve succeed in reaching 
a place of safety/ 

‘ Such a place as ’ 

‘Never mind that, ^ I replied. ‘The question is, do j^ou 
accept? ^ 

He looked do'wn sullenly, and I could see he was greatly 
angered by my determination to keep the matter to myself. 
‘Am I to know no more than that? ’ he asked, digging the 
point of his scabbard again and again into the ground. 

‘No more,’ I answered firmly. ‘I am bent on a desperate 
attempt to mend my fortunes before they fall as low as 
j^'ours; and that is as much as I mean to tell living man. 
If you are loth to risk your life with your eyes shut, say 
so, and I will go to someone else.’ 

But he was not in a position, as I well knew, to refuse 
such an offer, and presently he accepted it with a fresh 
semblance of heartiness. I told him I should want four 
troo];)ers to escort us, and these he offered to procure, say- 
ing that he knew just the knaves to suit me. I bade him 
hire two only, however, being too wise to put myself alto- 
gether in his hands; and then, having given him money to 
buy himself a horse — I made it a term that the men should 
bring their own — and named a rendezvous for the first hour 
after noon, I parted from him and went rather sadly away. 

Bor I began to see that the king had not underrated the 
dangers of an enterprise on which none but desperate men 
and such as were down in the world could be expected to 
embark. Seeing this, and also a thing which followed 
clearly from it — ^that I should have as much to fear from 
my o\yn company as from the enemy— I looked forward 
with little hope to a journey during every da}’' and ever}^ 
hour of which I must bear a growing weight of fear and 
responsibility. 

It was too late to turn back, however, and I went about 
my preparations, if with little cheerfulness, at least with 
steadfast purpose. I had my sword ground and my pistols 
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put in order Ipy tlic cutler over wlioin I lodged, and who 
performed this last ofhcc loi‘ me witli the same goodwill 
which had characterised all his dealings with me. 1 sought 
out and hired a couple of stout fellows whom I believed to 
be indifferentl}' honest, but who possessed the advantage of 
h^^ in^ he )rses ; and Ijesides bouglit two led horses myself 
for mademoiselh,' and her woman. Such other equipments 
as were absolut(dy necessary I ])urchased, reducing my stock 
ol mone}' in this way to two hundred and ten crowns. How 
to disi)Ose of this sum so that it might be safe and yet at 
my command was a question which greatly exercised me. 
In tlie end I had recourse to my friend the cutler, who sug- 
gested hiding a liundred crowns of it in my cap, and deftly 
contrived a place for the purpose. This, the cap being 
lined witli steel, was a matter of no great difficult}'. A 
second hundred I sewed up in the stuffing of my saddle, 
placing the remainder in my pouch for present necessities. 

A small rain was falling in the streets when, a little 
after noon, I started with nn- two knaves behind me and 
made for the north gate. So many were moving this way 
and the other that we passed unnoticed, and might have 
done so had we numbered six sAvords instead of three. 
AVhen Ave reached tlic rendezA'ous, a mile beyond the gate, 
Ave found Fresnoy alread}^ tliere, taking shelter in the lee 
of a big holly -tree. He had four horsemen Avith him, and 
on our appearance rode foi’Avard to meet us, crying heartil}'', 
‘Welcome, j\L le Capitaine! ’ 

‘Welcome, certainly,’ I ansAvered, pulling the Cid up 
sharply, and holding off from him. ‘But Avho are these, 
M. Eresno}’? ’ and I pointed Avith my riding-cane to his 
four companions. . 

JTe tried to pass the matter off Avith a laugh. ‘Oh! 
these?’ he said. ‘That is soon explained. The EAaangel- 
ists Avould not be diAuded, so I brought them all — JffiattheAA'’, 
i\Iark, Luke, and John— rthinking it likel}’' 3'^ou might fail 
to secure your men. .And I Avill Avarrant them for four as 
gallant boys as you Avill ever find behind you ! ’ 
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Tliey ^vere certainly four as arrant ruffians as I had ever 
seen before me, and I saw I must not hesitate. ‘Two or 
noiie^ Fresnoy/ I said firml3^ ‘I gave you a commis- 
sion for two, and two I will take — Matthew and i\lark, or 
Luke and Jolm, as you j^lease.’ 

*^Tis a pity to break the party, ^ said he, scowling. 

‘If that be all,^ I retorted, ‘one of my men is called John. 
.Vnd we will dub the other Luke, if that will mend the 
matter." 

‘The Prince of Conde,^ he muttered sullenly, ‘emploj’ed 
these men.’ 

‘The Prince of Conde employed some queer people some- 
times, ]\r. Presuoy,’ I answered, looking him straight be- 
tween the ej^es, ‘as we all must. A truce to this, if you 
please. We Avill take jMattheAv and Mark. The other two 
be good enough to dismiss.’ 

He seemed to waver for a moment, as if he had a mind 
to disobey, but in the end, thinking better of it, lie bade 
the men return; and as I complimented each of them with 
a piece of silver, they went off, after some SAvearing, in 
tolerabty good humour. Thereon Fresnoy was for taking 
the road at once, but having no mind to be folloAved, I gave 
the word to Avait until the tAvo Avere out of sight. 

I think, as Ave sat our horses in the rain, the holty-bush 
not lieing large enough to shelter us all, we Avere as sony a 
band as ever set out to rescue a lady; nor Avas it Avithout 
ijain that I looked round and saAv myself reduced to com- 
mand such people. There Avas scarcely one whole un- 
]satched garment among us, and three of my squires had 
but a spur apiece. To make up for this deficienc}^ avc mus- 
tered tAvo black eyes, Fresnoy’s included, and a lii-oken 
nose. ^^latthcAv’s nag lacked a tail, and, inore remarkable 
still, its rider, as I presentty discoA^ered, Avas stone-deaf; 
Avliilc ]\rark’s SAVord AA\as innocent of a scabbard, and his 
bridle Avas plain rope. One thing, indeed, I obserA^ed Avitli 
jdeasuro. The tAvo men Avho had come Avitli me looked 
aslauiee at the tAvo A\dio had come Avith Fresno}", and these 
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returned the stare Avitli interest. On tliis division and on 
tlic length of my svord I based all nij' hopes of safety and 
of soinetliing more. On it I mas about to stake, not my 
omn life onh' — mliich mas ]io gi-eat thing, seeing mhat my 
prospects mere — but the life and honour of a moman, 
3'oung, helpless, and as yet unknomn to me. 

Weighed domn as I mas by those considerations, I had to 
bear the additional burden of hiding m,y fears and suspi- 
cions under a cheerful demeanour. T made a short si^eech 
to my folloming, mho one and all responded by smearing to 
stand by jue to the death. I then gave the mord, and me 
started, Fresnoy and I leading the may, Luke and John 
mith the led horses folloming, and the other tmo bringing 
up the rear. 

The rain continuing to fall and the country in this part 
being drearv and monotonous, even in fair meather, I felt 
my spirits sink still lomer as the da}' advanced. The re- 
sponsibility I mas going to incur assumed more serious pro- 
portions each time I scanned im- folloming; mhile Fresnoj*, 
ph'ing me mith perpetual questions respecting m3' plans, 
mas as unea.sy a companion as 1113^ morst enemy could have 
mished me. 

‘Come!’ he grumbled presentl}^ mhen me had covered 
four leagues or so, ‘3'ou have not told me 3>-et, sieur, mhere 
me sta}' to-night. You are travelling so sloAvly that ’ 

‘I am saving the horses,’ I ansmered shortl3^ ‘We shall 
do a long da}' to-morrom. ’ 

‘Yours looks fit for a meek of da3’'s,’ he sneered, mith an 
evil look at m3' Sardinian, mhich mas, indeed, in better case 
than its master. ‘It is sleek enough, an}' may!’ 

‘It is as good as it looks,’ I ansmered, a little nettled 
by his tone. 

‘There is a better here,’ he responded. 

‘I don’t see it,’ I said. I had alread}^ e3'-ed the nags all 
round, and assured myself that, ugl}'- and blemished as they 
mere, the}’- mere up to their mork. But I had discerned no 
special merit among them. I looked them over again nom. 
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ami came to tlie same conclusion— that, except the led 
lior.-es, which I had chosen with some care, there was notli- 
in;j: among them to vie with the Cid, either in speed or 
hjiucs. I told Fresnoy so. 

'Would you like to try? ^ he said tauntingly. 

I laughed, adding. 'If you think I am going to tire our 
liorses by racing theiiij with such work as we have before 
us, you are mistaken^ Fresnoy. I am not a boj', you 
knov>'/ 

‘Tiiere need be no question-of racing/ he answered more 
rpiietly. 'Yori have only to get on that rat-tailed ba}^ of 
Matthew's to feel its paces and say I am right.’ 

I looked at the bay, a bald-faced, fiddle-headed horse, 
and saw that, with no signs of breeding, it was still a big- 
boned animal with good shoulders and powerful hips. I 
thought it imssible Fresnoy might be right, and if so, and 
the bay’s manners were tolerable, it might do for mademoi- 
selle better than the horse I had chosen. At any rate, if 
we had a fast horse ampng^ us, it was well to know the fact, 
so bidding IMatthew change with me, and be careful of the 
Cid, I iiiouuted the bay, and soon discovered that its i^aces 
were easy and promised speed, while its manners seemed 
as good as even a timid rider could desire. 

Our road at the time laj^ across a flat desolate heath, 
dotted liere and therewith thorn-bushes; the track being 
'orokon and stony, extended more than a score of 3 'ards in 
vridth, througli travellers strajdng to this side and that to 
escape the worst places. Fresnoy and I, in making the 
clmnge, had fallen slightly" behind the other three, and 
were riding abreast of Matthew on the Cid. 

'AVell,’ lie said, 'was I not right?’ 

'In part/ I answered. 'The horse is better than its 
looks.’ 

'Like main* others,’ he rejoined, a spark of resentment 
in his tone — 'men as well as horses, ]\r. de Jlarsac. 13ut 
what do you saj"? Shall we canter on a little and overtake 
the others? ’ 


n 
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Thinking it ^vell to do so, I assented readily, and we 
started together. We had ridden, however, no more than 
a hundred yards, and I was only beginning to extend the 
bay, when Tresnoy, slightly drawing rein, turned in his 
saddle and looked back. The next moment he cried, 
‘Hallo! what is this? Those fellows are not following ns, 
are they? ’ 

I turned sharply to look. At that moment, without 
falter or warning, the bay horse went down under me as if 
shot dead, throwing me half a dozen yards over its head; 
and that so suddenly that I had no time to raise my arms, 
but, falling heavily on my head and shoulder, lost con- 
sciousness. 

I have had many falls, but no other to vie with that in 
utter unexpectedness. When I recovered my senses I found 
mjnelf leaning, giddy and sick, against the bole of an old 
thorn-tree. Fresnoy and Matthew supported me on either 
side, and asked me how I found m^nelf; while the other 
three men, their forms black against the stormy evening 
sky, sat their horses a few paces in front of me. I was too 
much dazed at first to see more, and this only in a mechani- 
cal fashion; but gradually, my brain grew clearer, and I 
advanced from wondering who the strangers round me were 
to recognising them, and finally to remembering what had- 
happened to me. 

‘Is the horse hurt?’ I muttered as soon as I could speak. 

‘Hot a whit,’ Fresnoy answered, chuckling, or I was 
much mistaken. ‘I am afraid you came off the worse of 
the two, captain.’ 

He exchanged a look with the men on horseback as he 
spoke, and in a dull fashion I fancied I saw them smile. 
One even laughed, and another turned in his saddle as if to 
hide his face. I had a vague general sense that 'there was 
some joke on foot in which I had no part. But I was too 
much shaken at the moment to be curious, and gratefully 
accepted the offer of one of the men to fetch me a little 
water. While he was away the rest stood round me, the 
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same look of ill-concealed drollery on their faces. Fresnoy 
alone talked, speaking volubly of the accident, pouring out 
expressions of sympathy and cursing the road, the horse, 
and the v'intry light until the water came; when, much 
refreshed by tlie draught, I managed to climb to the Cid’s 
saddle and plod slowly onwards with them, 

‘k. bad beginning,’ Fresnoy said presently, stealing a sly 
glance at me as we jogged along side by side, Chize half a 
league before us, and darkness not far olf. 

By this time, however, 1 was myself again, save for a 
little humming in the head, and, shrugging my shoulders, 
I told him so. ‘All’s well that ends well,’ I added. ‘ISTot 
that it was a pleasant fall, or that I wish to have such 
another.’ 

‘iSo, I should think not,’ he answered. His face was 
turned from me, but I fancied I heard him snigger. 

Something, which may have been a vague suspicion, led 
me a moment later to put my hand into my pouch. Then 
I understood. I understood too well. The sharp surprise 
of the discovery was such that involuntarily I drove my 
spurs into the Cid, and the horse sprang forward. 

‘What is the matter? ’ Fresnoy asked. 

‘The matter? ’ I echoed, my hand still at iny belt, feeling 
— ^feeling hopelessly. 

‘Yes, what is it? ’ he asked, a brazen smile on his ras- 
cally face. 

I looked at him, my brow as red as fire. ‘Oh! nothing 
— ^nothing,’ I said. ‘Let us trot on.’ 

In truth I had discovered that, taking advantage of my 
helplessness, the scoundrels had robbed me, while I lay 
insensible, of every gold crown in my purse! Horwas this 
all, or the worst, for I saw at once that in doing so they 
had effected something which was a thousandfold more 
ominous and formidable — established against me that secret 
understanding which it was my especial aim to prevent, and 
on the absence of which I had been counting. Hay, I saw 
that for my very life I had only m}^ friend the cutler and 
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my own prudence to tlinnk, seeing that these rogues would 
certaiiily Imve murdered me witliout scruple had the}' suc- 
ceeded in iinding tin* hulk of my money. Baffled in this, 
n Idle still ]iersuad(‘d that I had other resources, they had 
stojiped short of that, villany — or this memoir had never 
been written. Tliey had kindly permitted me to live until 
a more lavourahle 02 )i)orlainity of enriching themselves at 
my expense should put them in possession of my last crown! 

Though I was suffleiently master of myself to refrain 
from complaints which I felt must be useless, and from 
menaces which it has never been ))iy habit to utter unless 
I had also tlie power to put them into execution, it must 
not be imagined that 1 did not, as 1 rode on by Bresnoy’s 
side, feel my position acutely or see how absurd a figure I 
cut in my dual character of leader and dupe. Indeed, the 
reflection that, being in this perilous position, I was about 
to stake another’s safety as well as my own, made me feel 
the need of a few ndnutes’ thought so urgent that I deter- 
mined to gain them, oven at the risk of leaving my men at 
liberty to plot further mischief. Coming almost immedi- 
ately afterwards within sight of the turre'ts of the Chateau 
of Chizc^ I told Fresnoy that we should lie the night at the 
village; and bade him take the men on and secure (quarters 
at the inn. Attacked instantly by suspicion and curiosity, 
he demurred stoutly to leaving me, and might have per- 
sisted in his refusal had I jiot pulled up, and clearly shown 
him that I u ould have my own way in this case or come to 
an open breach. He shrank, as I expected, from the latter 
alternative, and, bidding me a sullen adieu, trotted on with 
his troop. I waited until they were out of sight, and then, 
turning the Cid’s head, crossed a small brook wlii^h divided 
the road from the chase, and choosing a ride which seemed 
to ]ne]-ce the wood in the direction of the Chateau, pro- 
ceeded down it, keeping a sharp look-out on either ha.nd. 

It was then, ray thoughts turning to the lady who was 
now so near, and who, noble, rich, and a stranger, seemed, 
as I approached her, not the least formidable of the embar- 
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rassments before me — it was then that I made a discovery 
which sent a cold shiver through my frame, and in a 
moment swept all memory of my paltry ten crowns from 
m3- head. Ten crowns ! Alas ! I had lost that which was 
worth all m3- crowns put together — the broken coin which 
the King of Kavarre had entrusted to me, and which formed 
my sole credential, my only means of persuading IMademoi- 
se'lle de la Vire that I came from him. I had j)ut it in m}’' 
pouch, and of cpurse, though the loss of it only came home 
to m3- mind now, it had disappeared with the rest. 

I drew rein and sat for some time motionless, the image 
of despair. The wind which stirred the naked boughs over- 
head, and whirled the dead leaves in volleys past my feet, 
and died away at last among the whispering bracken, met 
nowhere with wretchedness greater, I believe, than was mine 
at that moment. 


CHAPTER IV. 

MADKMOISELLE DE LA VIRE. 

first desperate impulse on discovering the magnitude 
of m3- loss Avas to ride after the knaves and demand the 
token at the sivord’s point. The certaint}-, howcA-er, of 
finding them united, and the difficulty of saying AA-hich of 
the fiA-e possessed AA-hat I Avanted, led me to reject this plan 
as I greAV cooler; and since I did not di’cam, eA-en in this 
dilemma, of abandoning the expedition, the onl3- alternatiA-e 
seemed to be to act as if I still had the broken coin, and 
essa3' Avhat a frank explanation might effect when the time 
came. 

After some AA-retehed, A-eiy AA-retched, moments of debate, 
T resolved to adopt this course; and, for tlie present, think- 
ing I might gain some knoAA-ledge of the surroundings AA-hile 
the light lasted, I pushed cautiousl3- forAA'ard through the 
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trees and came in less than five minutes u'itliin sight of a 
corner of the chateau, -which I fmind to he a inodorn build- 
ing of the time of Henry IT., raised, like the houses of that 
time, for pleasure rather than defence, and decorated with 
many handsome c.asements and tourelles. Despite this, it 
wore, as I sa-w it, a grey and desolate air, due in part to 
the loneliness of the situation and tlie lateness of the hotir; 
and in part, 1 think, to the smallness of the household 
maintained, for no one was visible on the terrace or at the 
windows. The rain dripped from the trees, which on two 
sides pressed so closely on the house as almost to darken 
the rooms, and everything I saw encouraged me to hope 
that mademoiselle's wishes would second my entreaties, 
and incline her to lend a ready car to my story. 

The apjiearancc of the house, indeed, Avas a strong in- 
ducement to me to proceed, for it Avas impossible to believe 
that a young lady, a kinsAA'oman of the gay and vivacious 
'rurenne, and already introduced to the pleasures of the 
Coin-t. Avould elect of her oavii free will to spend the Avinter 
in so dreary a solitude. 

Taking adA-antage of the last moments of daylight, I rode 
cautiously round the house, and, keeping in the shadoAv of 
the trees, had no difficult}' in discovering at the north-east 
corner the balcony of Avhich I had been told. It Avas semi- 
circular in shape, Avith a stone balustrade, and hung some 
fifteen feet above a terraced Avalk AA'hich ran beloAV it, and 
AA'as separated from the chase by a Ioav sunk fence. 

I Avas surprised to obserA'e that, notAvithstanding the rain 
and the coldness of the CA’-ening, the AvindoAV AAdiieh gaAm 
upon this balcony Avas open. Hor Avas this all. I-uck Avas 
in store for me at last. I had not gazed at the AvpidoAv 
more than a minute, calculating its height and other partic- 
ulars, Avhen, to my great joy, a female figure, closely 
hooded, stepped out and stood looking up at the sky. I 
Avas too far oft' to be able to discern by that uncertain light 
Avhethor this AA’as IM'ademoiselle de la Vire or herAA'oman; 
but the attitude A\’as so clcarl}’- one of dejection and despon- 



MADEMOISELLE DE LA VIRE 


39 


clency, that I felt sure it was either one or the other. De- 
termined not to let the opportunity slip^ I dismounted has- 
tily and, leaving the Cid loose, advanced on foot until I 
stood within half-a-dozen paces of the window. 

At that point the watcher became aware of me. She 
started hack, but did not withdraw. Still peering down at 
me, she called softly to some one inside the chamber, and 
immediately a second figure, taller and stouter, appeared. 

I had already doffed my cap, and I now, in a low voice, 
begged to know if I had the honour of speaking to Made- 
moiselle de. la Vire. In the growing darkness it was im- 
possible to distinguish faces. 

‘Hush! ’ the stouter figure muttered in a tone of warning. 
‘Speak lower. Who are you, and what do you here? ’ 

‘I am here,’ I answered respectfully, ‘commissioned by a 
friend of the lady I have named, to convey her to a place 
of safety.’ 

‘Mon dieu I ’ was the sharp answer. ‘How? It is impos- 
.sible.’ 

‘Ho,’ I murmured, ‘not now, but to-night. The moon' 
rises at half -past two. My horses need rest and food. At 
three I will be below this window with the means of escape, 
if mademoiselle choose to use them. ’ 

I felt that they were staring at me through the dusk, as 
though they would read my breast. ‘Your name, sir? ’ the 
shorter figure murmured at last, after a pause which was 
full of suspense and excitement. 

‘I do not think my name of much import at present, 
l\rademoiselle, ’ I answered, reluctant to proclaim myself a 
stranger. ‘When ’ 

‘Your name, your name, sir! ’ she repeated imperiouslj", 
and I heard her little heel rap upon the stone floor of the 
balcony. 

‘Gaston de Marsac,’ I answered unwillingly. 

They both started, and cried out together. ‘Imjjossible! ’ 
the last speaker exclaimed, ajnazemcnt and anger in her 
i-one. ‘Tliis is a jest, sir. Tliis ’ 
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What more she Avoxild liave said I was left to guess, for 
at that moment lier attendant — I had no doubt noAv Avhich 
Aras mademoiselle and which Fanchette — suddenly laid her 
hand on her mistress’s moutli and pointed to the room 
behind them. A second’s suspense, and AAuth a Avarning 
gesture the tAvo turned and disappeared through the 
AvindoAv. 

I lost no time in regaining tlie shelter of the trees; and 
concluding, though I aauis far from satislied AAuth the inter- 
A'ieAA', that I could do nothing more uoaa', but miglit rather, 
by loitering in the neighbourhood, aAA'akeii suspicion, I re- 
mounted and made for the higliAvay and tlie Aullage, AAdiere 
I found my men in noisA’^ occupation of the inn, a poor 
place, AA'ith unglazed AA'indoAvs, and a fire in the middle of 
the earthen floor. iMy first care Avas to stable the Cid in a 
shed at the back, Avhere I proA’ided for its Avants as far as 
I could AA’ith the aid of a lialf-uaked boy, aa'Iio seemed to be 
in hiding there. 

This done, I returned to the front of the house, luiAdug 
pretty aa'cII made up my mind Iioaa- I AA'ould set about the 
task before me. - As I passed one of the A\'indoA\'s, AA’hich 
AA’as partially closed by a rude curtain made of old sacks, I 
stopped to look in. Fresuoy and his four rascals AA'-ere 
seated on blocks of AAmod roirnd the hearth, talking loudl}’' 
and fiercely, and rufflmg it as if the fire and the room AAmre 
their OAA'n. A pedlar, seated on his goods in one corner, 
AA’as eyeing them AAdth evident fear and suspicion; in an- 
other corner tAVO children had taken refuge under a donkey, 
Avhich some foAvls had chosen as a roosting-pole. The inn- 
keeper, a sturdy felloAA", Avith a great club in his fist, sat 
moodily at the foot of a ladder AAdiich led to the loft above, 
Avhile a slatternly Avoman, Avho AA'as going to and fro getting 
supper, seemed in equal terror of her guests and her 'good 
man. 

Confirmed by what I suaa", and assured that the Aullains 
Avere ripe for any mischief, and, if not checked, AA'ould 
speedily be beyond my control, I noisilj" flung the door 
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open and entered. Eresnoy looked np ivitli a sneer as I 
did SO; and one of the men laughed. The others became 
silent; but no one moved or greeted me. Without a 
moment^s hesitation I stepped to the nearest fellow and, 
with a sturdy kick, sent his log from under him. ^Eise, 
you rascal; when I enter! ^ I cried, giving vent to the anger 
I had long felt, ^And you, too! ' and with a second kick I 
sent his neighbour’s stool flying also, and administered a 
couple of cuts with my riding-cane across the man’s shoul- 
ders. ‘Have you no manners, sirrah? Across with you, 
and leave this side to your betters.’ 

The two rose, snarling and feeling for their weapons, and 
for a moment stood facing me, looking now at me and now 
askance at Eresnoy. But as he gave no sign, and their 
comrades only laughed, the men’s courage failed them at 
the pinch, and with a very poor grace they sneaked over to 
the other side of the fire and sat there scowling. 

I seated myself beside their leader. ‘This gentleman 
and I will eat here,^ I cried to the man at the foot of the 
ladder, ‘Bid your wife lay for ns, and of the best you 
have; and do you give those knaves their provender where 
the smell of their greasy jackets will not come between us 
and our victuals.’ 

The man came forward, glad enough, as I saw, to dicover 
any one in authoritj’', and very civilly began to draw wine 
and place a board for us, while his wife filled our platters 
from the black pot which hung over the fire. Eresnoy’s 
face meanwhile wore the amused smile of one who compre- 
hended my motives, but felt sufficiently sure of his position 
and influence with his followers to be indifferent to my 
proceedings. I presently showed him; however, that I 
‘ had not yet done with him. Our table was laid in obedi- 
ence to mj" orders at such a distance from the men tiiat they 
could not overhear our talk, and bj^-and-by I leant over to 
him. 

‘.JI. Eresnoj',’ I said, ‘j^ou are in danger of forgetting 
one tiling, I fanc}", which it behoves 3^011 to remember.’ 
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‘V\ hat? ' he muttered, scarcely deigning to look up at me. 

‘Tliat you have to do with Gaston de klarsac,’ I answered 
quietly. ‘I am making, as I told j'ou this morning, a last ' 
attempt to recruit my fortunes, and I will let no man — no 
man, do you understand, M. Fresnoy? — thwart me and go 
harmless.’ 

‘Who wishes to thwart ,you? ’ he asked impudently. 

‘You,’ I answered unmoved, helping myself, as I spoke, 
from the roll of black bread whicli lay beside me. ‘You 
robbed me this afternoon; I passed it over. You encour- 
aged those men to be insolent; I passed it over. But let 
me tell you this. If you fail me to-night, on the honour 
of a gentleman, M. Fresnoy, I will run you through as I 
would spit a lark.’ 

‘Will 5'ou? But two can play at that game,’ he cried, 
rising nimbly from his stool. ‘Still better six! Don’t you 
think, l\r. de Marsac. you had better have waited ? ’ 

‘I think 3'ou had better hear one word more,’ I answered 
coolly, keeping my seat, ‘before jmu appeal to your fellows 
there. ’ 

‘Well,’ he said, still standing, ‘what is it?’ 

‘Nay,’ I replied, after once more pointing to his stool in 
vain, ‘if you prefer to take my orders standing, well and 
good.’ 

‘Your orders?’ he shrieked, growing suddenly excited. 

‘Yes, my orders!’ I retorted, rising as suddenly to my 
feet arid hitching forward 1113" sword. ‘My orders, sir,’ I 
repeated fiercel}", ‘or, if 3'ou dispute my right to command 
as well as to pa.}’ this part}^, let us decide the question here 
and now — ^3’’ou and. I, foot to foot, M. Fresno3^’ 

The quarrel flaslieci up so suddenly, though I hack been 
preparing it all along, that no one moved. The woman, 
indeed, fell back to her children, but the rest looked on 
open-mouthed. Had they stirred, or had a moment’s 
hurl3'-burl3'- heated his blood, I doubt not Fresno}’" would, 
have taken up my challenge, for he did not lack hardihood. 
But as it was, face to face with me in the silence, his eour- 
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age failed him. He paused; glowering at me uncertainly, 
and did not speak. 

‘Well;^ I said; ‘don’t you think that if I pay I ought to 
give orderS; sir? ’ 

‘Who wishes to oppose your orders? ’ he muttered, drink- 
ing off a bumper, and sitting down with an air of impudent 
bravado, assumed to hide his discomfiture. 

‘If you don’t, no one else does,’ I answered. 'So that is 
settled. Landlord, some more wine.’ 

He was very sulky with me for a while, fingering his 
glass in silence and scowling at the table. He had enough 
gentility to feel the humiliation to which he had exposed 
himself; and a sufficiency of wit to understand that that 
moment’s hesitation had cost him the allegiance of his 
fellow-ruffians, I hastened, therefore, to set him at his 
ease by explaining my plans for the night, and presently 
succeeded beyond my hopes; for when he heard who the 
lady was whom I proposed to carry off, and that she was 
lying that evening at the Chateau de Chize, his surprise 
swept away the last trace of resentment. He stared at me 
as at a maniac. 

‘Mon Dieu! ’ he exclaimed. ‘Do you know what you are 
doing, Sieur? ’ 

‘I think so,’ I answered. 

‘Do you know to whom the chateau belongs? ’ 

‘To the Vicomte de Turenne.’ 

‘And that Mademoiselle de la Vire is his relation? ’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘Mon Dieu! ’ he exclaimed again. And he looked at me 
open-mouthed. 

‘What is the matter? ’ I asked, though I had an uneasy 
consciousness that I knew — that I knew veiy well. 

‘i\ran, he will crush you as I crush this hat! ’ he answered 
iji great excitement. ‘As easily. AYIio do you think will 
protect you from liim in a private quarrel of this kind? 
Havarre? France? our good man? Hot one of them. 
You had belter steal the king’s crown jewels — he is weak; 
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or Guise's last plot — he is generous at times; or ISTavarre’s 
last su'eetheart — he is as easy as an old shoe. You had 
Ijetter have to do with all these together, I tell ^mu, than 
touch Tureune’s ewe-lainhs, unless your aim be to be broken 
on the wheel! IMon Dieu, 3'es! ’ 

‘ I am much obliged to 3'ou for 3'our advice, ’ I said stiffly, 
‘but the die is cast. j\l3' mind is made up. On the other 

hand, if 3'ou are afraid, IM. Fresno3' ’ 

‘I am afraid; veiy much afraid,’ he answered frankty. 
‘Still your name need not be brought into the matter,’ I 
replied, ‘1 will take the responsibilit3’. I will let them 
know mv name, here at the inn, where, doidjtless, inquiries 
will be made.’ 

‘To be sure, that is something,’ he answered thoughtfull3^ 
‘Well, it is an ugty business, but I am in for it. You want 
me to go with 3'ou a little after two, do 3'ou? and the others 
to be in the saddle at three? Is that it? ’ 

I assented, pleased to find him so far acquiescent; and in 
this wa3', talking the details over more than once, we set- 
tled our course, arranging to fl3’ b3'' wa3' of Poitiers and 
Tours. Of course I did not tell him why I selected Blois as 
our refuge, nor what was 1113' purpose there; though he 
pressed me more than once on the point, and greAV thought- 
ful and somewhat gloom3’’ when I continuall3’’ evaded it. 
A little after eight Ave retired to the loft to sleep; our men 
remaining beloAV round the lire and snoring so merril3’’ as 
almost to shake the era 23'’ old building. The host' Avas 
charged to sit up and call us as soon as the moon rose, but, 
as it turned out, I might as Avell have taken this office on 
•m3'^self, for betAveen excitement and distrust I slept little, 
and Avas Avide aAvake Avhen I heard his step on the ladder 
and kneAV it Avas time to rise. ‘ 

■ I Avas up in a moment, and Fresnoy was little behind’' me; 
so that, losing no time in talk, Ave Avere mounted and on the 
road, each Avith a spare horse at his knee, before the moon 
Avas Avell aboA'c the trees. Once in the Chase Ave found it 
necessary to proceed on foot, but, the distance being short. 
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we presently emerged without misadventure and stood op- 
posite to the chateauj the upper part of which shone cold 
and wliite in the mooii^s rays. 

There was something so solemn in the aspect of the 
place, the night being fine and the sky without a cloud, 
that I stood for a minute awed and impressed, the sense of 
the responsibility I was here to accept strong upon me. In 
that short space of time all the dangers before me, as well 
the common risks of the road as the vengeance of Turenne 
and the turbulence of my own men, presented themselves 
to my mind, and made a last appeal to me to turn back from 
an enterprise so foolhardy. The blood in a man^s veins 
runs low and slow at that hour, and mine was chilled by 
lack of sleep and the wintry air. It needed the remem- 
brance of my solitary condition, of mj past spent in straits 
and failure, of the grey hairs which swept my cheek, of 
the sword which I had long used honourably, if with little 
profit to myself ; it needed the thought of all these things 
to restore me to courage and mj^'self, 

I judged at a later period that my companion was affected 
in somewhat the. same way;' for, as I stooped to press home 
the pegs which I had brought to tether the horses, he laid 
his hand on my arm. Grlancing up to see what he wanted, 
I was struck by the wild look in his face (which the moon- 
light invested with a peculiar mottled pallor), and partic- 
ularly in his eyes, which glittered like a madman’s. He 
tried to speak, but seemed to find a difficultj^ in doing so; 
and I had to question him roughly before he found his 
tongue. ^Hien lie did speak, it was only to implore me 
in an odd, excited manner to give up the expedition and 
return. 

^Wliat, now?’ I said, surprised. 'How we are here, 
ITi'esnoy? ’ 

'Ay, give it up! ’ he cried, shaking me almost fierce^ hy 
the arm. 'Give it up, man! It will end badly, I tell youl 
In God’s name, eive it up, and go home before worse comes 
of it.’ 
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‘Whatever comes of it,’ I answered coldly, shaking his 
grasp from m}' arm, and wondering mncli at this sudden iit 
of cowardice, ‘I go on. You, IM. Fresnoy, may do as you 
please ! ’ 

He started and drew back from me ; but he did not reply, 
nor did lie speak again. When I presently went olf to 
fetch a ladder, of the position of which I had made a note 
during the afternoon, he accompanied me, and followed me 
back in the same dull silence to the walk below the balcony. 
I had looked more than once and eagerly at mademoiselle’s 
window without any light or movement in that quarter 
rewarding my vigilance; but, undeterred by this, which 
might mean either that my plot was known, or that Made- 
moiselle de la Vire distrusted me, I set the ladder softly 
against the balcony, which was in deep shadow, and paused 
only to give Fresnoy his last instructions. These were 
simply to stand on guard at the foot of the ladder and 
defend it in case of surprise; so that, whatever happened 
inside the chateau, my retreat by the window might not 
be cut off. 

Then I went cautiously up the ladder, and, with my 
sheathed sword in my left hand, stepped over the balus- 
trade. Taking one pace forward, with lingers outstretched, 
T felt the leaded panes of the window and tapped softly. 

As softly the casement gave way, and I followed it. A 
hand which I could see but not feel was laid on mine. All 
was darkness in the room, and before me, but the hand 
guided me two paces forward, then bj* a sudden pressure 
bade me stand. I heard the sound of a curtain being drawn 
behind me, and the next moment the cover of a rushlight was 
removed, and a feeble but sufficient light filled the chamber. 

I comprehended that the drawing of that curtain over the 
window had cut off my retreat as effectually as if a door had 
been closed behind me. But distrust and suspicion gave 
way the next moment to the natural embarrassment of the 
man who finds himself in a false position and knows he 
can escape from it only by an awkward explanation. 
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The room in which I found myself was long, narrow, and 
low in the ceiling; and being hung with some dark stuff 
which swallowed up the light, terminated funereally at the 
farther end in the still deeper gloom of an alcove. Two or 
three huge chests, one bearing the remnants of a meal, stood 
against the walls. The middle of the floor was covered 
with a strip of coarse matting, on wliich a small table, a 
chair and foot-rest, and a couple of stools had place, with 
some smaller articles which lay scattered round a pair of 
half-filled saddle-bags. The slighter and smaller of the 
two figures I had seen stood beside the table, wearing a 
mask and riding cloak; and by her silent manner of gazing 
at me, as well as by a cold, disdainful bearing, which 
neither her mask nor cloak could hide, did more to chill 
, and discomfit me than even laj own knowledge that I had 
lost the pass-key which should have admitted me to her 
confidence. 

The stouter figure of the afternoon turned out to be a 
red-cheeked, sturdy woman of thirty, with bright black 
eyes and a manner which lost nothing of its fierce impa- 
tience when she came a little later to address me. All my 
ideas of Fanchette were upset by the appearance of this 
woman, who, rustic in her speech and ways, seemed more 
like a duenna than the waiting-maid of a court beauty, and 
better fitted to guard a wayward damsel than to aid her in 
such an escapade as we had in hand. 

She stood slightlj^ behind her mistress, her coarse red 
hand resting on the back of the chair from which mademoi- 
selle had apparently risen on my entrance. For a few 
seconds, which seemed minutes to me, we stood gazing at 
one another in silence, mademoiselle acknowledging my bow 
hj a slight movement of the head. Then, seeing that they 
waited for me to speak, I did so. 

'Mademoiselle de la Vire? ’ I murmured doubtfully. 

She bent her head again; that was all. 

I strove to speak with confidence. 'You will pardon me, 
mademoiselle/ I said, 'if I seem to be abrupt, but time is 
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eveiytliing. The horses are standing within a hundred 
yards of the honse, and all the preparations for your flight 
are made. If we leave now, we can do so without opposi- 
tion. The delay even of an hour may lead to discovery.’ 

For answer she laughed hehind her mask — laughed coldly 
.and ironicall^a ‘You go too fast, sir,’ she said, her low 
clear voice matching the laugh and rousing a feeling almost 
of .anger in m3' he.art. ‘I do not know 3'ou; or, r.ather, 
I know nothing of 3*011 Avhich should entitle 3"Ou to interfere 
in ny affairs. You arc too quick to presume, sir. You 
s.a3’’ 3'Ou come from a friend. From Avhom? ’ , 

‘From one whom I am proud to c.all b 3 ' that title,’ I an- 
swered with Avhat patience I might. 

‘His name! ’ 

I answered firml3' that I could not give it. And I eyed 
her ste.adil3'' as I did so. 

This for the moment seemed to b.afile and confuse her, 
but after a pause she continued: ‘Where do 3^11 propose to 
take me, sir? ’ 

‘To Blois; to the lodging of a friend of m3’’ friend.’ 

‘You speak br.avel 3 '’,’ she replied Avith a faint sneer. 
‘You hai’e made some great friends latel 3 ’’ it seems! But 
3 ’’ou bring me some letter, no doubt; at least some sign, 
some token, some Av.arr.anty, that 3’'ou are the person 3’’ou 
pretend to be, ]\I. de Marsac? ’ * 

‘The truth is, mademoiselle, ’ I skammered, ‘I must ex- 
plain. I should tell you ’ 

‘H.a3’’, sir,’ she cried impetuously, ‘there is no need of 
telling. If 3’'ou have Avhat I sa3', shoAV it me! It is you 
Avho lose time. Let i;s haA’c no more Avords ! ’ 

I had used Amry fcAV Avords, and, God knows, AA’as, not in 
the mind to use many ; but, being in the wrong, I had no 
ansAver to make except the truth, and that humbl3a ‘1 had 
such a token as you mention, mademoiselle,’ I said, ‘no 
farther back than this afternoon, in the shape of half a gold 
coin, entrusted to me by my friend. But, to my shame I 
say it, it Avas stolen from me a few hours back. ’ 
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‘Stolen from you! ^ she exclaimed. 

‘Yes, mademoiselle, and for that reason I cannot show 
it, ’ I answered, 

‘You cannot show it? And you dare to come to me with- 
out it! ^ she cried, speaking with a vehemence which fairly 
startled me, prepared as I was for reproaches. ‘You come 
to me! You!^ she continued. And with that, scarcely 
stopping to take breath, she loaded me with abuse; calling 
me impertinent, a meddler, and a hundred other things, 
which I noAV blush to recall, and displaying in all a passion 
w-hich even in her attendant would have surprised me, but 
in one so slight and seemingly delicate, overwhelmed and 
confounded me. In fault as I was, I could not understand 
the peculiar bitterness she displayed, or the contemptuous 
force of her language, and I stared at her in silent wonder 
until, of her own accord, she supplied the key to her feel- 
ings, In a fresh outburst of rage she snatched off her mask, 
and to my astonishment I saw before me the j^oung maid 
of honour whom I had encountered in the King of Kavarre^s 
ante-chamber, and whom I had been so unfortunate as to 
expose to the raillery of Mathurine. 

‘Who has paid you, sir,^ she continued, clenching her 
small hands and speaking with tears of anger in her eyes, 
‘to make me the laughing-stock of the Court? It was bad 
enough when I thought you the proper agent of those to 
whom I have a right to look for aid! It was bad enough 
when I thought myself forced, through their inconsiderate 
choice, to decide between an odious imprisonment and the 
ridicule to which your intervention must expose me ! But 
that you should have dared, of your own notion, to follow 
me, you, the butt of the Court ^ 

‘Mademoiselle!^ I cried. 

‘ A needy, out-at-elbows adventurer ! ^ she ijersisted, 
triumphing in her cruelty. ‘It exceeds all bearing! It is 
not to be suffered! It ^ 

‘Kay, mademoiselle; you hear me! ^ I cried, with a 
sternness which at last stopped her. ‘Granted I am poor, 
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I am still a gentleman; yes, mademoiselle,’ I continued, 
iinnly, ‘a gentleman, and tlie last of a family Avlncli lias 
spoken with yours on equal terms. And I claim to he 
heard. I swear that when I came here to-night I believed 
you to he a perfect stranger! I was unaware that I had 
ever seen you, unaware that I had ever met you before. ’ 

‘Then Avhy did you come? ’ she said viciously. 

‘I was engaged to come b}’’ those whom you have men- 
tioned, and there, and there only am I in fault. They 
entrusted to me a token which I have lost. For that I 
crave your pardon.’ 

‘You have need to,’ she answered bitterty, yet with a 
changed countenance, or I Avas mistaken, ‘if your story be 
true, sir.’ 

‘Kj, that jmu have! ’ the Avoman beside her echoed. 
‘Hoity toity, indeed! Here is a fuss about nothing. You 
call yourself a gentleman, and Avear such a doublet as ’ 

‘Peace, Fanchette!’ mademoiselle said imperiously. 
And then for a moment she stood silent, eyeing me intently, 
her lips trembling Avith excitement and tAvo red spots burn- 
in" in her cheeks. It AAms clear from her dress and other 

o 

things that she had made up her mind to fly had the token 
been forthcoming; and seeing this, and knoAving hoAV un- 
Avilling a young girl is to forego her oaaui Avay; I still had- 
some hopes that she might not persevere in her distrust 
and refusal. And so it turned out. 

Her manner had changed to one of quiet scorn Avhen she 
next spoke.. ‘You defend yourself skilfully, sir,’ she said, 
drumming Avith her Angers on the table and eyeing me 
steadfastly. ‘But can you give me any reason foi;the per- 
son you name making choice of such a messenger? ’ 

‘ Yes, ’ I ansAvered, boldly. ‘That he may not be suspected 
of conniving at your escape.’ 

‘Oh!’ she cried, Avith a spark of her former passion. 
‘Then it is to be put about that Mademoiselle de la Vire 
had' fled from Chize Avith M. de Marsac, is it? I thought 
that! ’ 
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^Through, the assistance of M. cle Marsac/ I retorted, 
correcting her coldly. ^It is for you, mademoiselle/ I con- 
tinued, ^to ^veigh that disadvantage against the unpleasant- 
ness of remaining here. It only remains for me to ask j^ou 
to decide quickly. Time presses, and I have stayed here 
too long already.^ 

The words had barely passed my lips when they received 
unwelcome confirmation in the shape of a distant sound 
— ^the noisy closing of a door, which, clanging through the 
house at such an hour — >1 judged it to he after three o’clock 
— could scarcely mean anything but mischief. This noise 
was followed immediately, even while we stood listening 
with raised fingers, by other sounds — a mufiled cry, and 
the tramp of heavy footsteps in a distant jDassage. Made- 
moiselle looked at me, and I at her woman. ‘The door! ’ I 
muttered. ‘Is it locked? ’ 

‘And bolted! ’ Fanchette answered; ‘and a great chest set 
against it. Let them ramp; they will do no harm for a bit.’ 

‘Then you have still time, mademoiselle,’ I whispered, 
retreating a step and laying my hand on the curtain before 
the window. Perhaps I affected greater coolness than I 
felt. ‘It is not too late. If you choose to remain, well 
and good. I cannot help it. If, on the other hand, you 
decide to trust yourself to me, I swear, on the honour of 
a gentleman, to be worthy of the trust — to serve you truly 
and protect you to the last! I can say no more.’ 

She trembled, looking from me to the door, on which 
some one had just begun to knock loudly. That seemed to 
decide her. Her lips apart, her eyes full of excitement, 
she turned h’astil}- to Fanchette. 

‘Ay, go if you like,’ the woman answered doggedly, 
reading the meaning of her look. ‘There cannot be a 
greater villain than the one we know of. . But once started, 
heaven hel]^ us, for if he overtakes us we’ll i^ay dearl 3 ^ 
for it ! ’ 

The girl did not sj^eak herself, but it was enough. 
The noise at the door increased each second, and began to 

E 2 
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be mingled witb angry appeals to Fancliette to open, and 
with threats in case she delayed. I cut the matter short 
by snatching up one of the saddle-bags — ^the other we left 
behind — and flung back the curtain which covered the win- 
dow. At the same time the woman dashed out the light — 
a timely precaution — and throwing open the casement I 
stepped on to the balcony, the others following me closely. 

The moon had risen high, and flooding with light the 
small open space about the house enabled me to see clearly 
all round the foot of the ladder. To my surprise Tresnoy 
was not at his post, nor was he to be seen anywhere; but 
as, at the moment I observed this, an outcry away to my 
left, at the rear of the chateau, came to my ears, and an- 
nounced that the danger was no longer confined to the inte- 
rior of the house, I concluded that he had gone that way to 
intercept the attack. Without more, therefore, I began to 
descend as quickly as I could, my sword under one arm and 
the bag under the other. 

I was half-way down, and mademoiselle was already 
stepping on to the ladder to folloAv, when I heard footsteps 
below, and saw him run up, his sword in his hand. 

‘Quick, Fresnoy! ’ I cried. ‘To the horses and unfasten 
them ! Quick ! ’ 

I slid down the rest of the way, thinking he had gone to 
do my bidding. But my feet were scarcely on the ground 
when a tremendous blow in the side sent me staggering 
three paces from the ladder. The attack was so sudden, 
so unexpected, that but for the sight of Fresnoy’s scowling 
face, wild with rage, at my shoulder, and the sound of his 
fierce breathing as he strove to release his sword, which had 
passed through my saddle-bag, I might never have known 
who struck the blow, or how narrow had been my escape. 

Fortunately the knowledge did come to me in time, and 
before he freed his blade; and it nerved my hand. To 
draw my blade at such close quarters was impossible, but, 
dropping the bag which had saved my life, I dashed my 
hilt twice in his face with such violence that he fell back- 
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■wards and lay on the turf, a dark stain growing and spread- 
ing on his upturned face. 

It was scarcely done before the women reached the foot 
of the ladder and stood beside me. ‘Quick!’ I cried to 
them, ‘or they will he upon us.’ Seizing mademoiselle’s 
hand, just as half-a-dozen men came running round the 
corner of the house, I jumped with her down the haha, and, 
urging her to her utmost speed, dashed across the open 
ground which day between us and the belt of trees. Once 
in the shelter of the latter, where onr movements were 
hidden from view, I had still to free the horses and mount 
mademoiselle and her woman, and this in haste. But my 
companions’ admirable coolness and presence of mind, and 
the objection which our pursuers, who did not know our 
numbers, felt to leaving the open ground, enabled us to do 
all with comparative ease. I sprang on the Cid (it has 
always been my habit to teach my horse to stand for me, 
nor do I know any accomplishment more serviceable at a 
pinch), and giving Fresnoy’s grey a cut over the flanks 
.which despatched it ahead, led the way down the ride by 
which I had gained the chateau in the afternoon. I Imew 
it to he level and clear of trees, and the fact that we chose 
it might throw our pursuers ofE the track for a time, by 
leading them to think we' had taken the south road instead 
of that through the village. 


CHAPTER V. 

THE ROAD TO BLOTS. 

We gained the road without let or hindrance, whence a 
sharp hurst in the moonlight soon brought ns to the A^illage. 
Through this we swept on to the inn, almost running over 
the four evangelists, whom we found standing at the dooi- 
ready for the saddle. I bade them, in a quick peremptory 
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tone, to get to horse, and was overjo5’'ed to see them obey 
without demur or word of Fresnoy. In another minute, 
with a great clatter of hoofs, Ave sprang clear of the hamlet, 
and Avere AAmll on the road to Melle, AAdth Poitiers some 
thirteen leagues before ns. I looked back, and thought I 
discerned lights moving in the direction of the chateau; 
but the dnAAm AA^as still two hours off, and the moonlight left 
me in doubt AAdiether these AA’ere real or the creatures of my 
oAvn fearful fancy- 

I remember, three .years before this time, on the occasion 
of the famous retreat from Angers — AA'hen the Prince of 
Conde had involved his army beyond the Loire, and saw 
himself, in the impossibility of recrossing the river, com- 
pelled to take ship for England, leaAdng every one to shift 
for himself — I aa'^cII remember on that occasion riding, 
alone and pistol in hand, through more than thirty miles 
of the enemy’s country AAdthout draAAdng rein. But my 
anxieties Avere then confined to the four shoes of my horse. 
The dangers to Avhich I AA’-as exposed at CA'^er^’- ford and cross 
road Avere such as are inseparable from a campaign, and 
breed in generous hearts only a fierce pleasure, rarely to 
be otherAvise enjcj’^ed. And though I then rode AAmrily, and 
Avhere I could not carry terror, had all to fear myself, there 
Avas nothing secret or underhand in my business. 

It Avas very different now. During the first feV hours of 
our flight from Chize I experienced a painful excitement, 
an alarm, a feverish anxiety to get foiuvard, Avhich Avas ncAv ■ 
to me; which oppressed my spirits to the A^ery ground; 
Avhich led me to take every sound borne to us on the Avind 
for the sound of pursuit, transforming the clang of a ham- 
mer on the anvil into the ring of SAVords, and the A’^oices of 
niy own men into those of the pursuers. It AA'as in.vain 
mademoiselle rode Avith a free hand, and leaping such 
obstacles as lay in our Avay, g.ave p)romise of courage and 
endurance beyond my expectations. I could think of noth- 
ing but the three long days before us, Avith tAA'^enty-four 
hours to every day, and each hour fraught Avith a hundred 
chances of disaster and ruin, 
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In fact; tlie longer I considered our position — and as -we 
pounded along, now splashing through a founderous hollow, 
now stumbling as we wound over a stony shoulder, I had 
ample time to reflect upon it— the greater seemed the diffi- 
culties before us. The loss of Fresnoy, while it freed me 
from some embarrassment, meant also the loss of a good 
sword, and we had mustered only too few before. The 
country which lay between us and the Loire, being the 
borderland between our party and the League, had been 
• laid desolate so often as to be abandoned to pillage and dis- 
order of every kind. The peasants had flocked into the 
towns. Their places had been taken by bands of robbers 
and deserters from both parties, who haunted the ruined 
villages about Poitiers, and preyed upon all who dared to 
pass^. To add to our perils, the royal army under the Duke 
of In evers Avas reported to be moving slowly soutlnvard, not 
very far to the left of our road; while a Huguenot expedi- 
tion against Hiort Avas also in progress Avithin a feAv 
leagues of us. 

With four staunch and trustAA’-orthy comrades at my back, 

I might have faced even this situation Avith a smile and a 
light heart; but the knoAAdedge that my four knaves might 
mutiny at any moment, or, Avorse still, rid themselves*^ of 
nie and all restraint by a single treacherous bloAv such as 
I’lesnoy had aimed at me, filled me AA’’ith an eA'er-jAresent 
dread; Avhich it taxed my utmost energies to hide from 
them, and AAdiieh I stroAm in vain to conceal from mademoi- 
selle’s keener Ausion. 

hether it AA'as this had an effect upon her, giving her a 
meaner opinion of me than that Avhich I had for a while 
hoped she entertained, or that she began, noAV it Avas too 
late, to regret her flight and resent my part in it, I scarcely 
Icnow; but from daybreak oiiAvards she assumed an attitude 
of cold suspicion towards me, Avhich Avas only less unpleas- 
ant than the scornful distance of her manner Avhen she 
deigned. AA-hich aa'us seldom, to address me. 

^ot once did she allow me to forget that I Avas in her 
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eyes a need}' adventurer, j^aid by Iier friends to escort her 
to a place of safety, but without any claim to the smallest 
privilege of intimacy or equality. When I Avould have 
adjusted her saddle, she bade her woman eome and hold up 
her skirt, that my hands might not touch its hem even by 
accident. And when I. would have brought wine to her at 
]\'Ielle, where we stayed for twenty minutes, she called 
Fanchette to hand it to lier. She rode for the mo.st part in 
lier mask; and with her woman. One good effect only her 
pride and reserve had; they impressed our men with a 
strong sense of her importance, and the danger to which 
an}’- interference with her might expose them. 

The tAvo men whom Fresnoy had enlisted I directed to 
ride a score of paces in adAmnee. Luke and John I placed 
in the rear. In this manner I thought to keep them some- 
AAdiat apart. For myself, I proposed to ride abreast of 
inademoiselle, but she made it so clear that my neighbour- 
hood displeased her that I fell back, leaving her to ride 
Avith Fanchette; and contented myself Avith plodding at 
their heels, and striving to attach, the later eAmugelists to 
my interests. 

We Avere so fortunate, despite my fears, as to find the 
road nearly deserted — as, alas, Avas much of the eountry on 
either side — and to meet none but small parties travelling 
along it; Avho Avere glad enough, seeing the villainous looks 
of our outriders, to give ns a Avide berth, and be quit of us 
for the fright. We skirted Lusignan, shunning the streets, 
but passing near enough for me to point out to mademoi- 
selle the site of the famous toAver built, according to tradi- 
tion, by the fairy Melusina, and rased thirteen years back 
by the Leaguers. She received my information so -L’igidly, 
hoAvever, that I offered no more, but fell back shrugging 
my shoulders, and rode in silence, until, some tAvo. hours 
after noon, the city of Poitiers came into sight, lying Avith- 
in its eircle of Avails and toAvers on a Ioav hill in the middle 
of a country clothed in summer Avith rich vineyards, but 
noAv broAvn and bare and cheerless to the eye. 
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Fanchette turned and asked me abruptly if that were 
Poitiers. 

I answered that it was, but added that for certain reasons 
I proposed not to halt, but to lie at a village a league be- 
yond the city, where there Avas a tolerable inn. 

‘We shall do very well here,’ the woman answered rudely. 
‘Any way, my lady Avill go no farther. She is tired and 
cold, and Avet besides, and has gone far enough.’ 

‘Still,’ I ansAvered, nettled by the woman’s familiarity, 
‘t think mademoiselle Avill change her mind Avhen she hears 
my reasons for going farther,’ 

‘Mademoiselle does not wish to hear them, sir,’ the lady 
replied herself, and A^ery sharply. 

‘Nevertheless, I think you liad better hear them,’ I per- 
sisted, turning to her respectfully. ‘You see, mademoi- 
selle—; — ’ 

‘I see only one thing, sir,’ she exclaimed, snatching off 
her mask and dis^ffaying a countenance beautiful indeed, 
but flushed for the moment Avith anger and impatience, 
‘that, Avhatever betides, I stay at Poitiers to-night.’ 

‘If it Avould content you to rest an hour?’ I suggested 
gently. 

‘It Avill not content me! ’ she rejoined with spirit. ‘And 
let me tell you, sir,’ she Avent on impetuously, ‘once for 
all, that you take too much upon yourself. You are here 
to escort me, and to give orders to these ragamuffins, for 
they are nothing better, Avith AAffiom you liave thouglit fit to 
disgrace our company; but not to give orders to me or to 
control my movements. Confine yourself for the future, 
sir, to yowv duties, if you please.’ 

‘I desire only to obey you,’ I ansAvered, suppressing the 
angry feelings Avhich rose in my breast, and speaking as 
coolly as lay in my power, ‘But, as the first of my duties 
is to proAude for your safety, I am determined to omit 
nothing AAdiich can conduce to that end. You liaA^e not con- 
sidered that, if a partj- in pursuit of us reaches Poitiers 
to-night, search Avill be made for us in the city, and Ave 
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shall he taken. If, on the other hand, we are known to 
have passed through, the hunt may go no farther; certainly 
Avill go no farther to-night. Therefore we must not, made- 
moiselle,^ I added firmly, 'lie in Poitiers to-night.’ 

'Sir,’ she exclaimed, looking at me, her face crimson 
with wonder and indignation, 'do you dare to V 

‘I dare do my duty, mademoiselle,’ I answered, plucking 
up a spirit, though my heart was sore. ‘I am a maii old 
enough to be your father, and vfith little to lose, or I had 
not been here. I care nothing what j'-ou think or what 
you say of me, provided I can do Avhat I have undertaken 
to do and place you safely in the hands of youi’Nfriends. 
But enough, mademoiselle, we are at the gate. If you will 
permit me, I will ride througli the streets beside you. We 
shall so attract less attention.’ 

Without waiting for a permission which she was very 
unlikely to give, I pushed my horse forward, and took my 
place beside her, signing to Fanchette to fall back. The 
maid obeyed, speechless with indignation; while mademoi- 
selle flashed a scathing glance at me and looked round in 
helpless anger, as though it was in her mind to appeal 
against me even to the passers-by. But she thought better 
of it, and contenting herself with muttering the word ‘Im- 
pertinent ’ put on her mask with fingers which trembled, I 
fancy, not a little. , 

A small rain was falling and the afternoon was well 
advanced when we entered the town, biit I noticed that, 
notwithstanding this, the streets presented a busy and ani- 
mated appearance, being full of knots of people engaged in 
earnest talk. A bell was tolling somewhere, and near the 
cathedral a croAvd of no little size was standing, listening 
to-a man who seemed to be reading a placard or manifesto 
attached to the wall. In another place a soldier, wearing 
the crimson colours of the League, but splashed and sfained 
as with recent travel, was holding forth to a breathless 
circle who seemed to hang upon his lips. A neighbouring 
corner sheltered a handful of priests who whispered to- 



THE ROAD TO BLOIS 


59 


gctlier -witli gloomj^ faces. Many stared at us as we passed, 
and some would have spoken; but I rode steadily on, in- 
viting no converse. ITevertheless at the north gate I got 
a rare fright; for, though it wanted a full half-hour of sun- 
set, the j)orter was in the act of closing it. Seeing us, he 
waited grumbling until we came up, and then muttered, in 
answer to my remonstrance, something about queer times 
and wilful people having their way. I took little notice 
of what he said, however, being anxious only to get 
bhrough the gate and leave as few traces of our passage 
as might be. 

As soon as we were outside the town I fell back, permit- 
ting Fanchette to take my place. For another league, 
a long and dreary one, we plodded on in silence, horses and 
men alike jaded and sullen, and the women scarcelj’' able 
to keep their saddles for fatigue. At last, much to my 
relief, seeing that I began to fear I had taxed mademoi- 
selle's strength too far, the long low buildings of the inn 
at which I proposed to stay came in sight, at the crossing 
of the road and river. The place looked blank and cheer- 
less, for the dusk was thickening; but as we trailed one b}’’ 
one into the courtyard a stream of firelight burst on us 
from doors and windows, and a dozen sounds of life and 
comfort greeted our ears. 

iSToticing that mademoiselle was benumbed and cramped 
with long sitting, I would have helped her to dismount; 
but she fiercely rejected my aid, and I had to content my- 
self with requesting the landlord to assign the best accom- 
modation he had to the lady and her attendant, and secure 
as much privacy for them as possible. The man assented 
veiy civilly and said all should be done; but I noticed that 
his eyes wandered while I talked, and that he seemed to 
have something on his mind. When he returned, after 
disposing of them, it came out. 

‘Did you ever happen to see him, sir?’ he asked with a 
sigh; yet was there a. smug air of pleasure mingled with 
his melancholy. 
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‘Seewliom?’ I answered, staring at him, for neither of 
us had mentioned an}’' one. 

‘The ])uke, sir.’ 

I stared again between wonder and suspicion. ‘The Duke 
of Nevers is not in this part, is he? ’ I said slowly. ‘I heard 
he was on the Brittany border, away to the Avestward.’ 

‘jNfon Dieu!’ my host exclaimed, raising his hands in 
astonishment. ‘You have not heard, sir?’ 

‘I have heard nothing,’ I answered impatiently. 

‘You have not heard, sir, tliat the most puissant and 
illustrious lord the Duke of Guise is dead? ’ 

‘j\L de Guise dead? It is not true! ’ I cried astonished. 

ITe nodded, however, several times with an air of great 
importance, and seemed as if he would have gone on to 
give me some particulars. But, remembering, as I fancied, 
that he spoke in the hearing of half-a-dozen guests Avho sat 
about the great lire behind me, and had both ej'es and ears 
open, he contented himself with shifting his towel to his 
other arm and adding only, ‘Yes, sir, dead as an}’- nail. 
Tlie ncAvs came through here yesterday, and made a jAretty 
stir. It hapxjened at Blois the day but one before Christ- 
mas, if all be true.’ 

I Avas thunderstruck. This Avas ucaa’s AA’hich might change 
the face of France. ‘Hoav did it hajApen? ’ I asked. 

My host covered his mouth Avith his hand and coughed, 
and, privily twitching my sleeve, gave me to understand 
AA’ith some shamefacedness that he could not say more in 
lAublic. I Avas about to make some excuse to retire Avith 
him, Avhen a harsh A’’oice, addressed apparently to me, 
eaused me to turn sharjily. I found at my elboAv a tall 
thin-faced monk in the habit of the J acobin order. He had 
xisen from his seat beside the fire, and seemed to be labour- 
ing under great excitement. 

‘Who asked Iioav it happened? ’ he cried, rolling his eyes 
in a kind of frenzy, Avhile still observant, or I Avas much 
mistaken, of his listeners. Is there a man in France to 
AA’^hoin the tale lias not been told? Is there? ’ 
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'I will answer for one, ’ I replied, regarding him with 
little favour. ‘I have heard nothing.’ . 

‘Then you shall ! Listen ! ’ he exclaimed, raising his right 
hand and brandishing it as though he denounced a person then 
present. ‘Hear my accusation, made in the name of i\rother 
Church and the saints against the arch hypocrite, the per- 
jurer and assassin sitting in high places ! He shall be An- 
athema Maranatha, for he has shed the blood of the holy 
and the pure, the chosen of Heaven ! He shall go down to 
•the pit, and that soon. The blood that he has shed shall 
be required of him, and that before he is one year older.’ 

‘Tut-tut. All that sounds very fine, good father,’ I said, 
waxing impatient, and a little scornful ; for I saw that he 
was one of those wandering and often crazy monks in 
whom the League found their most useful emissaries. ‘But 
I should profit more by your gentle word^, if I knew whom 
you were cursing.’ 

‘The mn.u of blood!’ he cried; ‘through whom the last 
but not the least of God’s saints and martyrs entered into 
glory on the Friday before Christmas.’ 

Moved by such profanity, and judging him, notwithstand- 
ing the extravagance of his words and gestures, to be less 
mad than he seemed, and at least as much knave as fool, I 
bade him sternly have done with his cursing, and proceed 
to his story if he had one. 

He glowered at me for a moment, as though he were 
minded to launch his spiritual weapons at my head; but 
as I returned his glare with an unmoved eye — and mj- four 
rascals, who were as impatient as myself to learn the news, 
and had scarce more reverence for a shaven crown, began 
to murmur — he thought better of it, and cooling as sud- 
denly as he had flamed up, lost no more time in satisfying 
our curiosity. 

It Avould ill become me, however, to set down the ex- 
travmgant and often blasphemous harangue in which, styl- 
ingAr. de Guise the martyr of God, he told tlie story now 
so familiar — the story of tliat dark wintry morning at Blois, 
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when the king’s messenger, knocking early at the duke’s 
door, bade him huriy, for the king wanted him. The story 
is trite enough now. When I heard it hrst iu the inn on 
the Clain, it was all new and all marvellous. 

The monk, too, telling the stoiy as if he had seen the 
events with his own eyes, omitted nothing which might 
impress his hearers. He told us how the dxike received 
warning after warning, and answered in the very ante- 
chamber. ‘lie dare not! ’ How his blood, mysteriously 
advised of coming dissolution, grew chill, and his eye, 
wounded at Chateau Thierry, began to run, so that he had 
to send for the handkerchief he had forgotten to bring. He 
told us, even, how the duke drew his assassins up and doAvn 
the chamber, how he cried for mercy, and how he died at 
last at the foot of the king’s bed, and how the king, who had 
]iever dared to face him living, came and spurned him dead ! 

There were pale faces round the fire when he ceased, and 
bent brows and lips hard pressed together. When he stood 
and cursed the King of France — cursing him openly b}'- the 
name of Henry of Valois, a thing I had never looked to 
iiear in France — though no one said ‘Amen, ’and all glanced 
over their shoulders, and our host pattered from the room 
as if he had seen a ghost, it seemed to be no man’s duty to 
gainsay him. 

For myself, I was full of thoiights which it would have 
been unsafe to utter in that company or so near the Loire. 
I looked back sixteen 3 ''ears. Who but Henry of Guise 
had spurned the corpse of Coligny? And who but Henry 
of Valois had backed him iu the act? Who but Henry of 
Guise had drenched Paris with blood, and who but Henry 
of Valois had ridden by his side? One 23rd of the^montli 
— n day never to be erased from France’s annals — ^liad'pur- 
chased for him a term of greatness. A second 23rd saAV 
him pay the price — saw his ashes cast secretly and by night 
no man knows where 1 

Moved b}’' such thoughts, and observing that the priest 
Avas going the round of the company collecting money for 
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masses for the cluke^s soul, to ^vliich object I could neither 
give with a good conscience nor refuse without exciting 
suspicion, I slii)ped outj and finding a man of decent ap- 
pearance talking with the landlord in a small room beside 
the kitchen, I called for a flask of the best wine, and by 
means of that introduction obtained my supper in their 
company. 

The stranger was a ITorman horsedealer, returning home 
after disposing 6'f his string. He seemed to be in a large 
way of business, and being of a bluff, independent spirit, 
as many of those Norman townsmen are, was inclined at 
first to treat me with more familiarity tJian respect; the 
fact of my nag, for which he would have chaffered, excel- 
ling my coat in qualitj’', leading him to set me down as a 
steward or intendant. The pursuit of his trade, however, 
had brought him into connection with all classes of men, 
and he quickly perceived his mistake; and as he knew the 
provinces between the Seine and Loire to perfection, and 
made it part of his business to foresee the chances of peace 
/ and war, I obtained a great amount of information from 
him, and indeed conceived no little liking for him. He 
believed that the assassination of M. de Guise would alien- 
ate so much of France from the king that his majesty' would 
have little left save the towns on the Loire, and some other 
places Ij'ing within easy reach of his court at Blois. 

^But,’ I said, ^things seem quiet now. Here, for in- 
stance. ^ 

Ht is the calm before the storm,’ he answered. ‘There 
is a monk in there. Have you heard him? ’ 

I nodded. 

‘He is only one among a hundred — a thousand,’ the 
liorsedealer continued, looking at me and nodding with 
meaning. He was a brown-haired man with shrewd grey 
eyes, such as mtiny Normans have. ‘Tiiey will get their 
way too, 3 "ou will see,’ he went on. ‘Well, horses will go 
up, so 1 have no cause to grumble; but, if I were on my 
way to Blois with women or gear of tliat kind, I should 
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nob olioose this time for picking posies on the road. I 
should see the inside of the gates as soon as i)ossible.’ 

I thought there was much in what he Said; and when he 
went on to maintain that the king would find himself be- 
tween the hammer and the anvil — rbetween the League hold- 
ing all the north and the Huguenots holding all the south 
— and must needs in time come to terms with the latter, 
seeing that the former would rest content with nothing 
short of his deposition, I began to agree with him that we 
should shortly see great changes and very stirring times. ■ 

‘Still if they depose the king,’ I said, ‘the King of Ka- 
varre must succeed him. He is the heir of France.’ 

‘Bah ! ’ my companion replied somewhat contemptuously. 
‘Tlxe League will see to that. He goes with the other.’ 

‘Then the kings are in one ciy, and you are right,’ I said 
with conviction. ‘They must unite.’ 

‘So they will. It is only a question of time,’ he said. 

In the morning, having only one man with him, and, as 
I guessed, a considerable sum of money, he volunteered to 
join our party as far as Blois. I assented gladly, and he 
did so, this addition to our numbers ridding me at once of 
the greater part of my fears. I did not expect any oppo- 
sition on the part of mademoiselle, who Avould gain in con- 
sequence as well as in safety. Kor did she offer any. She 
was content, I think, to welcome any addition to our party 
which would save her from the necessity of riding in the 
company of my old cloak. 


CHAPTEE VI. 

, '*■ 

'MY MOTHER S LODGING. 

Travelling by way of Ohatelherault and Tours, we 
reached the neighbourhood of Blois a little after noon on 
the third day without misadventure or any intimation of 
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pursuit. The jS'orman proved himself a cheerful compan- 
ioti on the road, as I already knew him to be a man of sense 
and shrewdness; while his presence rendered the task of 
keeping my men in order an easy one. I began to consider 
the adventure as practically achieved; and regarding Jlad- 
emoiselle de la Yire as already in effect transferred to the 
care of M' de Rosny, I ventured to turn my thoughts to the 
development of my own plans and the choice of a haven in 
vdiich I might rest secure from the vengeance of M. de 
Turenne. 

For the moment I had evaded his pursuit, and, assisted 
by the confusion caused everywhere by the death of Guise, 
had succeeded in thwarting his plans and affronting his 
arithority with seeming ease. But I knew too much of 
his power and had heard too many instances of his fierce 
temper and resolute will to presume on short impunity or 
to expect the future with anything but diffidence and 
dismay. 

The exclamations of my companions on coming within 
sight of Blois aroused me from these reflections. I joined 
-them, and fully shared their emotion as I gazed on the 
stately towers which had witnessed so many royal festivi- 
ties, and, alas! one royal tragedy; which had sheltered 
Louis the Well-beloved and Francis the Great, and rung 
with the laughter of Diana of Poitiers and the second 
Henry. The play of fancj’- wreathed the sombre building 
with a hundred memories grave and gay. But, though the 
rich plain of the Loire still swelled upward as of old in 
gentle homage at the feet of the gallant town, the shadow 
of crime seemed to darken all, and dim even the glories of 
the roj'al standard wliich hung idly in the air. 

We had heard so many reports of the fear and suspicion 
wliich reigned in the city and of the strict supervision which 
was exercised over all wdio entered — ^the king dreading a 
repetition of the day of the Barricades — that we halted at a 
little inn a mile short of the gate and broke up our com- 
pany. I parted from my Herman friend with mutual ex- 
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pressions of esteem, and from my own men, wliom I had 
paid off in the morning, complimenting each of them with 
a handsome present, with a feeling of relief equally sin- 
cere. I hoped — ^but the hope was not fated to he gratified 
— that I might never see the knaves again. 

It wanted less than an hour of sunset when I rode up to ' 
the gate, a few paces in front of mademoiselle and her 
woman; as if I had really been the intendant for whom the 
horse-dealer had mistaken me. We found the guardhouse 
lined with soldiers, who scanned us very narrowlj’- as we 
approached, and whose stern features and ordered weapons 
showed that they were not there for mere effect. The fact, 
however, that we came from Tours, a city still in the king’s 
hands, served to allay suspicion, and we passed without 
accident. 

Once in the streets, and riding in single file between the 
houses, to the windows of which the townsfolk seemed to 
be attracted by the slightest commotion, so full of terror 
was the air, I experienced a moment of huge relief. This 
was Bio is — ^Blois at last. We were within a few score 
yards of the Bleeding Heart. In a few minutes I should 
receive a quittance, and be free to think only of myself. 
Hor was my pleasure much lessened by the fact that I was 
so soon to part from Mademoiselle de la Vire. Brankly, 

I was far from liking her. Exposure to the air of a court 
had spoiled, it seemed to me, whatever graces of disposi- 
tion the 3 'oung lady had ever possessed. She still main- 
tained, and had maintained throughout the journey, the 
cold and susj)icious attitude assumed at starting; nor had 
she ever expressed the least solicitude on my behalf, or the 
slightest sense that we were incurring danger in her ser- 
vice. She had not scrupled constantly to prefer her whims 
■.■-to the common advantage, and even safety; while her sense 
of self-importance had come to be so great, that she'seemed 
to hold herself exempt from the duty of thanking an}'- 
human creature. 1 could not deny that she was beautiful 
— indeed, I often thought, when watching her, of the day 
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'v\iien I had seen her in the King of Kavarre^s antechamber 
in all the glory of her charms. But I felt none the less 
that I could turn my back on her — ^leaving her in safety — 
Avitliout regret; and be thankful that her path would never 
again cross mine. 

With such thoughts in mj breast I turned the corner of 
the Eue de St. Denys and came at once upon the Bleeding 
Heart, a small but decent-looking hostelry situate near the 
end of the street and opposite a church. A bluff, grej’’- 
haired man, who was standing in the doorway, came for- 
ward as we lialted, and looking curiouslj’' at mademoiselle 
asked what I lacked; adding civill}^ that the house was 
full and they had no sleeping room, the late events having 
drawn a great assemblage to Blois, 

H want only an address,’ I answered, leaning from the 
saddle and speaking in a low voice that I might not be 
overheard by the passers-by, ^The Baron de llosny is in 
Blois, is he not? ’ 

The man started at the name of the Huguenot leader, 
and looked round him nervouslj^. But, seeing that no one 
was Yevy near us, he answered; *He was, sir; but he left 
town a week ago and more. There have been strange 
doings here, and M, de Eosny thought that the climate 
suited him ill.’ 

He said this with so much meaning, as well as concern 
that he should not be overheard, that, though I was taken 
aback and bitterly disappointed, I succeeded in restraining 
all exclamations and even show of feeling. After a pause 
of dismay, I asked whither jM. de Eosnj’’ had gone. 

‘To Eosny,’ was the answer. 

‘And Eosny? ’ 

‘Is beyond Chartres, prettj^ well all the way to Mantes,’ 
the man answered, stroking my horse’s neck. ‘Sa}’’ thirty 
leagues.’ 

I turned 1113" horse, and hurriedly communicated wliat lio 
said to mademoiselle, who was waiting a few paces awa}'. 
Unwelcome to me, the news was still less welcome to her. 

r2 
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Her chagrin and indignation knew no bounds. For a 
moment words failed lier, but lier flashing eyes said more 
than her tongue as she cried to me: ‘Well, sir, and what 
now? Is this the end of your fine promises? Where is 
your Kosii}'', if all be not a lying invention of ^mur own? ’ 

Feeling tliat she had some excuse I suppressed my 
choler, and Inimbly repeating that Rosny was at his hoiise, 
two days farther on, and that I could see nothing for. it but 
to go to him, I asked the landlord where we could find a 
lodging for the night. 

‘Indeed, sir, that is more than I can say,’ he answered, 
looking curiousl}' at us, and thinking, I doubt not, that 
with my shabby cloak and fine horse, and mademoiselle’s 
mask and spattered riding-coat, we were an odd couple. 
‘There is not an inn which is not full to the garrets — na}'’, 
and the stables ; aiid, what is more, people are chary of 
taking strangers in. These are strange times. They say,’ 
he continued in a lower tone, ‘that the old queen is dying 
up there, and will not last the night.’ 

I nodded. ‘We must go somewhere,’ I said. 

‘I would help you if I could,’ he answered, shrug- 
ging liis shoulders. ‘Fut there it is! Blois is full from 
the tiles to the cellars.’ 

My horse shivered under me, and mademoiselle, whose 
patience was gone, cried harshly to me to do something. 

‘ We cannot spend the night in the streets, ’ she said fiercel 3 ^ 

I saw that she was worn out and scarce^ mistress of her- 
self. The light was falling, and with it some rain. The 
reek of the kennels and the close air from the houses seemed 
to stifle us. The bell at the church behind us was jangling 
out vespers. A few people, attracted by the sight of our 
horses standing before the inn, had gathered i6und and 
were watching us. 

Something I saAV must be done, and done quickly. In 
despair, and seeing no other resort, I broached a proj)osal 
of which I had not hitherto even dreamed. ‘Mademoiselle, ’ 
I said bluntly, ‘I must take you to my mother’s.’ 
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‘To your mother^Sj sir? ^ she cried, rousing herself. Her 
voice rang with haughty surprise. 

‘Yes/ I replied brusquelj’"; ‘since, as you say, we cannot 
spend the night in the streets, and I do not know wliere 
else I can dispose of you. From the last advices I had I 
believe her to have followed the court hither. My friend/ 
I continued, turning to the landlord, ‘do you know hj name 
a ]Madame de Bonne, who should be in Blois?^ 

‘A Madame de Bonne? ’ he muttered, reflecting. ‘I have 
heard the name lately. Wait a moment.^ Disappearing 
into the house, he returned almost immediately, followed 
by a lanky pale-faced youth wearing a tattered black sou- 
tane. ‘Yes,^ he said nodding, ‘there is a worthy lady of 
that name lodging in the next street, I am told. As it 
happens, this young man lives in the same house, and will 
guide you, if you like.’ 

I assented, and, thanking him for his information, turned 
my horse and requested the youth to lead the way. We 
had scarcely passed the corner of the street, however, and 
entered one somewhat more narrow and less frequented, 
when mademoiselle, who was riding behind me, stopped and 
called to me. I drew rein, and, turning, asked what it was. 

‘I am not coming,’ she said, her voice trembling slightlj^ 
but whether with alarm or anger I could not determine. ‘I 
know nothing of you, and I — I demand to be taken to M. 
de Kosny.’ 

‘Tf you cry that name aloud in the streets of Blois, made- 
moiselle/ I retorted, ‘you are like enough to be taken 
whither you will not care to go! As for M. de Kosn}', I 
have told you that he is not here. He has gone to his seat 
at ]\[antes.’ 

‘Tlien take me to him! ’ 

‘At tins liour of the night? ’ I said dvily, ‘It is two 
days’ journey from here.’ 

‘Then I will go to an inn,’ she replied sullenly. 

‘You have heard that there is no room in the inns,’ I re- 
joined with what patience I could. ‘And to go from inn to 
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inn at this hour might lead us into trouble. I can assure 
you that I am as much taken aback by M. cle Eosny’s ab- 
sence as -you are. For the imescntj we are close to my 
motlier’s lodging, and ’ 

‘I know nothing of your motlier! ’ she exclaimed passion- 
atel}', her voice raised. ‘You have enticed me hither b}' 
false pretences, sir, and I will endure it no longer. 1 
will ’ 

‘Wliab you will do, I do not know then, mademoiselle,’ I 
replied, quite at my wits’ end; for what with the rain and 
the darkness, the unknown streets — in which our tarrying 
might at any moment collect a crowd — and this stubborn 
girl’s opposition, I knew not whither to turn. ‘For inj’ 
part I can suggest nothing else. It does not become me to 
speak of my mother,’ I continued, ‘or I might say that even 
jMademoiselle de la Vire need not be ashamed to accept the 
hospitality of Madame dc Bonne. Eor are my mother’s 
circumstances,’ I added proudly, ‘though narrow, so mean 
as to deprive lier of the privileges of her birth. ’ 

My last ■words appeared to make some impression upon 
my companion. She turned and spoke to her woman, who 
replied in a low voice, tossing lier head the while and glar- 
ing at me in speechless indignation. Had there been any- 
thing else for it, the}’- would doubtless have flouted my offer 
still; but apparently Eanchette could suggest nothing, and 
presently mademoiselle, with a sullen air, bade me lead on. 

Taking this for permission, the lanky youth in the black 
soutane, who had remained at my bridle throughout the dis- 
cussion, now listening and now staring, nodded and resumed 
his way; and I folloAved. After proceeding a little more 
tlian flfty yards he stopped before a mean-looking doorway, 
flanked by grated windows, and fronted by a lofty wall 
which I took to be the back of some nobleman’s garden. 
The street at this point was unlighted, and little better 
than an alley; nor was the appearance of the house, which 
was narrow and ill-looking, though lofty, calculated, as far 
as I- could make it out in the darkness, to allay mademoi- 
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sellers suspicions. Knowing, however, that people of. posi- 
tion are often obliged in towns to lodge in poor houses, I 
thought nothing of this, and only strove to get mademoiselle 
dismounted as quickly as possible. The lad groped about 
and found two rings beside the door, and to these I tied up 
the horses. Then, bidding him lead the way, and begging 
mademoiselle to follow, I plunged into the darkness of the 
passage and felt my way to the foot of the staircase, which 
was entirely unlighted, and smelled close and unpleasant. 

‘Which floor? ^ I asked my guide. 

‘The fourth,’ he answered quietlj’. 

‘Morbleu!’ I muttered, as I began to ascend, my hand 
on the wall. ‘What is the meaning of this? ’ 

Tor I was perplexed. The revenues of Marsac, though 
small, should have kept my mother, whom I had last seen 
in Paris before the Kemours edict, in tolerable comfort — 
such modest comfort, at any rate, as could scarcely be 
looked for in such a house as this — obscure, ill-tended, nn- 
iighted. To my perplexity was added, before I reached 
the top of the stairs, disquietude — disquietude on her 
account as well as on mademoiselle’s. I felt that some- 
tliing was wrong, and would have given much to recall the 
invitation I had pressed on the latter. 

What the young lady thought herself I could pretty well 
guess, as I listened to her hurried breathing at my shoulder. 

ith every step I expected her to refuse to go farther. 
But, having once made up her mind, she followed me stub- 
bornly, though the darkness was such that involuntarily I 
loosened my dagger, and prepared to defend mj'self should 
this turn out to be a trap. 

Vi'e reached the top, however, without accident. Our 
guide -knocked softW at a door and immediately’’ opened it 
without waiting for an answer. A feeble light shone out 
on the stair-head, and bending my head, for the lintel was 
low, I stepped into the room. 

1 advanced two paces and stood looking about me in 
angry bewilderment. The bareness of extreme 2 :)overty 
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marked everything on which my eyes rested. A cracked 
earthenware lamp smoked and sj)uttered on a stool in the 
middle of the rotting floor. An old black cloak nailed to 
the wall, and flapping to and fro in the draught like some 
dead gallowsbird, hung in front of the unglazed window. 
A jar in a corner caught tlie drippings from a hole in the 
roof. An iron pot and a second stool — ^the latter casting a 
long shadow across the floor — stood beside the handful of 
wood ashes, which smouldered on the hearth. And that 
was all the furniture I saw, except a bed which filled the 
farther end of the long narrow room, and was curtained off 
so as to form a kind of miserable alcove. 

A glance sufficed to show me all this, and that the room 
was empt}’-, or apparently empt 3 ^ Yet I looked again and 
again, stupefied. At last finding my voice, I turned to the 
young man who had brought us hither, and with a fierce 
oath demanded of him what he meant. 

He shrank back behind the open door, and yet answered 
v/ith a kind of sullen surprise that I had asked for Madame 
de Bonne’s, and this was it. 

‘Madame de Bonne’s!’ I muttered. ‘This Madame de 
Bonne’s 1 ’ 

He nodded. 

‘ Of course it is 1 And you know it ! ’ mademoiselle 
hissed in my ear, her voice, as she interposed, hoarse with 
passion. ‘Don’t think that you can deceive us any longer.. 
We know all! This,’ she continued, looking round, her 
cheeks scarlet, her eyes ablaze with scorn, ‘is your 
mother’s, is it! Your mother who has followed the court 
hither — whose means are narrow, but not so small as to 
deprive her of the privileges of her rank! This is your 
mother’s hospitality, is it? You are a. cheat, sir! 'and a 
detected cheat! Let us begone! Let me go, sir, I say'! ’ 

Twice I had tried to stop the current of her words'; but 
in vain. How with anger which surpassed hers a hundred- 
fold — for who, being a man, would hear himself misnamed 
before-his mother? — I succeeded. ‘Silence, mademoiselle ! ’ 
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I cried, my grasp on lier wrist. ‘Silence, I say! This is 
my mother! ’ 

And running forward to the bed, I fell on my knees 
beside it. A feeble hand had half withdrawn the curtain, 
and through the gap my mother^ s stricken face looked oirt, 
a great fear stamped upon it. 


CHAPTEE VII. 

SIjMOIs’- FLEIX. 

For some minutes I forgot mademoiselle in paying those 
assiduous attentions to my mother which her state and my 
duty demanded ; and which I offered the more anxiously 
that I recognised, with a sinking heart, the changes whicli 
age and illness had made in her since my last visit. The 
shock of mademoiselle’s words had thrown her into a syn- 
cope, from which she did not recover for some time ; and 
then rather .through the assistance of our strange guide, 
who seemed well aware what to do, than through m}’^ 
efforts. Anxious as I was to learn what had reduced her 
to such straits and such a place, this was not the time to 
satisfy my curiosity, and I prepared myself instead for the 
task of effacing the painful impression which mademoiselle’s 
words had made on her mind. 

On first coming to herself she did not remember them, 
but, content to find me by her side — ^for there is something 
so alchemic in a mother’s love that I doubt not my presence 
changed her garret to a palace — she spent herself in feeble 
caresses and broken words. Presently, however, her eye fall- 
ing on mademoiselle and her maid, who remained standing 
by the hearth, looking darkly at us from time to time, she 
recalled, first the shock which had prostrated her, and then 
its 'cause, and raising herself on her elbow, looked about 
her wildlj*. ‘ Gaston ! ’ she cried, clutching my hand witli 
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lier thin fingers, ‘ what was it I heard ? It was of you 
someone spoke — a woman ! She called you — or did I dream 
it? — a cheat ! You ! ’ 

‘ Madame, madame,'' I said, striving to speak carelessly, 
though the sight of her grey hair, straggling and dishev- 
elled, moved me strangely, 'was it likely ? Would anyone 
dare to use such expressions of me in your presence ? 
You must indeed have dreamed it ! ■' 

The words, however, returning more and more vividly to 
her mind, she looked at me verj'- pitifully, and in great agi- 
tation laid her arm on my neck, as though she would shelter 
me with the puny strength which just enabled her to rise 
in bed. 'But someone,’ she muttered, her eyes on the 
strangers, 'said it, Gaston ? I heard it. What did it 
mean ?■ ’ 

' What you heard, madame,’ I answered, with an attempt 
at gaiety, though the tears stood in my eyes, 'was, doubt- 
less, mademoiselle here scolding our guide from Tours, who 
demanded three times the proper pourhoire. The impudent 
rascal deserved all that was said to him, I assure you.’ 

'Was that it ?’ she murmured doubtfully. 

'That must have been what you heard, madame,’ I an- 
swered, as if I felt no doubt. 

She fell back with a sigh of relief, and a little colour 
came into her wan face. But her eyes still dwelt curiousl}’-, 
and with apprehension, on mademoiselle, who stood looking 
sullenly into the fire ; and seeing this my heart misgave me 
sorely that I had done a foolish thing in bringing the girl 
there. I foresaw a hundred questions which would be 
asked, and a hundred complications which must ensue, 
and felt already the blush of shame mounting, to my 
cheek. 

' Who is that ? ’ my mother asked softly. ' I am ill. 
She must excuse me.’ She pointed with her fragile finger 
to my companions. 

T rose, and still keeping her hand in mine, turned so as 
to face the hearth. ' This, madame,’ I answered fojunally. 
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‘ is Jlademoiselle , but her name I ndn commit to jmu 

later, and in private. SufSce it to say that she is a lady 
of rank, who has been committed to my charge by a high 
personage.’ 

' A high personage ? ’ my mother repeated gently, glanc- 
ing at me with a smile of gratification. 

‘One of the highest,’ I said. ‘Such a charge being a 
great honour to me, I felt that I could not better execute 
it, madame, since we must lie in Blois one night, than by 
requesting your hospitality on her behalf.’ 

1 dared mademoiselle as I spoke — I dared her with my 
eye to contradict or interrupt me. For answer, she looked 
at me once, inclining her head a little, and gazing at ns 
from^ under her long eyelashes. Then she turned back to 
the fire, and her foot resumed its angry tapping on the floor. 

‘ I regret that I cannot I'eceive her better,’ my mother 
answered feebly. ‘ I have had losses of late. 1— but I 
will speak of that at another time. Mademoiselle doubt- 
less knows,’ she continued with dignity, ‘you and your 
position in the Soutli too well to think ill of the momentary 
straits to which she finds me reduced.’ 

I saw mademoiselle start, and I writhed under the glance 
of covert scorn, of amazed indignation, which she shot at 
me._ But my mother gently patting my hand, I answered 
patiently, ‘Mademoiselle will think only what is kind, 
madame — of that I am assured. And lodgings are scarce 
to-night in Blois.’ 

‘But tell me of yourself, Gaston,’ my mother cried 
eagerly; and I had not the heart, with her touch on my 
hand, her eyes on my face, to tear myself away, much as 
I dreaded what was coming, and longed to end the scene. 

‘ Tell me of 3 'ourself. You are still in favour with the king 
of I will not name him here ? ’ 

‘ Still, madame,’ I answered, looking steadil}' at made- 
moiselle, though mj’’ face burned. 

‘ You are still — he consults you, Gaston ? ” 

‘ Still, madame.’ 



76 


A GENTLEMAAT OF FEAATCE 


My mother heaved a hapj^y sigh, and sank loAver in the 
bed. ‘ And your employments ? ’ she murmured, her voice 
trembling with gratification, ‘ They have not been re- 
duced ? You still retain them, Gaston ? ” 

‘ Still, madame,’ I answered, the perspiration standing on 
my brow, my shame almost more than I could bear. 

' Twelve thousand livres a year, I think ? ’ 

‘ The same, madame,’ 

'And your establishment-? How many do you keep 
now ? Your valet, of course ? And lackeys — how many 
at present ? ’ She glanced, with an eye of pride, while she 
waited for my answer, first at the two silent figures by the 
fire, then at the poverty-stricken room ; as if the sight of 
its bareness heightened for her the joy of my prosperity. 

She had no suspicion of my trouble, my misery, or that 
the last question almost filled the cup too full. Hitherto 
all had been easy, but this seemed to choke me. I stam- 
mered and lost my voice. Mademoiselle, her head bowed, 
was gazing into the fire. Tanchette was staring at me, her 
black eyes round as saucers, her mouth half-open. ' Well, 
madame,’ I muttered at length, 'to tell you the truth, at 

present, you must understand, I have been forced to ’ 

' What, Gaston ? ’ Madame de Bonne half rose in bed. 
Her voice was sharp with disappointment and ^ apprehen- 
sion ; the grasp of her fingers on my hand grew closer. 

I could not resist that appeal. I fiung aAvay the last rag 
of shame. ' To reduce my establishment somewhat,’ I an- 
swered, looking a miserable defiance at mademoiselle’s 
averted figure. She had called me a liar and a cheat — here 
in the room ! I must stand before her a liar and a cheat 
confessed. ' I keep but three lackeys now, madame.’ 

• '' Still it is creditable,’ my mother muttered thoughtfully, 
her eyes shining. ' Your dress, however, Gaston — only my 

eyes are weak — seems to me ’ 

' Tut, tut ! It is but a disguise,’ I answered quickly. 

' I might have known that,’ she rejoined, sinking back 
with a smile and a sigh of content. ' But when I first saw 
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you I 'v\"as almost afraid that something had happened to 
you. And I have been iineasy latel}'/ she Avent on, releas- 
ing ni}^ hand, and beginning to play with the coverlet, as 
though the remembrance troubled her. ^ There was a man 
here a while ago — a friend of Simon Fleix there — who had 
been south to Pau and Nerac, and he said there was no 
jM. de Marsac about the Court.^ 

^He probably knew less of the Court than the wine- 
tavern,’ I answered with a ghastly smile. 

^That was just what I told him,’ my mother responded 
quickly and eagerly. ^ I warrant you I sent him away ill- 
satisfied.’ 

^ Of course,’ I said; ^ there will always be people of that 
kind. But now, if you will permit me, madame, I will 
make such arrangements for mademoiselle as are necessary.’ 

Begging her accordingly to lie down and compose her- 
self — for even so short a conversation, following on the 
excitement of our arrival, had exhausted her to a painful 
degree — I took the youth, who had just returned from 
' stabling our horses, a little aside, and learning that he 
lodged in a smaller chamber on the farther side of the 
landing, secured it for the use of mademoiselle and her 
woman. In spite of a certain excitability which marked 
him at times, he seemed to be a quick, read}’^ fellow, and he 
willingly undertook to go out, late as it was, and procure 
some provisions and a few other things which were sadly 
needed, as well for my mother’s comfort as for our own. 
I directed Fanchette to aid him in the preparation of the 
other chamber, and thus for a while I was left alone with 
mademoiselle. She had taken one of the stools, and sat 
cowering over the fire, the hood of her cloak drawn about 
her head ; in such a manner that even when she looked at 
me, which she did from time to time, I saw little more than 
her eyes, bright with contemptuous anger. 

^So, sir,’ she presently began, speaking in a low voice, 
and turning slightly towards me, ‘you practise lying even 
here ? ’ 
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I felt so strongly the futility of denial or explanation that 
I shrugged my shoulders and remained silent under the 
sneer. Two more days — two more days would take us to 
Eosn}’-, and my task would be done, and mademoiselle and 
I would part for good and all. What would it matter then 
what she thought of me ? What did it matter now ? 

For the first time in our intercourse my silence seemed to 
disconceit and displease her. ‘Have you nothing to say for 
yourself ? ’ she muttered sharplj'-, crushing a fragment of 
charcoal under her foot, and stooping to peer at the ashes. 
‘ Have you not another lie in your quiver, M. de Marsac ? 
De Marsac!’ And she repeated the title, with a scornful 
laugh, as if she put no faith in mj’- claim to it. 

But 1 would answer nothing — nothing ; and we remained 
silent until Fanchette, coming in to sa}”^ that the chamber 
was read}'-, held the light for her mistress to pass out. I 
told the woman to come back and fetch mademoiselle’s sup- 
per, and then, being left alone with my mother, who had 
fallen asleep, with a smile on her thin, worn face, I began 
to wonder what had happened to reduce her to such dire 
poverty. 

I feared to agitate her by referring to it ; but later in the 
evening, when her curtains were drawn and Simon Fleix and 
I were left together, eyeing one another across Jhe embers 
like dogs of different breeds — with a certain strangeness 
and suspicion — my thoughts recurred to the question ; and 
determining first to learn something about my companion, 
whose pale, eager face and tattered, black dress gave him 
a certain individuality, I asked him whether he had come 
from Paris with Madame de Bonne. 

. He nodded without speaking. 

‘ I asked him if he had known her long. 

‘Twelve months,’ he answered. ‘Hedged on the fifth, 
madame on the second, floor of the same house in Paris.’ 

I leaned forward and plucked the hem of his black robe. 

‘ What is this ? ’ 1 said, Avith a little contempt. ‘ You are 
not a priest, man.’ 
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‘iTo/ lie answered, fingering the stuff himself, and gazing 
at me in a curious, vacant fashion. ' 1 am a student of the 
Sorhonne.’ 

I drew off from him with a muttered oath, wondering — 
Avhile I looked at him with suspicious eyes — how he came 
to be here, and particularly how he came to be in attendance 
on my mother, who had been educated from childhood in 
the Eeligion, and had professed it in private all her life. I 
could think of 'ho one who, in old days, would have been 
less welcome in her house than a Sorbonnist, and began 
to fancy that here should lie the secret of her miserable 
condition. 

‘You don’t like the Sorbonne?’ he said, reading my 
thoughts ; which were, indeed, plain enough. 

‘ hTo more than I love the devil ! ’ I said bluntly. 

He leaned forward and, stretching out a thin, nervous 
hand, laid it on my knee. ‘What if they are right, though ? ’ 
he muttered," his voice hoarse. ‘What if they are right, M. 
de Marsac ? ’ 

‘Who right?’ I asked roughly, drawing back afresh. 

‘The Sorbonne,’ he repeated, his face red with excite- 
ment, his eyes peering uncannily into mine. ‘Don’t you 
see,’ he continued, pinching my knee in his earnestness, and 
thrusting his face nearer and nearer to mine, ‘it all turns 
on that? It all turns on that — salvation or damnation! 
Are they right? Are you right? You saj’ 3ms to this, no 
to that, you white-coats; and you sa3’- it lightly, but are you 
right? Are 3'’ou right? Mon DieuI’ he continued, draw- 
ing back abruptly and clawing the air with impatience, ‘ I 
have read, read, read ! I have listened to sermons, theses, 
disputations, and I knoAv nothing. I know no more than 
when I began.’ 

He sprang up and began to pace the floor, while I gazed 
at him with a feeling of pity. A very learned person once 
told me that the troubles of these times bred four kinds of 
men, who were much to be compassionated : fanatics on the 
one .side or the other, who lost sight of all else in the 
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iutensit}" of their faith ; men who, like Simon Fleix, sought 
desperately after something to believe, and found it not; 
and lastly, scoffers, who. believing in nothing, looked on all 
religion as a mockery. 

He presentlj' stopped walking — in his utmost excitement 
I remarked that he never forgot my mother, but trod more 
lightl}'- when he drew near the alcove — and spoke again. 

‘ You are a Huguenot ?’ he said. 

‘ Yes,’ I replied. 

‘ So is she,’ he rejoined, pointing towards the bed. ‘ Hut 
do you feel no doubts ? ’ 

‘ Hone,’ I said quietly. 

‘Nor does she,’ he answered again, stopping opposite me. 
You made up your mind — how ? ’ 

‘ I was born in the Keligion,’ I said. 

‘And you have never questioned it ? ’ 

‘Never.’ 

‘Nor thought much about it ? ’ 

‘ Not a great deal,’ I answered. 

‘ Saint Gris ! ’ he exclaimed in a low tone. ‘ And do you 
never think of hell-fire — of the worm which dieth not, and 
the fire which shall not be quenched ? Do you never think 
of that, M. de Marsac ? ’ 

‘No, my friend, never!’ I answered, rising impatiently; 
for at that hour, and in that silent, gloomy room I found 
his conversation dispiriting. ‘T believe what I was taught 
to believe, and I strive to hurt no one but the enemy. I 
think little ; and if I were you I would think less. I would 
do something, man — fight, play, work, anything but think I 
Leave that to clerks.’ 

‘ I am a clerk,’ he answered. 

'■‘‘A poor one, it seems,’ I retorted,' with a little .scorn 
in my tone. ‘Leave it, man. Work! Fight! Do some- 
thing ! ’ 

‘ Fight ? ’ he said, as if the idea were a novel one. 
‘ Fight ? But there, I might be killed ; and then hell-fire, 
you see ! ’ 
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^ounds^ mnn ! I cricd^ out of p^-ticnco "witli jr folly 
wliich. to tell tlie truth, tlie lamp burning lou', and the 
rain pattering on the roof, made the skin of my back feel 
cold and c^eep3^ ^Enough of this! Keep your doubts 
and your fire to yourself ! And answer me,’ I continued, 
sternly. 'How came Madame de Bonne so poor? How 
did she come down to this place ? ’ 

He sat down on his stool, the excitement dying (juickly 
out of his face. ' ‘ She gave away all her monej^,’ he said 
slowly and reluctantly. It may be imagined that this 
answer surprised me. ' Gave it aAvay ? ’ I exclaimed. ' To 
whom ? And when ?’ 

He moved uneasily on liis seat and avoided my e3''e, his 
altered manner filling me with suspicions which the insight 
I had just obtained into his character did not altogether 
preclude. At last he said, 'I had nobhing to do with it, if 
you mean that ; nothing. On the contrary, I have done all 
I could to make it up to her. I followed her here. I swear 
that is so, M. de Marsac.’ 

‘Toil have not told me yet to whom she gave it,’ I said 
sternly. 


'She gave it,’ he muttered, 'to a priest.’ 

'To what priest ? 

' I do not know his name. He is a Jacobin.’ 


'And why?’ I asked, gazing incredulously at the stu- 
dent. ‘ Why did she give it to him ? Come, come ! have 
a care. Let me have none of your Sorhonne inventions ! ’ 
He hesitated a moment, looking at me timidly, and then 
seemed to make up his mind to tell me. 'He found out— 
it was when we lived in Paris, you understand, last June — 
that she was a Huguenot. It was about the time the}’ 
burned the Poucards,'and he frightened her with that, and 
made her pay him money, a little at first, and then more 
and more, to keep her secret. When the king came to Blois 
she followed his Jlajesty, thinking to be safer here; but 
the priest came too, and got more money, and more, until 
he left her — ^this.’ 
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‘ This ! •’ I said. And I set 1113’- teeth together. 

iSiinon Flei.x nodded. 

I looked round the Avretclied garret to which in3’- mother 
liad been reduced, and pictured the da3-s and hours of fear 
and sus])ense through which slie liad lived ; through which 
slie must have liv'ed with th:it caitiif’s threat hanging over 
her grey head ! I thouglit of her birth and her humiliation ; 
of her frail form and patient, undying love for me; and sol- 
emnly, aiid before heaven, I swore that night to punish the 
man. kly anger was too great for words, and for tears I 
was too old. I asked Simon Fleix no more questions, save 
when the priest might be looked for again — which he could 
not tell me — and whether he would know him again — ^to 
wliieh he answered, ‘Yes.’ But, Avrapping myself in my 
cloak, I hi}’" down 1)3' the fire and pondered long and sadty. 

So, Avhile I had been pinching there, m3’' mother had been 
starving here. She had deceived me, and I her. The lamp 
dickered, throAving uncertain shadoAA'sas the draught tossed 
the strange AvindoAA'-curtain to and fro. The leakage from 
the I’oof fell drop 1 ) 3 ’’ drop, and noAA'' and again the Avind 
shook the crazy building, as though it Avould lift it up 
bodil3’ and cany it aAva3^ 


CHAPTER YIH. 

AX' EMPir BOOM. 

Desirix-g to start as early as possible, that AA’-e might 
reach Rosny on the second CA'ening, I roused Siinon Eleix 
•before it Avas light, and learning from him Avhere the horses 
Avere stabled, Avent out to attend to them ; preferring; to do 
this myself, that I might have an opportuuit3^ of seeking 
out a tailor, and providing myself AA'ith clothes better suited 
to m3’' rank than those to Avhich I had been reduced of late. 
1 found that I still had ninety croAvns left of the sum Avhich 
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tlie King of Navarre had given me, and twelve of these I 
laid out on a doublet of black cloth with russet points and 
ribands, a dark cloak lined with the same sober colour, and 
a new cap and feather. The tradesman would fain have 
provided me with a new scabbard also, seeing 1113^ old one 
was worn-out at the heel; but this I declined, having a 
fanc3* to go with my point bare until I should have pun- 
ished the scoundrel who had made my mother’s failing days 
a misery to her; a business which, the King of Navarre’s 
once done, I promised myself to pursue rvith energy and at 
all costs. 

The choice of my clothes, and a few alterations which it 
vas necessarj’" to make in them, detained me some time, so 
that it w as later than Z could have wished when Z turned 
m3 face towards the house again, bent on getting my party 
to horse as speedily as possible. The morning, Z remember, 
was bright, frost3’', and cold; the kennels were dry, the 
streets comparatively clean. ZTere and there a ra3’' of earl3' 
sunshine, darting between the overhanging eaves, gave 
promise of glorious travelling-weather. But the faces, Z 
remarked in my walk, did not reflect the surrounding cheer- 
nilness. IMoody looks met me everywhere and on every 
side ; and while conrier after courier galloped by me bound 
iOr the castle, the townsfolk stood aloof in doorways listless 
and inactive, or, gathering in groups in corners, talked what 
Z took to be treason nnder the breath. The queen-mother 
still lived, but Orleans had revolted, and Sens and Mans, 
Chartres and Melun. Rouen was said to be wavering, L3'ons 
in arms, while Paris had deposed her king, and cursed him 
daih from a hundred altars. Zn fine, the great rebellion 
wiiich followed the death of Guise, and lasted so many 
years, was already in progress; so that on this first day of 
^ne now year the king’s writ scarce ran farther than he could 
-see.^ peering anxiousl3' out from the towers above m3- head. 

Iicaciiing the liouse, Z climbed the long staircase hastil3’', 
aimsing iis dc.rkness and foulness, and ]>lanning as Z went 
i:ow my mother might most easily and quickly be moved to 
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a better lodging. Gaining the top of tlie last flight, I saw 
that mademoiselle’s door on the left of the landing was 
open, and conclnding from this tliat she was up, and ready 
to start, I entered my mother’s room with a brisk stop and 
spirits reinforced by the crisp morning air. 

Bnt on the threshold I stopped, and stood silent and 
amazed. At first I tliought the room was empty. Then, 
at a second glance, I saw the student. He was on his knees 
beside the bed in the alcove, from which the curtain had 
been partially dragged away. The curtain before the win- 
dow had been torn down also, and the cold light of daj', 
pouring in on the unsightly bareness of the room, struck a 
chill to my heart. A stool lay overturned by the fire, and 
above it a grey cat, which I had not hitherto noticed, 
crouched on a beam and eyed me with stealth}' fierceness. 
i\rademoiselle was not to be seen, nor was Fanchette, and 
.Simon Fleix did not hear me. He was doing something at 
the bed — for my mother it seemed. 

‘ What is it, man ? ’ I cried softly, advancing on tiptoe 
to the bedside. ‘ Where are the others ?’ 

The student looked round and saw me. His face was 
pale and gloomy. His eyes burned, and yet there were 
tears in them, and on his cheeks. He did not speak, but 
the chilliness, the bareness, the emptiness of the room 
spoke for him, and my heart sank. ' 

I took him by the shoulders. ‘ Find your tongue, man ! ’ 
I said angrily. ‘ Where are they ? ’ 

He rose from his knees and stood staring at me. ‘ They 
are gone ! ’ he said stupidly. 

‘Gone?’ I exclaimed. ‘Impossible! When? Whither?’ 

‘Half an hour ago. Whither — I do not know.’ ^ 

>, Confounded and amazed, I glared at him between fear 
and rage. ‘You do not know ? ’ I cried. ‘ They are gone, 
and you do not know ? ’ 

He turned suddenly on me and gripped my arm. ‘No, I 
do not know ! I do not know ! ’ he cried, with a complete 
change of manner and in a tone of fierce excitement. 
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' Only, may the fiend go with them ! But I do know this. 
I know this, M. de Marsac, with whom they went, these 
friends of yours ! A 'fop came, a dolt, a fine spark, and 
gave them fine words and fine speeches and a gold token, 
and, hey presto ! they went, and forgot you ! ’ 

nYhat J’ I cried, beginning to understand, and snatching 
fiercely at the one clue in his speech. ' A gold token ? They 
have been decoyed away then ! There is no time to be lost. 
I must follow.' 

‘hTo, for that is not all!’ he replied, interrupting me 
sternl}-, while his grasp on m3>- arm grew tighter and his 
eyes flashed as they looked into mine. ‘You have not 
heard all. They have gone with one who called you an 
impostor, and a thief, and a beggar, and that to your 
mother’s face — and killed her ! Killed her as surely as 
if he had taken a sword to her, M. de Marsac ! Will you, 
after that, leave her for them ? ’ 

He spoke plainly. And yet, God forgive me, it was some 
time before I understood him : before I took in the meaning 
of his words, or could transfer my thoughts from the absent 
to mi* mother Ijdng on the bed before me. When I did do so, 
and turned to her, and saw her still face and thin hair strag- 
gling over the coarse pillow, then, indeed, the sight over- 
came me. I thought no more of others — for I thought lier 
dead ; and with a great and bitter ciy I fell on my knees 
beside her and hid m}' face. What, after all, was this head- 
strong girl to me ? what were even kings and king’s com- 
missions to me beside her — beside the one human being who 
loved me still, the one being of my blood and name left, the 
one ever-patieut, ever-eonstant heart which for years had 
be.aten onh* for me ? Bor a while, for a few moments, I 
was worthy of her ; for I forgot all others. 

Simon Fleix roused me at last from my stupor, making 
me understand that she was not dead, but in a deep swoon, 
the result of the shock she had undergone. A leech, for 
whom he had despatched a neighbour, came in as I rose, 
ana taking my place, presently restored her to conscious- 
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ness. l>ut her extreme feebleness warned me not to hope 
for more than a temporary recovery ; nor had I sat by her 
long before I discerned that this last blow, following on so 
many fears and privations, had reached a vital part, and that 
she was even now dying. 

She lay for a while with her hand in mine and her eyes 
closed, but about noon, the student, contriving to give her 
some broth, slie revived, and, recognising me, lay for more 
than an .liour gazing at me with unspeakable content and 
satisfaction. At the end of that time, and when I thought 
she was past speaking, she signed to me to bend over her, 
and whispered something, which at first I could not catch. 
Presently I made it out to be, ‘ She is gone — The girl jmu 
brought ? ’ 

Much troubled, I ansAvered yes, begging her not to think 
about the matter. I need not have feared, however, for 
wlien she spoke again slie did so Avithout emotion, and 
rather as one seeing clearly something before her. 

‘ When 3’ou find her, Gaston,’ she murmured, ‘ do not be 
angry Avith her. It Avas not her fault. She — he deceived 
her. See ! ’ 

I folloAved the direction rather of her e3’'es than her hand, 
and found beneath the pillow a length of gold chain. ' She 
left that ? ’ I murmured, a strange tumult of emotions in m}^ 
breast. 

‘ She laid it there,’ my mother Avhispered. ‘ ‘ And she 
Avould have stopped him saying Avhat he did ’ — a shudder 
ran through my mother’s frame at the remembrance of the 
man’s Avords, though her eyes still gazed into mine with 
faith and confidence — ‘ she Avould have stopped him, but she 
could not, Gaston. And then he hurried her aAvay.’ 

^ He shoAved her a token, madame, did he not ? ’ » I could 
hot for my life repress the question, so much seemed to 
turn on the point. : 

^ A bit of gold,’ my mother AAdiispered, smiling faintly. 
‘Noav let me sleep.’ And, clinging ahvays to my hand, 
she closed her ejms. 
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The student came back soon afterwards with some com- 
forts for which I had despatched him, and we sat by her 
until the evening fell, and far into the night. It was a 
relief to me to learn from the leech that she had been ailing 
for some time, and that in any case the end must have come 
soon. She suffered no pain and felt no fears, but meeting 
niv eyes whenever she opened her own, or came out of the 
drowsiness which possessed her, thanked God, I think, and 
was content. As for me, I remember that room became, 
for the time, the world. Its stillness s-wal lowed up all the 
tumults Avhich filled the cities of France, and its one inter- 
est — the coming and going of a feeble breath — eclipsed the 
ambitions and hopes of a lifetime, 

hicfore it grew light Simon Fleix stole out to attend to 
the horses. When he returned he came to me and whis- 
pered in my ear that he had something to tell me ; and my 
mother lying in a quiet sleep at the time, I disengaged my 
hand, and, rising softly, went with him to the hearth. 

Instead of speaking, he held his fist before me and sud- 
denly unclosed the fingers. ^Do you know it?^ he said, 
glancing at me ab^uptl3^ 

I took what he held, and looking at it, nodded. It was a 
knot of velvet of a peculiar dark red colour, and had formed, 
as I knew tlic moment I set eyes on it, part of the fastening 
of ma^lemoiselle^s mask. * Where did yon find it ? ’ I mut- 
tered, supposing that he had picked it up on the stairs. 

‘ Look at it ! ' he answered impatiently^ ' You have not 
looked.' 

I turned it over, and then saw something which had 
^scaped me at first — that the wider part of the velvet was 
disfigured by a fantastic stitcMng, done very roughly" and 
rudely" with a thread of wliite silk. The stitches formed 
letters, the letters words. With a start I read, ^ A 'moil 
.and saw in a corner, in smaller stitches) the initials 
C. d. 1. V.' 

I looked eagerly at the student. ‘ Where did j"Ou find 
this ? ' I said. 
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' I indeed it up in the street/ he answered quietly, ‘ not 
three hundred paces from here.’ 

I thought a moment. ‘ In the gutter, or near the wall ? ’ 
I asked. 

‘Hear the wall, to be sure.’ 

‘ Under a window ? ’ 

‘ Precisely,’ he said. ‘ You may be easy ; I am not a fool. 
I marked the place, M. de IMarsac, and shall not forget it.’ 

Even the sorrow and solicitude I felt on my mother’s be- 
half — feelings which had seemed a minute before to secure 
me against all other cares or anxieties whatever — were not 
proof against this discovery. For I found myself placed 
in a strait so cruel I must suffer either way. On the one 
hand, I could not leave my mother; I were a heartless 
ingrate to do that. On the other, 1 could not, without 
grievous pain, stand still and inactive while Mademoiselle 
de la Yire, whom I had sworn to protect, and who was now 
suffering through my laches and mischance, appealed to me 
for help. For I could not doubt that this was what the 
bow of velvet meant ; still less that it was intended for me, 
since few save myself would be likely to recognise it, and she 
would naturall}’- expect me to make some attempt at pursuit. 

And I could not think little of the sign. Keinembering 
mademoiselle’s proud and fearless spirit, and the light in 
which she had always regarded me, I augured the worst 
from it. I felt assured that no imaginary danger and no 
emergency save the last would have induced her to stoop so 
low ; and this consideration, taken with the fear I felt that 
she had fallen into the hands of Fresnoy, whom I believed 
to be the person who had robbed me of the gold coin, filled 
me with, a horrible doubt which way my duty la 3 ^ I was 
pulled, as it were, both Avays. 1 felt mj^ honour, engaged 
, -.both to go and to stay, and Avhile my hand went to my hilt, 
and my feet trembled to be gone, mj^ eyes sought my 
mother, and my ears listened for her gentle breathing. 

Perplexed and distracted, I looked at the student, and he 
at me. ‘ You saw the man who took her away,’ I muttered. 
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Ifitlierto, in in}" absoi’ption on ray mother’s account, T had 
put fe'vv questions, and let the matter pass as though it 
moved me little and concerned me less. ^ What was he 
like? Was he a big, bloated man, Simon, with his head 
bandaged, or perhaps a wound on his face ? ’ 

^ Tlie gentleman who went away with mademoiselle, do 
you mean ? ’ he asked. 

‘Yes, yes, gentleman if you like ! ’ 

^ Not at all,’ the student answered. ‘ He was a tall young 
gallant, very gaily dressed, dark-haired, and with a rich 
complexion. I heard him tell her that he came from a 
friend of hers too high to be named in public or in Blois. 
He added that he brought a token from him; and when 
mademoiselle mentioned you — she had just entered ma- 

dame’s room with her woman when he appeared ’ 

^ He had watched me out, of course.’ 

‘Just so. Well, when she mentioned you, he swore you 
were an adventurer, and a beggarly impostor, and what not, 
and bade her sa}^ whether she thought it likely that her 
friend would have entrusted such a mission to such a man.’ 

“ And then she went with him ? ’ 

The student nodded. 

^ Readily ? Of her own free-will ? ’ 

* Certainly,’ he answered. * It seemed so to me. She 
tried to prevent him speaking before your mother, but that 
was all.’ 

On tlie impulse of the moment T took a step towards the 
loot: recollecting my position, I turned back with a groan. 
Almost ]>eside myself, and longing for any vent for my 
feelings, I caught the lad by the shoulder, where he stood 
on the hearth, and shook him to and fro. 

*TelJ me, man, what am I to do?’ I said between ray 
r<^oth. ' Speak ! tliink ! invent something ! ’ 

Rut he shook his head. 

I let lura go witli a muttered oath, and sat down on a 
stool by the bod and took my liead between my hands. At 
that very moment, however, relief came — came from an un- 
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expected quarter. The door opened and the leech entered, 
lie was a skilful man, and, though much employed about 
the Court, a Huguenot — a fact .which had emboldened 
Simon Fleix to aj^ply to him through the landlord of the 
‘ Bleeding Heart,’ the secret rendezvous of the Eeligion in 
Blois. When he had made his examination he was for 
leaving, being a grave and silent man, and full of business, 
but at the door I stopped him. 

‘ Well, -sir ? ’ I said in a low tone, my hand on his cloak. 

‘ She has rallied, and may live three days,’ he answered 
quietly. ‘Four, it may be, and as many more as God 
wills.’ 

Pressing two crowns into his hand, I begged him to call 
daily, which he promised to do ; and then he went, kly 
mother was still dozing peacefully, and I turned to Simon 
Fleix, my doubts resolved and my mind made up. 

‘Listen,’ I said, ‘and answer me shortl}". We cannot 
both leave ; that is certain. Yet I must go, and at once, to 
the place where you found the velvet knot. Do you describe 
the spot exactly, so that I may find it, and make no 
mistake.’ 

He nodded, and after a moment’s reflection answered, 

‘ You know the Eue St. Denys, M. de Marsac ? Well, go 
doAvn it, keeping the “Bleeding Heart” on your left. Take 
the second turning on the same side after passjng the inn. 
The third house from the corner, on the left again, consists 
of a gateway leading to the Hospital of the Holy Cross. 
Above the gateway are two windows in the lower story, and 
above them, two more. The knot lay beloAv the first win- 
dow you come to. Do you understand ? ’ 

‘Perfectly,’ I said. ‘It is something to be ^a clerk, 
Simon.’ 

"He looked at me thoughtfully, but added nothing p’and I 
was busy tightening my sword-hilt, and disposing m'y cloak 
about the lower part of my face. When I had arranged 
this to my satisfaction, I took out and counted over the 
sum' of thirty-five crowns, which I gave to him, impressing 
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on liiin tlie necessity of stajdng beside my mother should I 
not return ; for though I proposed to reconnoitre only, and 
learn if possible ’^^hether mademoiselle ^vas still in Blois, 
the future was uncertain, and whereas I was known to my 
enemies, they were strangers to me. 

Having enjoined this duty upon him, I bade my mother a 
silent farewell, and, leaving the room, went slowly down 
the stairs, the picture of her worn and patient face going 
with me, and seeming, I remember, to hallow the imrpose I 
had in mj mind. 

The clocks were striking the hour before noon as I 
stepped from the doorway, and, standing a moment in the 
lane, looked this way and that for any sign of esi)ionage. 
I could detect none, however. The lane was deserted ; and 
feeling assured that any attempt to mislead my opponents, 
who probably knew Blois better than I did, must fail, I 
made none, but deliberately took my way towards the 
‘Bleeding Heart, Mn the Hue St. Denys. The streets pre- 
sented the same appearance of gloomy suspense which I 
had noticed on the previous day. The same groups stood 
about in the same corners, the same suspicious glances 
met me in common with all other strangers who showed 
rlieraselves ; the same listless inaction characterised the 
townsfolk, the same anxious hurry those who came and 
went with news. I saw that even here, under the walls of 
the palace, the bonds 6f law and order were strained almost 
to bursting, and judged that if there ever was a time in 
i ranee when right counted for little, and the strong hand 
for much, it was this. Such a state of things was not 
unfavourable to my present design, and caring little for 
suspicious looks, I went resolutely on in}’' way. 

1 liad no difficulty in finding the gateway of which Simon 
had spoken, or in identifying the window beneath which 
he had picked up the velvet knot. An alley opening almost 
o])posite, I took advantage of this to examine the house at 
my leisure, and remarked at once, that whereas the lower 
window was guarded only by strong shutters, now open, 
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that in the stoiy above was heavily barred. ISTaturally I 
concentrated my attention on the latter. The house, an 
old building of stone, seemed sufficiently reputable, nor 
could I discern an3rthing about it which would have aroused 
my distrust had the knot been found elsewhere. It bore 
the arms of a religious brotherhood, and had probably at 
one time formed the principal entrance to the hospital, 
which still stood behind it, but it had now come, as I 
judged, to be used as a dwelling of the better class. 
Whether the two floors were separately inhabited or not I 
failed to decide. 

After watching it for some time without seeing anyone 
pass in or out, or anything occurring to enlighten me one 
way or the other, I resolved to venture in, the street being 
quiet and the house giving no sign of being strongly garri- 
soned. The entrance la}’- under the archway, through a 
door on the right side. I judged from what I saw that 
the porter was probably absent, busj’-ing himself with liis 
gossips in matters of State. 

And this proved to be the case, for when I had made the 
passage of the street with success, and slipped quietly in 
through the half-open door, I found only his staff and 
charcoal-pan there to represent him. A single look satisfied 
me on that point; forthwith, without hesitation, I turned to 
the stairs and began to mount, assured that if I would 
effect anything single-handed I must' trust to audacity and 
surprise rather than to caution or forethought. 

The staircase was poorly lighted by loopholes looking 
towards the rear, but it was clean and well-kept. Silence, 
broken only by the sound of my footsteps, prevailed through- 
out the house, and all seemed so regular and decent and 
orderly that the higher I rose the lower fell my hopes of 
success. Still, I held resolutely on until I reached t}ie sec- 
ond floor and stood before a closed door. The moment had 
come to put all to the touch. I listened for a few seconds, 
but hearing nothing, cautiousl}'- lifted the latch. Somewhat 
to my surprise the door yielded to my hand, and I entered. 
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A liigh settle stood inside^ interrupting my view of the 
room, which seemed to be spacious and full of rich stuffs 
and furniture; but low in the roof, and somewhat dimly 
lighted b}’ two windows rather wide than high. Tiie warm 
glovr of a fire shone on the woodwork of the ceiling, and as 
J softly closed the door a log on the hearth gave way, with 
a crackling of sparks, which pleasantly broke the luxurious 
silence. The next moment a low, sweet voice asked. • Al- 
phonse, is that you ? ‘ 

I walked round the settle and came face to face with a 
])eauLiful woman reclining on a couch. On hearing the door 
open she had raised herself on her elbow. Now, seeing a 
stranger before her, she sprang up with a low cry, and stood 
gazing at me, her face expressing both astonishment, and 
anger. She was of middling height, her features regular 
though somewhat childlike, her complexion singularly fair. 
A ]>rofusion of golden hair hung in disorder about her neck, 
and matched the deep blue of her eyes, wherein it seemed 
to me, there lurked more spirit and fire than the general cast 
of her features led one to expect. 

After a moment's silence, during which she scanned me 
from head to foot with great haughtiness — and I her with 
curiosity and wondei* — she spoke. ^SirT she said slowly, 
• to what am I to attribute this — visit ? ’ 

J"or tlie moment I was so taken aback by her appearance 
and extraordinary* beauty, as well as by the absence of any 
sign of those I sought, that I could not gather my thoughts 
•n reply, but stood looking vaguely’ at her. I had expected, 
v.'hcn I entered the room, something so different from this ! 

‘ ^Vell, sir? “ she said again, speaking sharply*, and tajiping 
luu* foot on the floor. 

‘This- visit, madame?^ I stammered. 

' Call it intrusion, sir, if y*ou please ! ‘ she cried imperi- 
ously. * Onlv explain it, or begone.^ 

*I crave leave to do both, madame,’ I answered, collecting 
m.ysclf by* an effoid. * I ascended these stairs and opened 
your door in error — that is the simple fact — hoping to lind 
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a friend of mine liere. I was mistaken, it seems, and it onlj' 
remains for me to withdraw, offering at the same time the 
linmblest apologies.’ And as I spoke I bowed low and pre- 
pared to retire. 

‘ One moment, sir ! ’ she said qnickty, and in an altered 
tone. ‘ You are, perhaps, a friend of hi. de Brulil — of my 
husband. In that case, if you desire to leave any message 
I will — I shall be glad to deliver it.’ 

She looked so charming that, despite the tumult of my 
feelings, I could not but regard her with admiration. ^ Alas ! 
madame, I cannot plead that excuse,’ 1 answered. 'I regret 
that I have not the honour of his acquaintance.’ 

She eyed me with some surprise. ‘ Yet still, sir,’ she 
answered, smiling a little, and toying with a gold brooch 
which clasped her habit, ‘ you must have had some ground, 
some reason, for supposing you would find a friend here ? ’ 

‘ True, madame,’ 1 answered. ‘ but I was mistaken.’ 

I saw her colour suddenlj'. With a smile and a faint 
twinkle of the eye she said, ‘ It is not possible, sir, I sup- 
pose — ^j’-ou have not come here, I mean, out of anj'- reason 
connected with a — a knot of velvet, for instance ? ’ 

I started, and involuntarily advanced a step towards her. 
‘ A knot of velvet!’ I exclaimed, with emotion. • Mon Dieu! 
Then I was not mistaken ! I have come to the right house, 
and you — ^jmu know something of this I Madame,’ I con- 
tinued impulsively, ‘ that knot of velvet ? Tell me what it 
means, I implore you ! ’ 

She seemed alarmed by my violence, retreating a step or 
two, and looking at me haughtily, yet with a kind of shame- 
facedness. ^Believe me, it means nothing,’ she ^said hur- 
.riedly. ‘I beg you to understand that, sir. It was a foolish 
jest.’ 

' A jest?’ I said. ‘It fell from this window.’ 

‘ It was a jest, sir,’ she answered stubbornly. But I could 
see that, with all her pride, she was alarmed j her face was 
troubled, and there were tears in her eyes. And this ren- 
dered me under the circumstances only the more persistent. 
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have the velvet here, madame/ I said. ‘ You must tell 
me more about it/ 

She looked at me witli a Aveiglitier impulse of anger than 
she had vet exhibited. ^ I do not think you know to whom 
you are speaking/ she said, breathing fast. ^ Leave the 
room, sir, and at once ! I have told you it was a jest. If 
you are a gentleman you will believe me, and go.’ And she 
pointed to the door. 

Lut I held my ground, with an obstinate determination 
to pierce the mystery. am a gentleman, madame,’ I 
said, ^ and yet I must know more. Until I know more I 
cannot go.’ 

‘Oh; this is insufferable!’ she cried, looking round as if 
for a vray of escape ; but I was between her and the onl}’' 
door. ^Tliis is unbearable! The knot was never intended 
for you, sir. And what is more, if M. de Bruhl come and 
iirid you here, yon will repent it bitterly.’ 

I saw that she was at least as much concerned on her 
ovrn account as on mine, and thought myself justified under 
the circumstances in taking advantage of her fears. I 
deliberate!}'- laid my cap on the table which stood beside 
me. ‘I will go, madame,’ I said, looking at her fixedly, 
‘ when I know all that you know about this knot I hold, 
and not before. If you are unwilling to tell me, I must 
waff, for ‘M. de Bruhl, and ask him.’ 

She cried out ^Insolent! ’ and looked at me as if in her 
rage and dismay she would gladly have killed me; being, 1 
could see, a passionate woman. But I held ray ground, 
and after a moment she spoke. ^What do you want to 
kno'vv ? ’ she said, frowning darkly, 

^This knot — how did it come to lie in the street below 
your window ? I want to know that first.’ 

‘I dropped it,’ she answered sullenly. 

^Ariiy?’Isaid. 

‘Because ’ And then she stopped and looked at me, 

and then again looked down, her face crimson. ^Because, 
if you must know,’ she continued hurriedly, tracing a 
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pattern on tlie table with her finger, ‘I saw it bore the 
words “A moiT I have been married only two months, 
and I thought my husband might find it — and bring it to 
me. It was a silly fanc3^’ 

‘ But where did you get it ? ‘ I asked, aud I stared at her 
in growing wonder and perplexity. For the more questions 
I put, the further, it seemed to me, I strayed from my object. 

‘I picked it up in the Ruelle d’Arcy,’ she answered, 
tapping her foot on the floor resentfully. ' It was the silly 
thing put it into my head to— to do what I did. And now, 
have you any more questions, sir ? ’ 

‘ One onl}^,’ I said, seeing it all clearly enough. ‘ Will 
you tell me, please, exactly where you found it ? ’ 

‘ I have told you. In the Ruelle d’Arcy, ten paces from 
the Rue de Valois. aS^'ow, sir, Avill you go '? ’ 

'One word, madame. Did ‘ 

But she cried, •' Go, sir, go ! go ! ’ so violently, that after 
making one more attenq^t to express my thanks, I thought 
it better to obey her. I had learned all she knew ; I had 
solved the puzzle. But, solving it, I found mj’self no 
nearer to the end I had in view, no nearer to mademoiselle. 
I closed the door with a silent bow, and began to descend 
the stairs, my mind full of anxious doubts and calculations. 
The velvet knot was the only clue I possessed, but was I 
right in placing any dependence on it ? I knew now that, 
wherever it had originally lain, it had been removed once. 
If once, why not twice ? why not three times ? 


CHAPTER IX. ,, 

THE HOUSE IN THE IIUELUE b’arCY. 

I HAD not gone down half a dozen steps before I heard 
a man enter the staircase from the street, and begin to 
ascend. It struck me at once that this might be M. de 
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Bruhl : and I realised that I had not left madame’s apart- 
lueiit a moment too soon. The last thing I desired, having 
so much on my hands, Avas to embroil mj-self with a 
stranger, and accordingly I quickened my pace, hoping to 
meet him so near the foot of the stairs as to leave him in 
doubt whether I had been visiting the upper or lower j^art 
of the house. The stahcase was dark, however, and being 
familiar with it, he had the advantage over me. He came 
le:iping up two steps at a time, and turning the angle 
abruptly, surprised me before I was clear of the upper flight. 

On seeing me, lie stopped short and stared; thinking at 
first, I fancy, that he ought to recognise me. When he did 
not, he stood back a pace. ^ Umph ! ^ he said. ^ Have you 
been — have 3'ou any message for me, sir ? ^ 

I said, have not.^ 

He frowned. ^ I am i\L de Bruhl,’ he said. 

‘ Indeed ? ’ I muttered, not knowing what else to say. 

‘Yon have been ’ 

‘ Up v'our stairs, sir ? Yes, In error,’ I answered bluntl}’'. 

He gave a kind of grunt at that, and stood aside, incred- 
ulous and dissatisfied, jmt uncertain howto proceed. I met 
his black looks with a stead^^ countenance, and passed bj’ 
him, becoming aware, however, as I went on down the stairs 
that he had turned and was looking after me. He was a tall, 
handsome man, dark, and somewhat rudd}" of complexion, 
and was dressed in the extreme of Court fashion, in a suit 
of imutle-green trimmed with sable, He carried also a 
cloak lined with the same on his arm. Bej'ond looking 
back when I reached the street, to see that he did not fol- 
low me, I thought no more of him. But we were to meet 
again, and often, had I then known all that was to 

known I would have gone back and But of that in 

another place. 

The line do Valois, to which a tradesman, who was iieer- 
ing oaiitionsly out of his .shop, directed mo, proved to be 
one of the main streets of the cit^u narrow and dirt}', and 
tiurkened by overhanging caves and signboards, but full of 

II 
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noise and bustle. One end of it opened on the parvis of 
the Cathedral ; the other and quieter end appeared to abut 
on the west gate of the town. ' Teeling the importance of 
avoiding notice in the neighbourhood of the, house I sought. 
1 strolled into the open space in front of the Cathedralj and 
accosting two men who stood talking there, learned that the 
Euelle d’Arcy was the third lane on the right of the Hue 
de Valois, and some little distance along it. Armed with 
this information I left them, and Avith my head bent down, 
and my cloak drawn about the lower 2 )art of my face, as if 
I felt the east Avind, I proceeded doAvn the street until I 
reached the oijening of the lane. Without looking up I 
turned briskly into it. 

When I had gone ten jiaces jDast the turning, hoAvever, I 
stopped and, gazing about me, began to take in 1113'- sur- 
roundings as fast as I could. The lane, Avhich seemed little 
frequented, A\’-as eight or nine feet Avide, unpaA’'ed, and full 
of ruts. The high blank Avail of a garden rose on one side 
of it, on the other the still higher A\'all of a house ; and 
both were completely devoid of AvindoAvs, a feature Avhich I 
recognised Avith the utmost disma}’-. For it completely 
upset all my calculations. In vain I measured Avith niy eye 
the ten paces I had come ; in vain I looked up, looked this 
way and that. I Avas nonplussed. Ho Avindow opened on 
the lane at that point, nor, indeed, throughout its length. 
For it Avas bounded to the end, as far as I could see, by 
dead-Avalls as of gardens. 

Eecognising, Avith a sinking heart, what this meant, I saAv 
in a moment that all the hopes I had raised on Simon Fleix’s 
discovery Avere baseless. Mademoiselle had dropped the 
velvet bow, no doubt, but not from a window. It Avas still 
a clue, but one so slight and vague as to be virtuall3l*useless, 
proving onl3' that she was in trouble and in need of help ; 
perhaps that she had passed through this lane on her Avay 
from one place of confinement to another. 

'Thoroughly baffled and dispirited, I leant for aAvhile 
against the Avail, brooding over the ill-luck AAfflicli seemed 
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to attend me in as in so many previous adventures. 
Is or was tliG low voice of conscience, suggesting that such 
failures arose from .mismanagement rather than from ill- 
luck, slow to make itself heard. I reflected that if I had 
not allowed luj’^self to be robbed of the gold token, made- 
moiselle would have trusted me ; that if I had not brought 
her to so poor an abode as my mother’s, she would not have 
been cajoled into following a stranger; finallj', that if I 
liad remained with her, and sent Simon to attend to the 
horses in my place, no stranger would have gained access 
to her. 

But it has never been my wa}’' to accept defeat at the 
first offer, and though I felt these self-reproaches to be 'well 
deserved, a moment’s reflection persuaded me that in the 
singular and especial providence wdaich had brought the 
velvet knot safe to my hands I ought to find encour- 
agement. Had Madame de Bruhl not picked it up it would 
have continued to lie in this bj^-path, through which neither 
I nor Simon Fleix wmuld have been likely to pass. Again, 
had inadame not dropped it in her turn, w^e should have 
souglit in vain for anj^, even the slightest, clue to Made- 
moiselle de la Vire’s fate or position. 

Cheered afresh this thought, I determined to walk to 
the end of tlie lane ; and fortliwith did so, looking sharpty 
about me as I went, but meeting no one. The bare upper 
branches of a tree rose here and there above the tvalls, 
vrhich were pierced at intervals by low, strong doors. These 
cioors 1 carefully examined, but without making oiij dis- 
covery : all were securely fastened, and many seemed to 
have been rarely opened. Emerging at last and without 
result on .the inner side of the city ramparts, I turned, and 
moodily retraced steps through the lane, proceeding more 
slowly as I drew near to the Hue de Valois, This time, 
l>?ing a little farther from the street, I made a discoveiy, 

Tiio corner liouse, wdiich had its front on the Hue Valois, 
rented, as T have said, a dead, windowless wall to the 
lane : but I'rom my present standpoint I could see the upper 

31 2 
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part of the back of this house— that part of the back, I mean, 
which rose above the loAver garden-wall that abutted on it 
— and in this there were several windows.,; The whole of 
two and a part of a third were within tlie range of my eyes ; 
and suddenly in one of these I discovered something which 
made my heart beat high with hope and expectation. The 
window in question was heavily grated ; that which I- saw 
was tied to one of the bars. It was a small knot of some 
white stuff — ^linen apparently — and it seemed a trifle to the 
eye ; but it was looped, as far as I could see from a dis- 
tance, after the same fashion as the scrap of velvet I had in 
my pouch. 

The conclusion was obvious, at the same time that it in- 
spired me with the liveliest admiration of mademoiselle’s 
wit and resources. She was confined in that room; the 
odds were that she Avas behind those bars. A boAv dropped 
thence avouM fall, the AAdnd being favourable, into the lane, 
not ten, but twenty paces from the street. I ought to have 
been prepared for a slight inaccuracy in a Avoman’s estimate 
of distance. 

It may be imagined Avith Avhat eagerness I noAv scanned 
the house, Avith Avhat minuteness I sought for a Aveak place. 
The longer I looked, hov'-CA'-er, the less comfort -I derived 
from my inspection. I saAV before me a gloomy, stronghold 
of brick, four-square, and built in the old Italian manner, 
with battlements at the top, and a small machicolation, 
little- more than a string-course, aboA’^e each story; this 
serving at once to lessen the monotony of the dead-AAmlls, 
and to add' to the froAvning Aveight of the upper part. The 
windoAVS Avere feAV and small, and the house looked damp 
and mouldy; lichens clotted the bricks, and moss filled the 
string-courses. A Ioav door oj)ening from the lane info the 
'garden naturally attracted my attention ; but it proved to be 
of abnormal strength, and bolted both at the top and bottom. 

Assured that nothing could be done on that side, and 
being unAvilling to remain longer in the neighbourhood, lest 
I should attract attention, I returned to the street, and 
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twice walked past the front of the house, seeing all I could 
with as little aijpearanee of seeing anytliing as I could 
compass. The front retreated somewhat from the line of 
the street, and was flanked on the farther side by stables. 
Only one chimney smoked, and that sparely. Three steps 
led up to imposing double doors, -which stood half open, and 
afforded a glimpse of a spacious hall and a state staircase. 
Two men, apparently servants, lounged on the steps, eating 
chestnuts, and jesting with one another; and above the 
door were three shields blazoned in colours. I saw with 
satisfaction, as I passed the second time, that the middle 
coat wms that of Turenne impaling one which I could not 
read — which thoroughly satisfied me that the bow of velvet 
had not lied ; so that, without more ado, I turned home- 
wards, formulating my plans as I went. 

I found all as I had left it ; and my mother still lying in 
a half-conscious state, I was spared the pain of making 
excuses for past absence, or explaining that which I de- 
signed. I communicated the j)lan I had formed to Simon 
Tleix, wiio saw no difficulty in procuring a respectable 
person to stay with Madame de Bonne. But for some 
time he would come no farther into the business. He 
listened, his mouth open and his eyes glittering, to my plan 
until I came to his share in it; and then he fell into a 
violent fit of trembling. 

' You want me to fight, monsieur,’ he cried reproachfully, 
shaking all over like one in the j)alsy. '.YcupJ^^^^lej^he 

I answered sharply. to 

He looked at me wildly^ with a kind OM^ntment injl^ 
face, and yet as if he were fascinated. V 

^ You will drag me into it ! ^ he persisted. 
won%* I said. 

^You will I You will! And the end I know. I shall 
have no chance. I am a clerk, and not bred to fighting. 
You want to be the death of me!’ he crierl eyrnfi/'fll’n* 
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other night. You want to get me killed ! 

^ Is onsense ! ’ 
the horses !’ 
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‘I (loii’l, want you to light,’ I answered Avitli some con- 
teinjit. ‘ I. would ratlier that you Icept out of it for iny 
mother’s sake. I onlj’' want you to stay in the lane and 
hold the horses. You will run little more risk than you do 
sitting by the hearth here.’ 

And in the end I persuaded him to do what I wished ; 
though still, whenever he thought of what was in front of 
him, he fell a-trcmbling again, and many times during the 
afternoon got up and walked to and fro between the window 
and the hearth, his face working and his hands clenched 
like those of a man in a fever. 1 put this down at first to 
sheer chicken-heartedness, and thought it augured ill for 
mj’- enterprise ; but presently remarking that he made no 
attempt to draw back, and that though the sweat stood on 
his brow he set about such preparations as were necessary 
— remembering also how long and kindly, and without pay 
or guerdon, he had served my mother, I began to see that 
here was something phenomenal; a man strange and bej’^ond 
the ordinary, of whom it Avas ijnjmssible to predicate what 
he Avould do Avhen he came to be tried. 

For myself, I passed the afteiaioon in a state almost of 
apathj'. I thought it my duty to make this attempt to free 
mademoiselle, and to make it at once, since it was impossi- 
ble to say what harm might come of delaj'^, Avere she in such 
hands as Fresnoy’s ; but I had so little hope of success that 
I regarded the enterprise as desperate. The certain loss of 
my mother, hoAvever, and tlie low ebb of my fortunes, Avith 
the eA’’er-present .sense of failure, contributed to render me 
indifferent to risks ; and even Avhen Ave Avere on our waj', 
through by-streets knoAvn to Simon, to the farther end of 
the Fuelle d’Arcy, and the red and frosty sunset slione in 
bur faces, and gilded for a moment the dull eaves and'grey 
tOAvers above us, I felt no softening. Whatever the end, 
there was but one in the Avorld AAdroin I should regret, or 
Avho Avould regret me; and she hung, lierself, on the A’-erge 
of eternity. 

So that I Avas able to give Simon Fleix his last directions 
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with as much coolness as I ever felt in ray life. I stationed 
him with the tliree horses in the lane — which seemed as 
quiet and little frequented as in the morning — near the end 
of it, and about a hundred paces or more from the house. 

^ Turn their heads towards the ramparts/ I said, wheeling 
them round myself, ^ and then they will be ready to start. 
They are all quiet enough. You can let the Cid loose. And 
now listen to me, Simon,’ I continued. ^ Wait here until you 
see me return, dr until you see you are going to be attacked. 
In the first case, stay for me, of course ; in the second, save 
yourself as you please. Lastly, if neither event occurs be- 
fore half-past five — you will hear the convent-bell yonder 
ring at the half-hour — begone, and take the horses; they 
are yours. And one word more,’ I added hurriedly. ^If 
you can only get away with one horse, Simon, take the Cid. 
It is worth more than most men, and will not fail you at a 
pinch.’ 

As I turned away, I gave him one look to see if he under- 
stood. It was not without hesitation that after that look I 
left him. The lad’s face was flushed, he was breathing hard, 
his eyes seemed to be almost starting from his head. He 
sat his horse shaking in every limb, and had all the air of a 
man in a fit. I expected him to call me back ; but he did 
not, and reflecting that I must trust him, or give up the at- 
tempt, I went up the lane with my sword under my arm, 
and my cloak loose on my shoulders. I met a man driving 
a donkey laden with faggots. I saw no one else. It was 
already dusk between the walls, though light enough in the 
open country ; but that was in my favour, my onlj’' regret 
being that as the town gates closed shortly after half-past 
five, I could not defer my attempt until a still later hour. 

Pausing in the shadow of the house while a man might 
count ten, I impressed on my memory the position of the 
particular window which bore the knot ; then I passed 
quickly into the street, which was still full of movement, 
and for a second, feeling myself safe from observation in 
the crowd, I stood looking at the front of the lioxise. The 
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door was shut. ^ly heart sank when I saw this, for I had 
looked to find it still open. 

The feeling, liowever, that I could not wait, though time 
might present more than one opi)ortunity, spurred me on. 
What I could do 1 must do now, at once. The sense that 
this was so being heavy upon me, I saw nothing for it but 
to use the knocker and gain admission, by fraud if I could, 
and if not, by force. Accordingly I stepped briskly across 
the kennel, and made for the entrance. 

When T was within two paces of the steps, however, 
someone abruptly thrcAv the door open and stepped out. 
The man did not notice me, and I stood quickly aside, hoping 
that at the last minute my chance had come. Tavo men, 
Avho had apparently attended this first person doAAuistairs, 
stood respectfully behind him, holding lights. He paused 
a moment on the steps to adjust his cloak, and AA'ith more 
than a little surprise I recognised my acquaintance of the 
morning, M. de Bruhl. 

I had scarcely time to identify him before he Avalked 
doAvn the steps sAvinging his cane, brushed carelessl}’" past 
me, and Avas gone. The tAvo men looked after him aAvhile, 
shading their lights from the Avind, and one saying some- 
thing, the other laughed coarsel3^ The next moment they 
threAA'- the door to and AA^ent, as I saAV by the passage of 
their light, into the room on the left of the hall. • 

ISToaa'- Avas my time. I could have hoped for, praj’-ed for, 
expected no better fortune than this. The door had re- 
bounded slightly from the jamb, and stood open an incli or 
more. In a second I pushed it from me gently, slid into the 
hall, and closed it behind me. 

The door of the room on the left AA^as wide open, qnd the 
light Avhich shone through the dooi’Avay — othei’Avise the hall 
was dark — as Avell as the Amices of the tAvo men I had seen, 
Avarned ]ne to be careful. I stood, scarcely daring to breathe, 
and looked about me. There AAms no matting on the floor, 
no fire on the hearth. The hall felt cold, damp, and unin- 
habited. The state staircase rose in front of me, and pres- 
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ently bifurcating, formed a gallery round the place. I 
looked up, and up, and far above me, in the dim heights of the 
second floor, I espied a faint light — perhaps, the reflection 
of a light. 

A movement in the room on my left warned me that I 
had no time to lose, if I meant to act. At any minute one 
of the men might come out and discover me. With the 
utmost care I started on my journey. I stole across the 
stone floor of the hall easily and quietly enough, but I 
found the real difficulty begin when I came to the stairs. 
They were of wood, and creaked and groaned under me to 
such an extent that, with each step I trod, I expected the 
men to take the alarm. Fortunately all went well until I 
passed the first corner — I chose, of course, the left-hand 
flight — ^then a board jumped under my foot with a crack 
which sounded in the empty hall, and to my excited ears, 
as loud as a pistol-shot. I was in two minds whether I 
should not on the instant make a rush for it, but happily 
I stood still. One of the men came out and listened, and I 
heard the other ask, with an oath, what it was. I leant 
against the wall, holding my breath. 

‘ Only that wench in one of her tantrums ! ’ the man who 
had come out ansAvered, apiflying an epithet to her Avhich 
I Avill not set doAvn, but Avhich I carried to his account in 
the eAmnt of our coming face to face presently. ‘ She is 
quiet noAv. She may iiammer and hammer, but ’ 

The rest I lost, as he passed through the dooi'Avaj' and 
Avent back to his place by the fire. But in one Avay his 
Avords Avere of adA-antage to me. I concluded that I need 
not be so A'ery cautious noAAq seeing that they Avould set 
doAvn anything the}' heard to the same cause ; and I sped 
on more quickly. I had just gained the second floor land- 
ing AA'hen a loud noise beloAA' — the opening of the street 
door and the lieavy tread of feet in tlie hall — brought me 
to a temporary standstill. I looked cautiously over the 
balustrade, and saAV tAvo men go across to the room on the 
left. One of them spoke as he entered, chiding the other 
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knaves, I fancied, for leaving the door unbarred ; and the 
tone, tliougli not the words, eclioing sullenly up the stair- 
case, struck a familiar chord in my memoiy. The voice was 
Fresuoy’s ! 


GHAPTEE X. 

THE riGirX ox THE STAIRS, 

The certainty, which this sound gave me, that I was in 
the right house, and that it held also the villain to whom 
I owed all my misfortunes — for who but Fresnoy could 
have furnished the broken coin which had deceived made- 
moiselle? — had a singularly inspiriting eifeet upon me, 
I felt every muscle in jiiy body grow on the instant hard as 
steel, ]ny e3^es more keen, my ears sharper — all my senses 
more apt and vigorous, I stole off like a cat from the 
balustrade, over which I had been looking, and without a 
second’s delay began the seareh for mademoiselle’s room ; 
reflecting that though the garrison now amounted to four, 
I had no need to despair. If I could release the prisoners 
without noise — ^ivhich would be easy were the key in the 
loek — we might hope to pass through the hall by a tour de 
force of one kind or another. And a church-clopk at this 
moment striking Five, and reminding me that we had only 
half an hour in whieh to do all and reach the horses, I was 
the more inclined to risk something. 

The light which I had seen from below hung in a flat- 
bottomed lantern just beyond the head of the stairs, and 
outside the entrance to one of two passages which appeared 
to, lead to the back part of the house. Suspecting that 
M. de Bruhl’s business had lain with mademoiselle, I 
guessed that the light had been placed for his convenience. 
With this clue and the position of the window to guide me, 

I fixed on a door on the right of this passage, and scarcely 
four paces from the head of the stairs. Before I made any 
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sign, however, I knelt down and ascertained that there was 
a light in the room, and also that the key was not in the 
lock. 

So far satisfied, I scratched on the door with my finger- 
nails, at first softly, then with greater force, and iDresently 
I heard someone in the room rise. I felt sure that the per- 
son, whoever it was, had taken the alarm and was listening, 
and putting my lips to the keyhole I whispered made- 
moiselle’s namd. • 

A footstep crossed the room sharply, and I heard mut- 
tering just within the door. I thought I detected two 
voices. But I was impatient, and, getting no answer, whis- 
pered in the same manner as before, ' Mademoiselle de la 
Vire, are you there ? ’ 

Stni no answer. The muttering, too, had stopped, and 
all was still — in the room, and in the silent house. I tried 
again. ‘ It is I, Gaston de Marsac,’ I said. ‘ Do you hear ? 
I am come to release you.’ I spoke as loudly as I dared, 
hut most of the sound seemed to come back on me and 
wander in suspicious murmurings down the staircase. 

This time, however, an exclamation of surprise rewarded 
me, and a voice, which I recognised at once as made- 
moiselle’s, answered softly : 

‘ What is it ? Who is there ? ’ 

‘ Gaston de Marsac,’ I answered. ‘ Do you need my 
help ? ’ 

The very brevity of her reply ; the joyful soh which 
accompanied it, and which I detected even through the 
door; the wild cry of tliankfulness — almost an oath — of 
her companion — all these assured me at once that I was 
welcome — welcome as I had never been before — and, so 
assuring me, braced me to the height of any occasion which 
might befall. 

• Can 3’ou open the door ? ’ I muttered. All the time I 
was on my knees, my attention divided between the inside 
of the room and the stray sounds wliich now and then came 
up to me from the hall below. ‘ Have you the key ? ’ 
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‘ ITo ; we are locked in/ mademoiselle answered. 

I expected this. ‘ If tlie door is bolted inside/ I whis- 
pered, ‘ unfasten it, if you please.’ 

They answered that it Avas not, so bidding them stand 
back a little from it, I rose and set my shoulder against it. 
I hoped to be able to burst it in Avith only one crash, Avhich 
by itself, a single sound, might not alarm the men doAvn- 
stairs. But my Aveight made no impression upon the lock, 
and the opposite Avail being too far distant to alloAV me to 
get any purchase for my feet, I presently desisted. The 
closeness of the door to the jambs Avarned me that an 
attempt to prise it open Avould be equally futile ; and for 
a moment I stood gazing in perplexity at the solid planks, 
Avhich bid fair to baffle me to the end. 

The position Avas, indeed, one of great difflculty, nor can 
I noAV think of any Avay out of it better or other than that 
which I adopted. Against the Avail near the head of the 
stairs I had noticed, as I came up, a stout wooden stool. 
I stole out and fetched this, and setting it against the 
opposite Avail, endeavoured in this Ava}!" to get sufflcient 
purchase for my feet. The lock still held ; but, as I threw 
my Avhole av eight on the door, the panel against Avhich 
I leaned gaAm Avay and broke iiiAvards Avith a loud, crashing 
sound, Avhich echoed through the empty house, and might 
almost have been heard in the street outside. , 

It reached the ears, at any rate, of the men sitting beloAv, 
and I heard them troop noisilj’- out and stand in the hall, 
now talking loudly, and noAv listening. A minute of breath- 
less suspense folloAved — it seemed a long minute ; and then, 
to my relief, they tramped back again, and I Avas free to 
return to my task. Another thrust, directed a little loAver, 
Avonld, I hoped, do the business ; but to make this the more 
certain I knelt down and secured the stool firmly against 
the Avail. As I rose after settling it, something else; Avith- 
oirt sound or Avarning, rose also, taking me completely by 
surprise — a man’s head above the top stair, Avhich, as it 
happened, faced me. His eyes met mine, and I knew I Avas 
discovered. 
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He turned and bundled downstairs again with a seared 
face, going so quicMy that I could not have caught him if 
I would, or had had the wit to try. Of silence there was 
no longer need. In a few seconds the alarm would be 
raised. I had small time for thought. Laying myself 
bodily against the door, I heaved and pressed with all my 
strength ; but whether I was careless in my haste, or the 
cause was other, the lock did not give. Instead the stool 
slipped, and I fell with a crash on the floor at the very 
moment the alarm reached the men below. 

I remember that the crash of my unlucky fall seemed to 
release all the prisoned noises of the house. A faint scream 
within the room was but a prelude, lost the next moment 
in the roar of dismay, the clatter of weapons, and volley of 
oaths and cries and curses which, rolling up from below, 
echoed hollowly about me, as the startled knaves rushed to 
their weapons, and charged across the flags and up the stair- 
case. I had space for one desperate effort. Picking ray- 
self up, I seized the stool by two of its legs and dashed it 
twice against the door, driving in the panel I had before 
splintered. But that was all. The lock held, and I had 
no time for a third blow. The men were already halfway 
up the stairs. In a breath almost they would be upon me. 
I flung down the useless stool and snatched up my sword, 
which laj'- unsheathed beside me. So far the matter had 
gone against us, but it was time for a change of weapons 
now, and the end was not yet. I sprang to the head of the 
stairs and stood there, my arm bj’' my side and my point 
resting on the floor, in such an attitude of preparedness as 
I could compass at the moment. 

Por' I had not been in the house all this time, as may 
well be supposed, without deciding what I would do in 
case of surprise, and exactly where I could best stand on 
the defensive. The flat bottom of the lamp which hung 
outside the passage threw a deej) shadow on the spot im- 
mediatelj' below it, while the light fell brightly on the steps 
beyond. Standing in the shadow I could reach the edge of 
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tliG stnirs with my point, and swing the blade freely, with- 
out fear of the balustrade ; and here I posted myself with a 
certain grim satisfaction as Fresiio}^, with his three com- 
rades behind him, came bounding up the last flight. 

They were four to one, but I laughed to see how, not 
abruptl}’', but shamefacedly and b}' degrees, they came to a 
stand halfway up the flight, and looked at me, measuring 
the steps ,and the advantage which the light shining in 
their eyes gave me. Fresnoy’s ugly face Avas rendered 
uglier by a great strip of plaister Avhich marked the place 
AA'here the hilt of my SAvord had struck him in our last en- 
counter at Chize ; and this and the hatred he bore to me 
gave a peculiar malevolence to his look. The deaf man, 
MatthcAv, AAdiose saAaage stolidity had more than once ex- 
cited my anger on our journey, came next to him, the two 
strangers AA'hom I had seen in the hall bringing up the 
rear. Of the four, these last seemed the most anxious to 
come to bloAvs, and had Fresnoy not barred the Avay Avith 
his hand Ave should have crossed SAvords AAuthout parley. 

‘Halt, AA'ill ! ’’ he cried, AA'ith an oath, thrusting one of 
them back. And then to me he said, ‘ So, so, my friend ! 
It is 3’'ou, is it ? ’ 

I looked at him in silence, with a scorn Avhich kneAv no 
bounds, and did not so much as honour him by raising my 
SAA'-ord, though I Avatched him heedfull 3 '-. 

‘ What are you doing here ? ’ he continued, Avith an 
attempt at bluster. 

Still I Avould not ansAver him, or moAm, but stood looking 
doAvn at him. After a moment of this, he greAv restiAm, his 
temper being churlish and impatient at the best. Besides, 

I think he retained just so much of a gentleman’s fekings 
as enabled him to understand my contempt and smart un'der 
it. He moved a step upAvard, his broAv dark AAuth passion. 

‘You beggarly son of a scarecroAv!’ he broke out on a 
sudden, adding a string of foul ' imj)re cations, ‘Avill 3mu 
speak, or are you going to Avait to be spitted Avhei^e you 
stand ? If Ave once begin, my bantam, Ave shall not stop 
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until we hare done your business ! If you have anything 

to say, say itj and ^ But I omit the rest of his speech, 

which was foul beyond the ordinary. 

Still I did not move or speak, but looked at him unwaver- 
ing, though it pained me to think the women heard. He 
made a last attempt. ^ Come, old friend,^ he said, swallowing 
his anger again, or pretending to do so, and speaking with 
a vile bonhomie which I knew to be treacherous, ‘if we 
come to blows’ we shall give you no quarter. But one 
chance you shall have, for the sake of old days when we 
followed Conde. Go ! Take the chance, and go. We will 
let you pass, and that broken door shall be the worst of it. 
That is more,^ he added with a curse, ‘than I would do for 
any other man in your place, M. de Marsac.^ 

A sudden movement and a low exclamation in the room 
behind me showed that his words were heard there ; and 
these sounds being followed immediately by a noise as of 
riving wood, mingled with the quick breathing of someone 
hard at work, I judged that the women were striving with 
the door — enlargmg the opening it might be. I dared not 
look round, however, to see what progress they made, nor 
did I answer Fresnoy, save by the same silent contempt, 
but stood watching the men before me with the eye of a 
fencer about to engage. And I laiow nothing more keen, 
more vigilant, more steadfast than that. 

It was well I did, for without signal or warning the 
group wavered a moment, as though retreating, and the 
next instant precipitated itself upon me. Fortunately, 
only two could engage me at once, and Fresnoy, I noticed, 
was not of the two who dashed forward up the steps. One 
of the strangers forced himself to the front, and, taking the 
lead, pressed me briskly, Matthew seconding him in 
appearance, while really watching for an opportunity of 
running in and stabbing me at close quarters, a mancEUvre 
I was not slow to detect. 

Tliat first bout lasted half a minute only. A fierce exiilt- 
ant joy ran through me as the steel rang and grated, and I 
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fouucl that 1 had not mistaken the strength of wrist or 
position. The men were mine. They hampered one 
another on the stairs, and fought in fetters, being unable 
to advance or retreat, to lunge with freedom, or give back 
without fear. I apprehended greater danger from Matthew 
than from any actual opponent, and presen tl}’’, watching my 
opportunit}’, disarmed the latter by a strong jaarade, and 
swee])ing -Matthew’s sword aside by the same movement, 
slashed him across the forelicad ; then, drawing back a step, 
gave my lirst opponent the ];oint. He fell in a heap on the 
floor, as good as dead, and Matthew, (Hopping his sword, 
staggered backwards and downwards into Fresuoy’s arms. 

‘Bonne Foil France et Bonne Foil’ It seemed to me 
that I had not spoken, that I had plied steel in grimmest 
silence ; and yet the cry still rang and echoed in the roof 
as I lowered my point, and stood looking grimly down at 
tliem. Fresnoy’s face was disfigured with rage and 
chagrin. They were now but two to one, for IMatthew, 
though his wound was slight, was disabled by the blood 
which ran down into his eyes and blinded him. ‘France et 
Bonne Foi ! ’ 

‘ Bonne Foi and good sword ! ’ cried a voice behind me. 
And looking swiftl}' round, I saw mademoiselle’s face thrust 
through the hole in the door. Her eyes sparlded with a 
fierce light, her lips were red beyond the ordinary, and her 
hair, loosened and thrown into disorder bj’" her exertions, 
fell in thick masses about her white cheeks, and gave her 
the aspect of a war-witch, such as they tell of in my country 
of Brittany. ‘ Good sword ! ’ she cried again, and clapped 
her hands. 

‘But better board, mademoiselle!’! answered gaily. 
Like most of the men of mj’- province, I am commonly ^nelan- 
cholic, but I have the habit of growing witty at such times as 
these. ‘How, M. Fresnoy,’ I continued, ‘I am waiting your 
convenience. Must I put on my cloak to keep myself warm ? ’ 

He answered by a curse, and stood looking at me irreso- 
lutely. ‘ If you will come down,’ he said. 
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^Send yowY man away and I will come/ I answered 
bi‘iskl3\ ^ There is space on the landing, and a moderate 
liglit. But I must be quick. Mademoiselle and I are due 
elsewhere, and we are late already.^ 

- 1 ^ Still he hesitated. Still he looked at the man lying at 
his feet — who had stretched himself out and passed, quietly 
enough, a minute before — and stood dubious, the most pitia- 
ble picture of cowardice and malice — he being ordinarily a 
stout man — I ever saw. I called him poltroon and white- 
feather, and was considering whether I had not better go 
down to him, seeing that our time must be up, and Simon 
would be quitting his post, when a cry behind me caused 
me to turn, and I saw that mademoiselle was no longer 
looking through the opening in the door. 

Alarmed on her behalf, as I reflected that there might be 
other doors to the room, and the men have other accom- 
plices in the house, I sprang to the door to see, but had 
barel}^ time to send a single glance round the interior — 
which showed me only that the room was still occupied — 
Y before Tresnoy, taking advantage of my movement and of 
in^" back being turned, dashed up the stairs, with his com- 
rade at his heels, and succeeded in penning me into the 
narrow passage where I stood. 

I had scarcelj- time, indeed, to turn and put myself on 
guard before he thrust at me. Nor was that all. The supe- 
riority in position no longer lay with me. I found m5^self 
fighting between walls close to the opening in the door, 
through wdiich the light fell athwart my eyes, baffling and 
perplexing me. Tresuoy was not slow to see the aid this 
gave him, and pressed me hard and desperately; so that 
wc played for a full minute at close quarters, thrusting and 
I parr3dng3 neither of us having room to use the edge, or time 
to utter word or pra3’'er. 

At this gailie we were so eventy matched that for a time 
the end was hard to tell. Presentty, however, there came 
a change. IMy opponent's habit of wild living suited ill 
vnth a prolonged bout, and as his strength and breath failed 
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and he began to give ground I discerned I had only to wear 
him o\it to liave him at my mercy. He felt this himself, 
and'even by that light I saw the sweat spring in great drops 
to his forehead, saw the terror grow in his ejms. Alread3’’ 
I was counting him a dead man and the victory mine, when 
something flashed behind his blade, and his comrade’s pon- 
iard, whizzing past his shoulder, struck me fairlj'- on tlie 
chin, staggering me and hurling me back dizz}’- and half- 
stunned, uncertain what had happened to me. 

Sped an inch lower it would have done its work and fin- 
ished mine. Even as it was, 1113^ hand going up as I reeled 
back gave Fresno^y an opening, of which he was not slow to 
avail himself. He sprang forward, lunging at me furiousl3’’, 
and would have run me through tliere and then, and ended 
the matter, had not his foot, as he advanced, caught in the 
stool, which still la3'' against the wall. He stumbled, his 
point missed 1113^ hip b3’' a hair’s breadth, and he himself 
fell all his length on the floor, his rapier breaking off short 
at tlie hilt. 

His one remaining backer sta3’'ed to cast a look at him, 
and that was all. The man fled, and I chased him as far as 
the head of the stairs ; where I left him, assured by the 
speed and agility he displa3md in clearing flight after flight 
that I had nothing to fear from him. Fresnoy lay, ap- 
parentl3’' stunned, and comjDletely at 1113'- mercy. I stood 
an instant looking down at him, in two minds Avhether I 
should not run him through. But the memory of old da3>’s, 
when he had pla3md his part in more honourable fashion and 
shown a coarse good-fellowship in the field, held 1113^ hand ; 
and flinging a curse at him, I turned in anxious haste to the 
'door, the centre of all this bloodshed and commotion. The 
light still shone through the breach in the panel, but for 
some minutes — since Fresnoy’s rush up the stairs, indeed — 
I had heard no sound from this quarter. How, looking in 
with aiiprehensions which grew with the continuing silence, 
I learned the reason. The room was empty ! 

Such a disappointment in the moment of triumph was 
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hard to bear. I saw myself, after all clone and won, on the 
point of being again outwitted, distanced, it might be fooled. 
In frantic haste and excitement I snatched up the stool be- 
side me, and, dashing it twice against the lock, forced it at 
3 last to yield. The door swung open, and I rushed into the 
room, which, abandoned by those who had so latel}'- oocupied 
it, presented nothing to detain me. ' I cast a single glance 
round, saw that, it was squalid, low-roofed, unfurnished, a 
mere jirison; then swiftly crossing the floor, I made for 
a door at the farther end, which my eye had marked from 
the first. A candle stood flaring and guttering on a stool, 
and as I passed I took it up. 

Somewhat to my surprise the door yielded to my touch. 
In trembling haste — ^for what might not befall the women 
while I fumbled with doors or rvandered in passages ? — I 
flung it wide, and passing through it, found myself at the 
head of a narrow, mean staircase, leading, doubtless, to the 
servants’ offices. At this, and seeing no hindrance before 
me, I took heart of grace, reflecting that mademoiselle might 
'• have escaped from the house this way. Though it would 
now be too late to quit the city, I might still overtake her, 
and all end well. Accordingly I hurried down the stairs, 
shading my candle as I rvent from a cold draught of air 
which met me, and grew stronger as I descended; until 
reaching the bottom at last, I came abruptly upon an open 
door, and an old, wrinkled, sluivelled woman. 

The hag screamed at sight of me, and crouched down on 
the floor ; and doubtless, with my drawn sword, and the 
blood dripping from my chin and staining all the front of 
my doublet, I looked fierce and uncanny enough. But I 
felt it was no time for sensibility — I was panting to be 
4 away — and I demanded of her sternly where they were. 
She seemed to have lost her voice — through fear, perhaps 
— and for answer onl}’- stared at me stupidly ; but on my 
handling my Aveapon rvith some readiness she so far 
recovered her senses as to utter tAvo loud screams, one after 
the other, and point to the door beside her. I doubted her ; 

i2 
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and yot 1 iliought in lier terror slic must he telling the 
truth, the more as J saw no other door, in any case 1 must 
risk it, so, setting t.lic candle down on i.lio stop heside her, 

I passed nut. 

For a moment the darkness was so •intense that I felt my 
way with my sword heJ'ore me, in ahsolute ignorance where 
1 was or on what my loot might next rest. I was at the 
mercy of aTiyonc who chanced to he lying in Avait for me : 
and I shivered as the cold damp wind struck my cheek and 
stirred mj' hair. But h 3 '-and-hy; Avhen I had taken two or 
three steps, m}’- e}'es grcAv accustomed to the gloom, and I 
made out the naked houghs of trees between myself and 
the sky, and guessed that 1 Avas in a garden. IMj' left hand, 
touching a shrub, continued me in this belief, and in an- 
other moment I distinguished something like the outline of 
a path stretching away l^efore me. FolloAving it rapidly— 
as rapidly as I dared— I came to a corner, as it seemed to 
me, turned it blindly, and stopped short, po(?ring into a 
curtain of solid blackness Avhich barred my path, and 
overhead mingled confusedly Avith the dark shapes of trees. 
But this, too, after a brief hesitation, I made out to be a 
Avail, AdA’ancing to it AA'ith outstretched hands, I felt the 
AAmodAA'ork of a door, and, groping about, lit presentl 3 ' on a 
loop of cord. I pulled at this, the door yielded, and I AA^ent 
out, 

I found myself in a narroAA^, dark lane, and looking up 
and doAvn discovered, Avhat I might have guessed before, 
that it was the Euelle d’Arcy. But mademoiselle? 
Fanchette ? Simon ? Where Avere they ? FTo one Avas to 
be seen. Tormented by doubts, I lifted up my voice aud 
• called on them in turn; first on mademoiselle,' then on 
Simon Flcix. In vain ; I got no answer. High up above 
me I saAA^, as I stood back a little, lights moving in the 
house I had left; and the suspicion that, after all, the 
enemy had foiled me grcAv upon me. SomehoAv they had 
deco3'^ed mademoiselle to another part of the house, and 
then the old Avoman had misled me ! 
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I turned fiercely to the door, -which I had left ajar, 
resolved to re-enter by the Avay I had come, and have an 
explanation -whether or no. To my surprise — for I had 
not moved six paces from the door nor heard the slightest 
sound — I found it not only closed but bolted — bolted both 
at top and bottom, as I discovered on trying it. 

I fell on that to kicking it furiously, desperatelj^ ; partly 
in a tempest of rage and chagrin, partly in the hope that I 
might frighten 'the old woman, if it was she who had closed 
it, into opening it again. In vain, of course ; and presently 
I saw this and desisted, and, still in a whirl of haste and 
excitement, set off running towards the place where I had 
left Simon Fleix and the horses. It was fully six o’clock 
as I judged; but some faint hope that I might find him 
there with mademoiselle and her woman still lingered in 
my mind. I reached the end of the lane, I ran to the very 
foot of the ramparts, I looked right and left. In vain. 
The place was dark, silent, deserted. 

I called ■ Simon ! Simon ! Simon Fleix ! ’ but my only 
answer was the soughing of the wind in the eaves, and the 
slow tones of the convent-bell striking Six. 


CHAPTER XL 

THE MAX AT THE DOOR. 

There are some things, not shameful in themselves, 
which it shames one to remember, and among these I count 
the succeeding hurry and perturbation of that night : the 
vain search, without hope or clue, to which passion im- 
])elledmc, and the stubborn persistence witli which I rushed 
irantically from place to jfiace long after the soberness of 
re;ison would have had me desist. Tliere was not, it 
.seenis to me, looking back now, one street or alley, lane or 
court, in Blois wliich I did not visit again and again in my 
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frantic ■wanderings ; not a beggar skulking on foot that 
night wliom I did not limit down and question ; not a 
wretched woman sleejiing in arch or doorway whom I did 
not see and scrutinise. I returned to nqy mother’.s lodging 
again and again, always fruitlessly. I rushed to the stables 
and rushed away again, or stood and listened in the dark, 
empty stalls, wondering what had happened, and torturing 
myself with suggestions of this or that. And everywhere, 
not only at the North-gate, where I interrogated the porters 
and found that no party resembling that which I sought 
had passed out, but on the i)arvh of the Cathedral, where 
a guard was drawn up, and in the (iomnion streets, where I 
burst in on one group and another with 1113' queries, I ran 
the risk of suspicion and arrest, and all that might folloiv 
thereon. 

It was strange indeed that I escaped arrest. The wound 
in m}’- chin still bled at intervals, staining 1113' doublet; and 
as I was without 1113' cloak, which I had left in the house in 
the Hue Valois, I had nothing to cover m3' disordered dress. 
I was keonl3’’, liercel3" anxious. .Stra3' passers meeting me 
in the glare of a torch, or seeing me huriy by the great 
braziers which burned where four streets met, looked 
askance at me and gave me the wall ; while men in authorit3" 
cried to me to sta3’' and answer their questions. I ran from 
the one and the other with the same savage impatience, dis- 
regarding everything in the feverish anxiet3' Avhich sinirred 
me on and impelled me to a hundred imprudences, such as 
at 1113'- age I should have blushed to commit, kfuch of this 
feeling was due, no doubt, to the glimpse I had had of 
mademoiselle, and the lieiy words she had spoken ; more, I 
fancy, to chagrin and anger at the manner in which the 
cup of success had been dashed at the last moment from 
my lips. 

For four hours I wandered through the streets, now hot 
Avith purpose, now seeking aimlessly. It Avas ten o’clock 
Avhen at length I gave up the search, and, Avorn out both in 
body and mind, climbed the stairs at my mother’s lodgings 
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and entered her room. An old 'woman sat by the fire, 
crooning softly to herself, %yhile she stiiTed something in a 
black pot. My mother lay in the same hea'vy, deep sleep 
in which I had left her, I sat down opposite the nurse 
(who cried out at my appearance) and asked her dully for 
some food. When I had eaten it, sitting in a kind of 
stupor the 'while, the result partl}^ of my late exertions, 
and partly of the silence 'which pi'evailed round me, I 
bade the woman call me if any change took place ; and then 
going heavily across to the garret Simon had occupied, I 
lay down on his pallet, and fell into a sound, dreamless sleep. 

The next day and the next night I spent beside my 
mother, watching the life ebb fast away, and thinking with 
grave sorrow of her past and my future. It pained me 
beyond measure to see her die thus, in a garret, without 
proper attendance or any but bare comforts; tlie existence 
which had once been bright and prosperous ending in pen- 
ury and gloom, such as my mother’s love and hope and 
self-sacrifice little deserved. Her state grieved me sharply 
on my own account too, seeing that I had formed none of 
those familiar relations which men of ni}- age have com- 
moulj' formed, and which console them for the loss of 
parents and forbears; aSTature so ordering it, as I have taken 
note, that men look forward rather than backward, and 
find in the ties they form with the future full compensation 
for the parting strands behind them. I was alone, poverty- 
stricken, and in middle life, seeing nothing before me ex- 
cept danger and hardship, and these unrelieved by hope or 
affection. This last adventure, too, desjnte all my efforts, 
had sunk me deeper in the mire ; b3^ increasing my enemies 
and f\lienating from me some to whom I might have turned 
at the worst. In one other respect also it had added to m}^ 
troubles not a little ; for the image of mademoiselle wan- 
deriug alone and unguarded through tlie streets, or vainh* 
calling on me for help, persisted iu thrusting itself on my 
imagination when I least wanted it, and came even between 
m3’ mother’s patient face and me. 
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I -was sitting beside IMadanie de Bonne a little aftei 
sunset on the second day, the woman who attended hei 
being absent on an errand, when I remarked that the lamp, 
which had been recently lit, and stood on a stool in the 
middle of the room, was burning low and needed snuffing. 
I went to it softly, and while stooping over it, tiying to 
improve the light, heard a slow, heavy step ascending the 
stairs. The house Avas quiet, and the sound attracted my 
full attention. I raised mj'self and stood listening, hoping 
that this might be the doctor, who had not been that day. 

The footsteps passed the landing below, but at the first 
stair of the next flight the person, Avhoever it Avas, stumbled, 
and made a considerable noise. At that, or it might be a 
moment later, the step still ascending, I heard a sudden 
rustling behind me, and, turning quickly Avith a start, saAV 
my mother sitting up in bed. Her e3'es Avere open, and she 
seemed fully conscious ; Avhich she had not been for da^'^s, 
nor indeed since the last conA^ersation I have recorded. 
But her face, though it was noAv sensible, Avas pinched and 
Avhite, and so draAvn Avith mortal fear that I believed her 
dying, and sprang to her, unable to construe otherwise the 
pitiful look in her straining ejms. 

‘ Madame,’ I said, hastily passing 103’' arm round her, and 
speaking Avith as much encouragement as I could infuse 
into my voice, ‘ take comfort. I am here. Your son.’ 

‘Hush!’ she muttered in ansAAmr, la3'’ing her :^eeble hand 
on my Avrist and continuing to look, not at me, but at the 
door. ‘ Listen, Gaston ! Don’t 3^11 hear ? There it is 
again. Again 1 ’ 

For a moment I thought her mind still wandered, and I 
shivered, having no fondness for hearing such things. 
Then 1 saw she Avas listening intentl3’' to the sound which 
had attracted m3’’ notice. The step had reached the land- 
ing 1)3’’ this time. The Ausitor, AvhoeA’er it Avas, paused 
there a moment, being in darkness, and uncertain, perhaps, 
of the position of the door; but in a little Avhile I heard 
him moA’’e foi’Avard again, 1113' mother’s fragile form, clasped 
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as it was in my embrace, quivering with each step he took, 
as though his weight stirred the house. He tapped at the 
door. 

I had thought, while I listened and wondered, of more 
than one whom this might be: the leech, Simon Fleix, 
j\radame Bruhl, Fresnoy even. But as the tap came, and I 
felt my mother tremble in my arms, enlightenment came 
with it, and I pondered no more. I knew as well as if she 
had spoken and told me. There could be only one man 
whose presence had such power to terrify hei’, only one 
whose mere step, sounding through the veil, could drag her 
back to consciousness and fear ! And that was the man 
who had,beggared her, who had traded so long on her terrors. 

I moved a little, intending to cross the floor softly, that 
when he opened the door he might And me face to face with 
him ; but she detected the movement, and, love giving her 
strength, she clung to my wrist so fiercely that I had not 
the heart, knowing how slender was her hold on life and 
how near the brink she stood, to break from her. I con- 
strained myself to stand still, though every muscle grew 
tense as a drawn bowstring, and I felt the strong rage rising 
in my throat and choking me as I waited for him to enter. 

A log on the hearth gave way Avith a dull sound startling 
in the silence. The man tapped again, and getting no 
answer, for neither of us spoke, pushed the door slowly 
open, uttering before he showed himself the Avords, ‘ Dieu 
A’ous benisse ! ’ in a voice so Ioav and smooth I shuddered at 
the sound. The next moment he came in and saw me, and, 
starting, stood at gaze, his head thrust slightly forward, 
his shoulders bent, his hand still on the latch, amazement 
and frowning spite in turn distorting his lean face. He 
had looked to find a Aveak, defenceless Avoman, Avhoin he 
could torture and rob at his AA'ill ; he saw instead a strong 
man armed, Avhose righteous anger he must iuiAm been blind 
indeed had he failed to read. 

Strangest thing of all, Ave had met before ! I kneAV him 
at once — he me. He Avas the same Jacobin monk AAdiom I 
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had seen at the inn on the Claine, and who had told me the 
news of G-uise’s death ! 

I uttered an exclamation of surprise on making this dis- 
covery, and my mother, freed suddenly, as it seemed, from 
the spell of fear, Avhich had given her unnatural strength, 
sank back on the bed. Her grasp relaxed, and her breath 
came and went with so loud a rattle that I removed my 
gaze from him, and bent over her, full of concern and 
solicitude. Our eyes met. She tried to speak, and at last 
gasped, ‘Hot now, Gaston ! Let him — let him ’ 

Her lips framed the word ‘ go,’ but she could not give it 
sound. I understood, however, and in impotent wrath I 
waved my hand to him to begone. When I looked up he 
had already obeyed me. He had seized the first oppor- 
tunity to escape. The door was closed, the lamp burned 
steadily, and we were alone. 

I gave her a little Armagnac, which stood beside the bed 
for such an occasion, and she revived, and presently opened 
her eyes. But I saw at once a great change in her. The 
look of fear had passed altogether from her face, and one of 
sorroAv, yet content, had taken its place. She laid her hand 
in mine, and looked up at me, being too weak, as I thought, 
to speak. But ,by-and-by, when the strong spirit had done 
its work, she signed to me to lower my head to her mouth. 

‘ The King of Havarre,’ she murmured — ‘you are sure, 
Gaston — he Avill retain you in jmur — employments ?’ 

Her pleading eyes were so close to mine, I felt no scru- 
ples such as some might have felt, seeing her so near death ; 
but I answered firmly and cheerfully, ‘Madame, I am 
assured of it. There is no iDrince in Europe so trustworthy 
or so good to his servants.’ ^ 

,% She sighed with infinite content, and blessed him in a 
feeble whisper. ‘ And if you live,’ she went on, ‘ you will 
rebuild the old house, Gaston. The walls are sound yet. 
And the oak in the hall Avas not burned. There is a chest 
of linen at Gil’s, and a chest with your father’s gold lace — 
but tkat is pledged,’ she added dreamil}'-. ‘ I forgot.’ 
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^Madame/ I answered solemnly, ^it shall be done — it 
shall be done as you wish, if the power lie with me.^ 

She lay for some time after that murmuring prayers, her 
head supported on my shoulder, I longed impatiently for 
the nurse to return, that I might despatch her for the 
leech ; not that I thought anything could be done, but for 
my own comfort and greater satisfaction afterwards, and 
that my mother might not die without some fitting attend- 
ance. The house remained quiet, however, with that im- 
pressive quietness which sobers the heart at such times, 
and I could not do this. And about six o’clock mj’^ mother 
opened her e3'’es again. 

^ This is not Marsac,’ she murmured abruptly, her eyes 
roving from the ceiling to the wall at the foot of the bed. 

‘ No, Madame,’ I answered, leaning over her, ^you are in 
Blois. But I am here — Gaston, your son.’ 

She looked at me, a faint smile of pleasure stealing over 
her pinched face. ^Twelve thousand livres a year,’ she 
whispered, rather to herself than to me, ^ and an establish- 
ment, reduced a little, yet creditable, ver3^ creditable.’ Bor 
a moment she seemed to be dying in my arms, but again 
opened her eyes quickly and looked me in the face. ^ Gas- 
ton ?’ slie said, suddenly and strangely. ^Who said Gaston? 
He is with the King — I have blessed him; and his daj’s 
shall be long in the land!’ Then, raising herself in my arms 
with a last effort of strength, she cried loudly, MVa}’ there! 
Waj^ for my son, the Sieur de Marsac!’ 

They were her last words. When I laid her down on the 
bed a moment later, she was dead, and I was alone. 

Madame de Bonne, my mother, was seventy at the time 
oC her death, having survived my father eighteen 3"ears. 
She was ]\Iarie de Boche de Loheac, third daugliter of 
Baonl, Sieur de Loheac, on the Vilaine, and b3' her great- 
grandmother, a daughter of Jean de Laval, was descended 
from the ducal famil}’- of Bohan, a relationship Avhich in 
aft^u'-tiines, and under grcatl3" altered circumstances, Hemy 
l>uke of Bohan condescended to acknowledge, honouring 
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me with his friendship on more occasions than one. Her 
death, which I have here recorded, took place on the fourth 
of January, the Qneen-Mother of ITrance, Catherine de 
Medicis, dying a little after noon on the following day. 

In Blois, as in every other town, even Paris itself, the 
Huguenots possessed at this time a powerful organisation ; 
and with the aid of the surgeon, who showed me much re- 
spect in my bereavement, and exercised in my behalf all the 
influence which skilful and honest men of his craft invaria- 
bly possess, I was able to arrange for my mother’s burial in 
a private ground about a league beyond the walls and near 
the village of Chaverny. At the time of her death I had 
only thirty crowns in gold remaining, Simon Fleix, to Avhose 
fate I could obtain no clue, having carried off thirty-five 
with the horses. The whole of this residue, however, with 
the exception of a handsome gratuity to the nurse and a 
trifle spent on my clothes, I expended on the funeral, desiring 
that no stain should rest on my mother’s birth or my affection. 
Accordingly, though the ceremony was of necessity private, 
and indeed secret, and the mourners were few, it lacked 
nothing, I think, of the decency and propriety which my 
mother loved ; and which she preferred, I have often heard 
her say, to the vulgar show that is equally at the command 
of the noble and the farmer of taxes. 

Until she was laid in her quiet resting-place 1 stood in 
constant fear of some interruption on the part either of 
Bruhl, whose connection with Fresnoy and the abduction I 
did not doubt, or of the Jacobin monk. But none came ; 
and nothing happening to enlighten me as to the fate of 
Mademoiselle de la Vire, I saw my duty clear before me. I 
disposed of the furniture of my mother’s room, and ‘indeed 
of •• every thing which was saleable, and raised in this,way 
enough money to buy myself a new cloak — without which 
I could not travel in the wintry weather — and to hire a 
horse. Sorry as the animal was, the dealer required secur- 
ity, and I had none to offer. It was only at the last moment 
I bethought me of the fragment of gold chain which made- 
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moiselle had left behind her, and Avhich, as well as my moth- 
er's rings and vinaigrette, I had kept back from the sale. 
This I was forced to lodge with him. Having thns, with 
some pain and more humiliation, provided means for the 
journey, I lost not an liour in beginning it. On the eighth 
of January I set out for Bosny, to carry the news of m3’’ ill- 
success and of mademoiselle’s position whither I had looked 
a week before to carry herself. 


CHAPTER XIL 

MAXIMILIAN X)E EETHUNE, BAKON DE ROSNY. 

I L 003 CED to make the journey to Eosny in two days. 
But the heaviness of the roads and the sorry condition of 
my hackney hindered me so greatly that I lay the second 
night at Dreux, and, hearing the wa}^ was still worse be- 
tween that place and my destination, began to think that 
I should be fortunate if I reached Eosiiy by tlie following 
noon. The country in this part seemed devoted to the 
League, the feeling increasing in violence as I approached 
the Seine. I heard nothing save abuse of the King of 
Prance and praise of the Guise princes, and had much ado, 
keeping a still tongue and riding modestly, to pass without 
molestation or inquiry. 

Drawing near to Bosny, on the third nioming, through a 
low marsly country covered with woods and alive with 
game of all kinds, I began to occup}’^ m3"self with thoughts 
of the' reception I was likel}’* to encounter; which, I con- 
jectured, would be none of the most jdeasant. The daring 
and vigour of the Baron de Kosn}’’, who had at this time 
the reputation of being in all parts of France at once, and 
the familiar terms on wliicl) he was knoivn to live with the 
King of Navarre, gave me small reason to hope that he 
would listen with indulgence to such a tale as I had to tell. 
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The nearer I came to the hour of telling it, indeed, the 
]nore improbable seemed some of its parts, and the more 
glaring my OAvn carelessness in losing the token, and in 
letting mademoiselle out of my sight in such a place as 
Blois. I saw this so clearly now, and more clearly as the 
morning advanced, that I do not know that I ever aiitici- 
pated anj^thing with more fear than this explanation ; which 
it yet seemed my duty to offer with all reasonable speed. 
The morning was warm, I remember; cloudy, yet not dark; 
the air near at hand full of moisture and very clear, with a 
circle of mist rising some way off, and filling the woods 
with blue distances. The road was deep and foundrous, 
and as I was obliged to leave it from time to time in order 
to pass the worst places, I presently began to fear that I 
had strayed into a by-road. After advancing some distance, 
in doubt whether I should persevere or turn back, I was 
glad to see before me a small house placed at the junction 
of several woodland paths. From the bush Avhich hung 
over the door, and a Avater-trough which stood beside it, I 
judged the place to be an inn ; and determining to get mj’- 
liorse fed before I AA'^ent farther, I rode up to the door and 
rapped on it Avith my riding-SAviteh. 

The position of the house was so remote that I Avas sur- 
prised to see three or four heads thrust immediately out of 
a AvindoAv. For a moment I thought I should have done 
better to have passed by ; but the landlord coming out very 
civilly, and leading the way to a shed beside the house, I 
reflected that I had little to lose, and folloAved him. I 
found, as I expected, four horses tied up in the shed, the 
bits hanging round their necks and their girths loosed; 
Avhile my surprise Avas not lessened by the arrival, before I 
had fastened up my own horse, of a sixth rider, avIio, seeing 
us by the shed, rode ux? to us, and saluted me as he dis- 
mounted. 

He was a tall, strong man in the xorime of youth, wearing 
a plain, almost mean suit of dust-coloured leather, and 
carrying no weapons exceiff a hunting-knife, AA^hieh hung in 
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a sheath at his girdle. He rode a powerful silver-roan 
horse, and was splashed to the top of his high untanncd 
boots, as if he liad come by the worst of paths, if bj’^ any. 

He cast a shrewd glance at the landlord as he led his 
horse into the shed; and I judged from his brown complex- 
ion and quick eyes that he had seen much weather and 
lived an out-of-door life. 

He watclied me somewhat curiously while I mixed the 
fodder for my librse ; and when I went into the house and 
sat down in the first room I came to, to eat a little bread- 
and-eheese which I had in my pouch, he joined me almost 
immediately. Apparently he could not stomach my poor 
fare, however, for after watching me for a time in silence, 
switching his boot with his whip the while, he called the 
landlord, and asked him, in a masterful way, what fresh 
meat he had, and particularly if he had any lean collops, or 
a fowl. 

The fellow answered that there was nothing. His honour 
could have some Lisieux cheese, he added, or some stewed 
lentils. 

‘His honour does not want cheese,’ the stranger answered 
peevishly, ‘nor lentil porridge. And what is this I smell, 
111}’' friend ? ’ he continued, beginning suddenly to sniff with 
rigour. ‘I swear I smell cooking.’ 

‘ It is the liind-quarter of a buck, which is cooking for 
the four gentlemen of the Eobe ; with a collop or two to 
follow,’ the landlord explained ; and humbly excused him- 
self on the ground that the gentlemen had strictl}’’ engaged 
it for tlieir own eating. 

‘ liat ? A whole quarter ! and a collop or two to folloAv ! ’ 
the stranger retorted, smacking his lips. ‘"Who are they ?’ 

‘ Two advocates and their clerks from the Parliament of 
Paris. The}' hare been riewing a boundary near here, and 
are returning this afternoon,’ the landlord answered. 

‘Xo reason why they should cause a famine ! ’ ejaculated 
the stranger with energy. ‘ Go to them and say a gentle- 
man, who has ridden far, and fasted since seren this morn- 
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ill". rpr|Uost.s inM-inissioii to sit; at tiu-ir talilo. A (jiiartor of 
venison and a eolloj) or two ainoii" fonr!' lie eontinned, in 
atone of extreme distrust. ‘It is iniolcrnlde ! And advo- 
cates ! Why. at that rate, the Kintr of France should eat a 
Avholc buck, and rise hnn"kV • J^on’t you agree with me, 
sir?' he continued, turning on me and putting the question 
abruptly. 

TTe was so comically and yet so seriously angry, and 
lookeil .so closely at me as he sjioke. that 1 hastened to 
sa}' I agreed with him perfectly. 

•' Yet you eat cheese, sir ! ■ he retorted irritably. 

I saw that, not withstanding the simplicity of his dre.ss. 
he was a gentleman, and so, forbearing to take offence, I 
told him ])lainly that my pnr.se being light I travelled 
rather as I eonld than as I would. 

• Is it so? - he answered hastily. ‘Had I known that, I 
would have joined you in the cheese! After all, I would 
rather fast with a gentleman, than feast with a churl. But 
it is too late now. .Seeing you mix the fodder, 1 thought 
your pockets were full.’ 

‘ The nag is tired, and has done its best,’ I answered. 

He looked at me curiously, and as though he would say 
more. But the landlord returning at that moment, ho 
turned to him instead. 

‘ Well !’ he said briskl 3 \ ‘ Is it all right ? ’ • 

‘I .am soriy, youv honour,’ the man answered, reluctantl}*, 
.and with a very downcast air, ‘ but the gentlemen beg to 
be excused.’ 

‘ Zounds ! ’ cried my companion roundlja ‘ They do, do 
the}’- ? ’ 

‘ They say they have no more, sir,’ the Landlord epntinued, 
faltering, ‘ than enough for themselves and a little dog they 
have with them.’ 

A .shout of laughter which issued at that moment from 
the other room seemed to show that the quartette were 
making merry over my companion’s request. I saw his 
check redden, and looked for an explosion of anger on his 
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part; but instead lie stood a moment in thought in the 
middle of the floor, and then, much to the innkeeper’s 
relief, pushed a stool towards me, and called for a* bottle of 
the best wine. He pleasantly begged leave to eat a little 
of my cheese, which he said looked better than the Lisieux, 
and, filling my glass with wine, fell to as merrily as if he 
had never heard of the party in the other room. 

I was more than a little surprised, I remember; for I 
had taken him^ to be a passionate man, and not one to sit 
down under an affront. Still I said nothing, and we con- 
versed very well together. I noticed, however, that he 
stopped speaking more than once, as though to listen ; but 
conceiving that he was merely reverting to the party in the 
other room, who grew each moment more uproarious, I said 
nothing, and was completely taken by surprise when he 
rose on a sudden, and, going to the open window, leaned 
out, shading his eyes with his hand. 

^ What is it ? ’ I said, preparing to follow him. 

He answered by a quiet chuckle. ^You shall see,’ he 
added the next instant. 

I rose, and going to the window looked out over his shoul- 
der. Three men w^ere approaching the inn on horseback. 
Tlie first, a great burty, dark-complexioned man with fierce 
black e5^es and a feathered cap, had pistols in his holsters 
and a short sword by his side. Tlie other two, with the 
air of servants, were stout fellows, wearing green doublets 
and leather breeches. All three rode good horses, while a 
footman led two hounds after them in a leash. On seeing 
us tliay cantered forward, the leader waving his bonnet. 

^Halt, there!’ cried my companion, lifting up his voice 
wlien they were within a stone’s throw of us. ^ Maignan 1 ’ 
Ofy lord?’ answered he of the feather, pulling up on 
the instant. 

You vill find six horses in the shed there,’ the stranger 
cried in a voice of command. ^ Turn out the four to tlie 
h-fr as you go in. Give each a cut, and send it about its 
business ! ’ 
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The man wheeled his horse before the words were well 
uttered, and crying obseguiously ‘ that it was done/ flung his 
reins to one of the other riders and disappeared in the shed, 
as if the order given him were the most commonplace one 
in the world. 

The party in the other room, however, by whom all 
could be heard, were not slow to take the alarm. They 
broke into a shout of remonstrance, and one of their num- 
ber, leaping from the window, asked with a very fierce air 
what the devil we meant. The others thrust out their 
faces, swollen and flushed with the wine they had drunk, 
and with many oaths backed up his question, ISTot feeling 
myself called upon to interfere, I prepared to see something 
diverting. 

My companion, whose coolness surprised me, had all the 
air of being as little concerned as myself. He even per- 
sisted for a time in ignoring the angry lawyer, and, turning 
a deaf ear to all the threats and abuse with which the others 
assailed him, continued to look calmly at the prospect. 
Seeing this, and that nothing could move him, the man 
who had jumped through the window, and who seemed the 
most enterprising of the party, left us at last and ran 
towards the stalls. The aspect of the two serving-men, 
however, who rode up grinning, and made as if they would 
ride him down, determined him to return ; which he did, 
pale with fury, as the last of the four horses clattered out, 
and after a puzzled look round trotted of£ at its leisure into 
the forest. 

On this, the man grew more violent, as I have remarked 
frightened men do; so that at last the stranger conde- 
scended to notice him, ‘ My good sir,’ he said coolly, look- 
ing at him through the window as if he had not seen him 
before, ‘ you annoy me. What is the matter ? ’ 

The fellow retorted with a vast amount of bluster, asking 
what the devil we meant by turning out his horses. 

'Only to give you and the gentlemen with you a little exer- 
cise,’ my companion answered, with grim humour, and in a 
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severe tone strange in one so young — ^tlian whicli nothing is 
more wholesome after a full meal. That, and a lesson in 
good manners. Maignan/ he continued, raising his voice, ^if 
this person has anything more to say, answer him. He is 
nearer your degree than mine.^ 

And leaving the man to slink away like a whipped dog — 
for the mean are ever the first to cringe — my friend turned 
from the window. Meeting my eyes as he went back to his 
seat, he laughed. ^ Well,’ he said, ^what do you think?’ 

^ That the ass in the lion’s skin is very well till it meets 
the lion,’ I answered. 

He laughed again, and seemed pleased, as I doubt not he 
was. ^ Pooh, pooh ! ’ he said. ^ It passed the time, and I 
think I am quits with my gentlemen now. But I must be 
riding. Possibly our roads may lie for a while in the same 
direction, sir ? ’ And he looked at me irresolutely. 

I answered cautiously that I was going to the town of 
Posny. 

^Tou are not from Paris ? ’ he continued, still looking at 
me. 

^ Ho,’ I answered. ^ I am from the south.’ 

^From Blois, perhaps ?’ 

I nodded. 

^ Ah ! ’ he said, making no comment, which somewhat sur- 
prised me, all men at this time desiring news, and looking 
to Blois for it. ^ I am riding towards Posny also. Let us 
be going.’ 

But I noticed that as we got to horse, the man he called 
Maignan holding his stirrup with much formality, he turned 
and looked at me more than once with an expression in his 
eye which I could not interpret j so that, being in an ene- 
my’s countr}", where curiosity was a thing to be deprecated, 
I began to feel somewhat uneasy. However, as he presently 
gave way to a fit of laughter, and seemed to be digesting 
his . late diversion at the inn, I thought no more of it, 
finding liiin excellent companj* and a man of surprising 
information. 

j2 
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J^otwitlistandiiig tliis my s])ii-its began to flag as I ap- 
proached llosn^y ; and as on snch occasions nothing is more 
trying than the well-meant rallying of a companion igno- 
rant of our trouble, I felt rather relief than regret when he 
drew rein at four cross-roads a mile or so short of the town, 
and, announcing that here our paths separated, took a civil 
leave of mo, and went his way with his servants. 

I dismounted at an inn at the extremity of the town, and, 
stopping only to arrange my dress and drink a cup of wine, 
asked the way to the Chateau, which was situate, I learned, 
no more than a third of a mile away. I went thither on 
foot by way of an avenue of trees leading up to a draw- 
bridge and gateway. The former was down, but the gates 
were closed, and all the formalities of a fortress in time of 
war were observed on my admission, though the garrison 
appeared to consist only of two or tliree serving-men and 
as many foresters. I had leisure after sending in mj^ name 
to observe that the house was old and partly ruinous, but of 
great strength, covered in places with ivy, and closely sur- 
rounded by woods. A staid-looking page came presently 
to me, and led me up a narrow staircase to a parlour lighted 
by two windows, looking, one into the courtyard, the other 
towards the town. Here a tall man was waiting to re- 
ceive me, who rose on my entrance and came forward. 
Judge of my surprise when I recognised my acquaintance of 
the afternoon ! ‘ M. de Eosny ? ’ I exclaimed, standing still 

and looking at him in confusion. 

^The same, sir,’ he answered, with a quiet smile. ‘You 
come from the King of Kavarre, I believe, and on an errand 
to me. You may speak openly. The king has no secrets 
from me.’ 

There was something in the gravity of his demeanour as 
he waited for me to speak which strongly impressed me; 
notwithstanding that he was ten years younger than ni}’- 
self, and I had seen him so lately in a lighter mood. I felt 
that his reputation had not belied him — that here was a 
great man ; and reflecting with desjoair on the inadequacj^ 
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of the tale I had to tell him, I paused to consider in ^Yhar 
terms I should begin. He soon put an end to this, however. 
‘’ Come, sir,^ he said with impatience. H have told you that 
you may speak out. You should have been here four daj^s 
ago, as I take it. How you are here, where is the lady?’ 

^Mademoiselle de la Vire ? ’ I stammered, rather to gain 
time than with any other object. 

^Tut, tut!’ he rejoined, frowning. ^Is there any other 
lady in the question ? Come, sir, speak out. Where have 
you left her ? This is no affair of gallantry,’ he continued, 
the harshness of his demeanour disagreeably surprising me, 
^ that you need beat about the bush. The king entrusted 
to you a lady, who, I have no hesitation in- telling you now, 
was in possession of certain State secrets. It is known 
that she escaped safely from Chize and arrived safely at 
Blois. Where is she ? ’ 

•I would to Heaven I laiew, sir ! ’ I exclaimed in despair, 
feeling the painfulness of my position increased a hundred- 
fold his manner. wish to God I did.’ 

‘ \Miat is this ? ’ he cried in a raised voice. ^ You do not 
know vrhere she is ? You jest, M. de Marsac.’ 

* It were a sorry jest,’ I answered, summoning up a rueful 
smile. And on that, plungmg desperately into the story 
wliich I have here set down, I narrated the difficulties 
under which I had raised my escort, the manner in which I 
came to be robbed of the gold token, how mademoiselle was 
tropannad. the lucky chance by which I found her again, 
and the final disappointment. He listened, but listened 
tliroughout with no word of s^unpathy — rather with im- 
patience, which grew at last into derisive incredulity. 

hen I had done he asked me bluhtl}'’ what I called 
myself. 

^'■‘arcely understanding what he meant, I repeated 1113’’ name. 

He ansvrered. rudelj^ and flatH, that it was impossible. 

* I flo not believe it, sir ! ’ he repeated, his brow dark. ^ You 
are not tlie man. You bring neither tlie lady nor the token, 
nor an\’ thing else b}’' which I can test j’our stor3\ Ha}”, 
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sir, do not scowl at me,’ he continued sharply. ‘ I am the 
mouthpiece of the King of Kavarre, to whom this matter is 
of the highest importance. I cannot believe that the man 
whom he would choose would act so. This house you prate 
of in Blois, for instance, and the room with the t-wo doors ? 
What were you doing while mademoiselle was being re- 
moved ? ’ 

‘ I was engaged with the men of the house,’ I answered, 
striving to swallow the anger which all but choked me. ‘ I 
did what I could. Had the door given w^ay, all would have 
been well.’ 

He looked at me darkly. ‘ That is fine talking ! ’ he said 
with a sneer. Then he dropped his eyes and seemed for a 
time to fall into a brown study, while I stood before him, 
confounded by this new view of the case, furious, yet. not 
knowing how to vent my fuiy, cut to the heart by his 
insults, yet without hope or prospect of redress. 

‘ Come ! ’ he said liarshly, after two or three minutes of 
gloomy reflection on his part and burning humiliation on 
mine, ' is there anyone here who can identify you, or in 
any other way confirm your story, sir ? Until I know how 
the matter stands I can do nothing.’ 

I shook my head in sullen shame. I might protest 
against his brutality and this judgment of me, but to "what 
purpose while he sheltered himself behind his master ? 

' Stay ! ’ he said presently, with an abrupt gesture of 
remembrance. ^ I had nearly forgotten. I have some here 
who have been lately at the King of Havarre’s Court at St. 
Jean d’Angely. If you still maintain that you are the 
M. de Marsac to whom this commission was entrusted, you 
will doubtless, have no objection to seeing them ? ’ 

• ■■'On this I felt myself placed in a most cruel dilemmii. If 
I refused to submit my case to the proposed ordeal, I stood 
an impostor confessed. If I consented to see these strangers, 
it was probable they would not recognise me, and possible 
that -they might deny me in terms calculated to make my 
position even worse, if that might be. I hesitated ; but. 
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Rosny standing inexorable before me awaiting an answer, I 
finally consented. 

' Good ! ’ be said curtly. ‘ This way, if you please. They 
are here. The latch is tricky. Nay, sir, it is my house.’ 

Obeying the stern motion of his hand, I passed before 
him into the next room, feeling myself more humiliated 
than I can tell by this reference to strangers. For a mo- 
ment I could see no one. The day was waning, the room I 
entered was long and narrow, and illuminated onlj'^ by a 
glowing fire. Besides I was myself, perhaps, in some 
embarrassment. I believed that my conductor had made a 
mistake, or that his guests had departed, and I turned 
towards him to ask for an explanation. He merely pointed 
onwards, however, and I advanced ; whereupon a young and 
handsome lady, who had been seated in the shadow of the 
great fireplace, rose suddenly, as if startled, and stood 
looking at me, the glow of the burning wood falling on one 
side of her face and turning her hair to gold. 

'Well!’ M. de Rosny said, in a voice which sounded a 
little odd in my ears. 'You do not know madame, I 
think ? ’ 

I saw that she was a complete stranger to me, and bowed 
to her without speaking. The lady saluted me in turn 
ceremoniously and in silence. 

' Is there no one else here who should know you ? ’ hi. 
de Rosny continued, in a tone almost of persiflage, and 
with the same change in his voice which had struck me 
before ; but now it Avas more marked. ‘ If not, hi. de Mar- 

sac, I am afraid But first look round, look round, sir ; 

I Avould not judge any man hastily.’ 

He laid his hand on my shoulder as he finished in a 
manner so familiar and so utterly at variance avith his 
former bearing that I doubted if I heard or. felt aright. 

1 et I looked mechanically at tlie lady, and seeing that her 
eyes glistened in the firelight, and that she gazed at me 
very kindly, I wondered still more ; falling, indeed, into a 
veiy confusion of amazement. This avas not lessened biit 
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augmented a hundredfold when, turning in obedience to the 
pressure of de Ilosn3’-’s hand, I saw beside me, as if she had 
risen from the floor, another lad}’’ — no other than l\Iademoi- 
selle de la Vire herself ! She had that moment stepped out 
of the shadow of the great fireplace, which had hitherto 
hidden her, and stood before me curtseying prettil)’’, with 
the same look on her face and in her eyes which madaine’s 
wore. 

‘ Mademoiselle ! ’ I muttered, unable to take my eyes from 
her. 

‘Mais oui, monsieur, mademoiselle,’ she answered, cux’t- 
seying loAver, with the air of a child rather than a woman. 

‘Here? ’ I stammered, mj’’ mouth open, my eyes staring. 

‘Here, sir — thanks to the valour of a brave man,’ she 
answered, speaking in a voice so low I scarcely heard her. 
And then, dropping her eyes, she stepped back into the 
shadow, as if either she had said too much already, or 
doubted her composure were she to saj’’ more. She was so 
radiantly dressed, she looked in the firelight more like a 
fairy than a woman, being of small and delicate propor- 
tions; and she seemed in my eyes so different a person, 
particularly in respect of the softened expression of her 
features, from the Mademoiselle de la Vire whom I had 
known and seen plunged in sloughs and bent to the saddle 
■with fatigue, that I doubted still if I had seen aright, and 
was as far from enlightenment as before. 

It was M. de Eosny himself who relieved me from the 
embarrassment I was suffering. He embraced me in the 
most kind and obliging manner, and this more than once ; 
begging me to pardon the deception he had practised upon 
me, and to which he had been impelled partly by the odd 
■irature of our introduction at the inn, and partly by his 
desire to enhance the joyful surprise he had in store for 
me. ‘ Come,’ he said presently, drawing me to the window, 
‘let me show you some more of jmur old friends.’ 

I -looked out, and saw below me in the courtyard my 
three horses drawn up in a row, the Gid being bestridden by 
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Simon Fleix/wlio^ seeing me, waved a triumphant greeting. 
A groom stood at the head of each horse, and on either side 
was a man with a torch. My companion laughed gleefull3\ 
^It was Maignan^s arrangement/ he said. ^He has a quaint 
taste in such things.^ 

After greeting Simon Meix a hundred times, I turned 
back into the room, and, my heart overflowing with grati- 
tude and wonder, I begged M. de Eosny to acquaint me 
with the details of mademoiselle’s escape. 

^It was the most simple thing in the world,’ he said, 
taking me by the hand and leading me back to the hearth, 
‘While you were engaged with the rascals, the old woman 
who daily brought mademoiselle’s food grew alarmed at the 
uproar, and came into the room to learn what it was, 
j\[ademoiselle, unable to help you, and uncertain of your 
success, thought the opportunity too good to be lost. She 
forced the old woman to sliovr her and her maid the way out 
through the garden. This done, they ran dovm a lane, as 
I understand, and came immediately upon the lad with the 
horses, who recognised them and helped them to mount. 
They waited some minutes for you, and then rode off.’ 

^But I inquired at the gate,’ I said. 

^ At which gate? ’ inquired M. de Eosnj^, smiling. 

‘The Iforth-gate, of course,’ I answered. 

‘Just so,’ he rejoined with a nod. ‘But they went out 
through the West-gate and made a circuit. He is a strange 
lad, that of yours below there. He has a head on his 
shoulder, M. de Marsac. Well, two leagues outside the 
town they halted, scarcely knowing how to proceed. 'Ey 
good fortune, however, a horse-dealer of my acquaintance 
Avas at the inn. He knew IMademoiselle de la Vire, and, 
hearing Avhither she Avas bound, brought her hither Avith- 
out let or hindrance.’ 

‘Was he a Norman? ’ I asked. 

.]\r. de Eosnj’' nodded, smiling at me shreAA'dty. ‘Yes,’ 
he said, ‘he told me much about 3"Ou. And now let me 
introduce j’ou to my Avife, Madame de Eosny.’ 
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He led me up to tlie lady who had risen at my entrance, 
and who now welcomed me as kindly as she had before 
looked on me, paying me many pleasant compliments. I 
gazed at her with interest, having heard much of her beauty 
and of the strange manner in which M. de Eosny, being 
enamoured of two young ladies, and chancing upon both 
while lodging in different apartments at an inn, had decided 
which he should visit and make his wife. He appeared to 
read what was in my mind, for as I bowed before her, 
thanking her for the obliging things which she had uttered, 
and which for ever bound me to her service, he gaily 
pinched her ear, and said, ‘When you want a good wife, M. 
de Marsac, be sure you turn to the right. ’ 

He spoke in jest, and having his own case only in , his 
mind. But I, looking mechanically in the direction he 
indicated, saw mademoiselle standing a pace or two to my 
right in the shadow of the great chimney-piece. I know 
not whether she frowned more or blushed more; but this 
for certain, that she answered my look Avith one of sharp 
displeasure, and, turning her back on me, swept quickly 
from the room, with no trace in her bearing of that late 
tenderness and gratitude which I had remarked. 


\ 


CHAPTEE XIII. 

AT KOSNY. 

The morning brought only fresh proofs of the kindness 
Avhich M. de Eosny had conceived for me. Awaking early I 
found on a stool beside my clothes, a purse of gold contain- 
ing a hundred croAvns; and a youth presently entering to 
ask me if I lacked anything, I had at first some difficulty 
in recognising Simon Eleix, so sprucely Avas the lad dressed, 
in a mode resembling Maignan’s. I looked at the student 
more" than once before I addressed him by his name; and 
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was as much surprised by the strange change I observed in 
him — ^for it was not confined to his clothes — as by an^dhing 
which had happened since I entered the house. I rubbed 
my eyes, and asked him what he had done with his sontane. 

‘Burned it, M. de Marsac, ’ he answered briefly. 

I saw that he had burned much, metaphorically speaking, 
besides his soutane. He was less pale, less lank, less wo- 
begone than formerly, and went more briskly. He had lost 
the air of crack-brained disorder which had distinguished 
him, and was smart, sedate, and stooped less. Only the 
odd sparkle remained in his eyes, and bore witness to the 
same nervous, eager spirit within. 1 

‘What are you going to do, then, Simon? ’ I asked, not- 
ing these changes curiously. 

‘I am a soldier,’ he answered, ‘and follow M. de Marsac.’ 

I laughed. ‘You have chosen a poor service, I am afraid, ’ 
I said, beginning to rise ; ‘and one, too, Simon, in which it 
is possible you may be killed. I thought that would not 
suit you, ’ I continued, to see what he would say. But he 
answered nothing, and 1 looked at him in great surprise. 
‘You have made up your mind, then, at last? ’ I said. 

‘Perfectly,’ he answered. 

‘And solved all your doubts? ’ 

‘I have no doubts.’ 

‘You are a Huguenot? ’ 

‘That is the only true and pure religion,’ he replied 
gravely. And with apparent sincerity and devotion he 
repeated Beza’s Confession of Faith. 

This filled me with profound astonishment, but I said no 
more at the time, though I liad my doubts. I waited until 
I was alone with M. de Eo'snj', and then I unbosomed my- 
self on the matter; expressing mj^ surprise at the sudden- 
ness of the conversion, and at such a man, as I had found 
the student to be, stating his views so firmly and stead- 
lastl}', and with so little excitement. Observing that hi. 
de liosnj* smiled but answered nothing, 1 explained nn'self 
farther. 
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‘I am surprised/ I said, ‘because I have always beard it 
maintained tliat clerkly men, becoming lost in the mazes 
of theolog}^, seldom find any sure footing; that not one in 
a hundred returns to his old faitli, or finds grace to accept 
a new one. I am speaking only of such, of course, as I be- 
lieve this lad to be — eager, excitable brains, learning mucli, 
and without judgment to digest what they learn.’ 

Of such I also believe it to be true,’ j\r. de Rosny an- 
swered, still smiling. ‘I3ut even on them a little influence, 
applied at the right moment, has much effect, M. de 
Marsac. ’ 

‘I allow that,’ I said. ‘But my mother, of whom I have 
spoken to you, saw much of this j^outh. His fidelity to 
her was bej^'end praise. Yet her faith, though grounded 
on a rock, had no weight with him.’ 

i\I. de llosny shook his head, still smiling. 

‘It is not our mothers who convert us,’ he said. 

‘What!’ I cried, mj’^ eyes opened. ‘Do you mean — do 
you mean that jMadenioiselle has done this?’ 

‘I fancy so,’ he answered, nodding. ‘I think my lady 
cast her spell over him by the way. The lad left Blois with 
her, if what you say be true, without faith in the Avorld. 
He came to my hands tAvo days later the stoutest of Hugue- 
nots. It is not hard to read this riddle.’ 

‘Such conversions are seldom lasting,’ I said. 

He looked at me queerly; and, the smile still hovering 
about his lips, ansAvei'ed ‘Tush, man! YBiy so serious? 
Theodore Beza himself could not look dryer. The lad is 
in earnest, and there is no harm done.’ 

And, Heaven knoAvs, I was in no mood to suspect harm; 
nor inclined just then to look at the dark side of things. It 
may be conceived Iioav delightful it Avas to me to be re- 
ceived as an equal and honoured guest by a man, eveii then 
famous, and noAv so groAvn in reputation as to overshadoAv 
all Frenchmen save his master; Iioav pleasant to enjoy the 
comforts and amiabilities of home, from Avhich I had been 
long estranged; to pour my mother’s story into Madame’s 
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ears and find comfort in her sympatliy ; to feel myself, in fine, 
once more a gentleman Avitli an ackno^vledged place in the 
Avorld. Our days 'we spent in hunting, or excursions of some 
kind, our evenings in long conversations, which impressed 
me with an ever-growing resj)ect for my lord^s powers. 

Tor there seemed to be no end either to his knowledge of 
France, or to the plans for its development, which even 
then filled his brain, and have since turned wildernesses 
into fruitful lands, and squalid towns into great cities. 
Grave and formal, he could yet unbend; the most sagacious 
of counsellors, he was a soldier also, and loved the seclusion 
in which we lived the more that it was not devoid of dan- 
ger; the neighbouring towns being devoted to the League, 
and the general disorder alone making it possible for him 
to’lie unsuspected in his own house. 

One thing only rendered my ease and comfort imperfect, 
and that was the attitude which Mademoiselle de la Vii’e 
assumed towards me. Of her gratitude in the first blush 
of the thing I felt no 'doubt, for not only had she thanked 
me very prettily, though with reserve, on the evening of 
my arrival, but the warmth of M. de Eosny’s kindness left 
me no choice, save to believe that she had given him an 
exaggerated idea of my merits and services. I asked no 
more than this. Such good offices left me nothing to expect 
or desire; my age and ill-fortune placing me at so great a 
disadvantage that, far from dreaming of friendship or 
intimacy with her, I did not even assume the equality in 
our daily intercourse to which my birth, taken by itself, 
entitled me. Knowing that I must appear in her eyes old, 
poor, and ill-dressed, and satisfied with having asserted my 
conduct and honour, I was careful not to trespass on her 
gratitude; and while forward in such courtesies as could 
not weary her, I avoided with equal care every a2)pearance 
of jmrsuing her, or inflicting my company upon her. I 
addressed her formally and upon formal topics only, such, 
I mean, as we shared with the rest of our comimnj’; and 
reminded myself often that though we now met in the same 
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house and at the same tahle^ she was still the Mademoi- 
selle de la Vire who had borne herself so loftily in the 
King of Kavarre’s ante-chamber. This I did, not out of 
pique or wounded pride, which I no more, God knows, har- 
boured against her than against a bird; but that I might 
not in my new prosperity forget the light in which such a 
woman, young, spoiled, and beautiful, must still regard me. 

Keeping to this inoffensive posture, I was the more hurt 
when I found her gratitude fade with the hour. After the 
first two days, during which I remarked that she was very 
silent, seldom speaking to me or looking at me, she resumed 
much of her old air of disdain. For that I cared little; 
but she presently went farther, and began to rake up the 
incidents which had happened at St. Jean d^Angely, and in 
which I had taken part. She continually adverted to my 
poverty while there, to the odd figure I had cut, and the 
many jests her friends had made at my expense. She 
seemed to take a pleasure positively savage in these, gibing 
at me sometimes so bitterly as to shame and pain me, and 
bring the colour to Madame de Eosny’s cheeks. 

To the time we had spent together, on the other hand, 
she never or rarely referred. One afternoon, however, a 
week after my arrival at Eosny, I found her sitting alone 
in the parlour. I had not known she was there^ and I was 
for withdrawing at once with a bow and a muttered apol- 
ogy. But she stopped me with an angry gesture. ‘I do 
not bite, ’ she said, rising from her stopl and meeting my 
eyes, a red spot in each cheek. ‘Why do you look at me 
like that? Do you know, M. de Marsac, that I have no 
patience with you.’ And she stamped her foot on the 
floor. ' 

' '■ ‘But, mademoiselle, ’ I stammered humbly, wondering 
what in the world she meant, ‘what have I done? ’ - 

‘Done? ’ she repeated angrily. ‘Done? It is not what 
you have done, it is what you are. I have no patience 
with., you. Why are you so dull, sir? Why are you 
so dowdy? Why do you. go about with your doublet awry. 
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and your hair lank? Why do you speak to Maignan as if 
lie were a gentleman? AVhy do j^ou look always solemn 
and polite, and as if all the world were a preche? Why? 
'Wli}"? Why, I say? ^ 

She stopped from sheer lack of hreath, leaving me as 
much astonished as ever in my life. She looked so beau- 
tiful in her fury and fierceness too, that I could only stare 
at her and wonder dumbly Avhat it all meant. 

‘Well! ’ she ‘cried impatiently, after bearing this as long 
as she could, ‘have you not a word to say for yourself? 
Have you no tongue? Have you no will of your own at all, 
i\I. de Marsac? ^ 

‘But, mademoiselle,^ I began, trying to explain. 

‘Chut!^ she exclaimed, cutting me short before I could 
get farther, as the way of women is. And then she added, 
in a changed tone, and very abruptly, ‘You have a velvet 
Imot of mine, sir. Give it me.^ 

‘It is in my room,’ I answered, astonished beyond meas- 
ure at this sudden change of subject, and equally sudden 
demand. 

‘Then fetch it, sir, if you please,’ she replied, her eyes 
flashing afresh. ‘Betch it. Fetch it, I say! It has served 
its turn, and I prefer to have it. Who knows but that 
some day you may be showing it for a love-knot? ’ 

‘ Jlademoisellel ’ I cried, hotly. And I think that for 
the moment I was as angry as she was. 

‘Still, I prefer to have it,’ she answered sullenly, casting 
dovm her eyes, 

I was so much- enraged, I went without a word and 
fetched it, and, bringing it to her where she stood, in the 
same 'place, put it into her hands. When she saw it some 
recollection, I fancy, of the day when she had traced the 
cry for help on it, came to her in her anger; for she took 
it from me with all her bearing altered. She trembled, 
and held it for a moment in her hands, as if she did not 
know what to do with it. She was thinking, doubtless, of 
the house in Blois and the peril she had run there; and, 
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being for my joart quite -willing tljat she .should think and 
feel ho-w badty she had acted, I stood looking at her, spar- 
ing her no whit of my glance. 

‘The gold chain 3*011 left on my mother’s pillow,’ I said 
coldty, seeing she continued silent, ‘I cannot return to 3’-ou at 
once, for I have pledged it.' But I will do so as soon as I can. ’ 

‘You have pledged it?’ she muttered, with her. eyes 
averted. 

‘Yes, mademoiselle, to procure a horse to bring me here,’ 
I replied dril}". ‘However,’ it shall be redeemed. In re’ 
turn, there is- something I too would ask.’ 

‘"What? ’ she murmured, recovering herself with an 
effort, and looking at me Avith something of her old pi;ide 
and defiance. 

‘The broken coin 3'ou have,’ I said. ‘The token, I mean. 
It is of no use to 3^011, for 3’-our enemies hold the other half. 
It miglit be of service to me.’ 

‘How?’ she asked curtl3^ 

‘Because some day I ma3’- find its felloAv, mademoiselle.’ 

‘And then?’ she cried. She looked at me, her lips 
parted, her e3’’es flashing. ‘'What then, when you liaA’-e 
found its felloAA’-, M. de Marsac? ’ 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

‘Bah!’ she exclaimed, clenching her little hand, and 
stamping her foot on the floor in a passion I could not un- 
derstand. ‘That is 3’'0u! That is M. de Marsac all over. 
You say nothing, and men think nothing of you. 'You go 
Avith your hat in 3'-our hand, and they tread on you. They 
speak, and you are silent! Wh3'-, if I could use a SAvord as 
you can, I Avould keep silence before no man, nor let any 
man save the King of Trance cock his hat in my iDresence! 
But3'’ou! There! go, leaAm me. Here is 3’'our coin. Take it 
and go. Send me that lad of yours to keep me aAvake. At 
an3’- rate he has brains, he is 3''0'ung, he is a man, he has a 
soul, he can feel— if he AA*ere anything but a clerk.’ 

She Avaved me off in such a wind of passion as might 
haA’-e ainused me in another, but in her smacked so strongl3' 
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of ingratitude as to pain -me not a little. . I went; however, 
and sent Simon to her;- though I liked the errand very ill, 
and no better when I saw the lad^s face light up at the men- 
tion of her name. But apparently she had not recovered 
licr temper when he reached her, for he fared no better than I 
had done; coming away presently with the air of a whipped 
dog, as I saw from the yew-tree walk where I was strolling. 

Still, after that she made it a habit to talk to him more 
and more; and/ Monsieur* and Madame de Eosny being 
much taken up with one another, there was no one to check 
her fancy or speak a word of advice. Knowing her pride, 
I had no fears for her; but it grieved me to think that the 
lad's head should be turned, A dozen times I made up my 
mind to speak to her on his behalf; but for one thing it 
was not my business, and for another I soon discovered that 
she was aware of my displeasure, and valued it not a jot. 
For venturing one morning, when she was in a pleasant 
humour, to hint that she treated those beneath her too in- 
humanly, and with an unkindness as little becoming noble 
blood as familiarity, she asked me scornfully if I did not 
tliink she treated Simon Fleix well enough. To which I 
had nothing to answer. 

I might here remark on the system of secret intelligence 
by means of which M, de Rosny, even in this remote place, 
received news of all that was passing in France, But it is 
common fame. There was no coming or going of messen- 
gers, wliich would quickly have aroused suspicion in the 
neighbouring tovm, nor was it possible even for me -to say 
exactly by what channels news came. But come it did, 
and at all hours of the day. In this way we heard of the 
danger of La Ganache and of the effort contemplated hy 
the King of Kavarre for its relief, M. de Bosny not only 
eomniTmicated these matters to me “without reserve, but 
engaged my affections by farther proofs of confidence such 
as might well have flattered a man of greater importance. 

I have said that, as a rule, there was no coming or going 
of messengers. But one evening, returning from the chase 

K . 
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with one of the keepers, who had j)rayed my assistance in 
Imnting down a crippled doe, I was surprised to find a 
strange horse, which had evidently been ridden hard and 
far, standing smoking in the j’-ard. Inquiring whose it was, 

I learned that a man believed by the gi'ooms to be from 
Blois had just arrived and was closeted with the baron. 
An event so far out of tlie ordinary course of things natu- 
rally aroused my wonder j but desiring to avoid any appear- 
ance of curiosity, which, if indulged, is apt to become the 
most vulgar of vices, I refrained from entering the house, 
and repaired instead to the yew-walk. I had scarcely,^ 
however, heated my blood, a little chilled with riding, be- 
fore the page came to me to fetch me to his master. ’ 

I found M. de Eosny striding up and down his room, his 
manner so disordered and his face disfigured by so much 
grief and horror that I started on seeing him. My heart 
sinking in a moment, I did not need to look at Madame, 
who sat weeping silently in a chair, to assure myself that 
something dreadful had happened. 'The light was failing, 
and a lamp had been brought into the room. 1\I. de Eosny 
pointed abruptly to a small piece of paper which lay on the 
table beside it, and, obeying his gesture, I took this up and 
read its contents, which consisted of less than a score of 
words. 

He is ill and like to die, ’ the messagd ran, ‘twenty 
leagues south of La G-anache. Come at all costs. P. M.’ 

‘Who?’ I said stupidly— stupidly, for already I began 
to understand. ‘Who is ill and like to die? ’ 

_M. de Eosny turned to me, and I saw that the tears were 
trickling unbidden down his cheeks. ‘There is but one he 
for me,’ he cried. ‘May God spare that one! May He 
spare him to Prance, which needs him, to thq, Church, J 
which hangs on him, and to me, who love him!; Let him 
not fall in the hour of fruition. 0 Lord, let him not fall! ’ 
And he sank on to a stool, and remained in ' that posture 
with his face in his hands, his broad shoulders shaken with 
grief. 
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‘Come; sir/ I said; after a pause sacred to sorrow and 
dismay; ‘let me remind you that while there is life there 
is hope/ 

‘Hope?' 

‘YeS; M, de Eosny, hope/ I replied more cheerfully. 
‘He has work to do. He is elected, called, and chosen; 
the Joshua of his people, as M. d^ Amours rightly called 
liiin. God will not take him jet. You shall see him and 
be embraced by ‘him, as has happened a hundred times. 
Eemember, sir, the King of Havarre is strong, hardy, and 
3*oung, and no doubt in good hands/ 

‘]\rornay^s,^ M. de Rosny cried, looking up with contempt 
in his eye. 

Yet from that moment he rallied, spurred, I think, by 
the thought that the King of Kavarre^s recovery depended 
under God oiiM. de Mornay; whom he was ever inclined 
to regard as his rival. He began to make instant prepara- 
tions for departure from Rosny, and bade me do so also, 
telling me, somewhat curtly and without explanation, that 
he had need of me. The danger of so speedy a return to 
the South, where the full weight of the Vicomte de Tu- 
renne’s vengeance awaited me, occurred to me strongly; and 
I ventured, though with a little shame, to mention it. But 
I\r. de Rosny, after gazing at' me a moment in apparent 
doubt, put the objection aside with a degree of peevishness 
unusual in him, and continued to press on his arrangements 
as earnestly as though they did not include separation from 
a wife equally loving and beloved. 

Having few things to look to myself, I was at leisure, 
vrhen the liour of de 2 mrture came, to observe both the cour- 
age with -which jJadame de Rosny su2:)i)orted her sorrow, 
'for the sake of Prance,^ and the unwonted tenderness which 
^lademoisellc de la Vire, lifted for once above herself, lav- 
ished on her. I seemed to stand — hai)pil3’’ in one liglit 
and yet tlie feeling was fraught with pain — outside their 
familiar relations; 3*et, having made my adieux as short 
and formal as possible, that I might not encroach on other 
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and more sacred ones, I found at the last moment somo- 
tliini^ in waitini,^ for me. I u'.as surjirised as I rode under 
the .uate\v:n' a little ahead of the othor.s, by somethin" small 
and liylit falling on tlie saddle-l)ou' before me. Catcliing 
it before it could slide to the ground, J sau', with infinite 
astonishment, that 1 held in my hand a tiny velvet bow. 

d'o look up at the window of the parlour, which I have 
said was over the archwa}', was my first impulse. 1 did so, 
and niet mademoiselle’s eyes for a second, and a second 
only. The next moment she was gone. i\r. do Kosin* clat- 
tereil through the gate at my heels, the servants behind 
him. And we were on the road. 


CHAPTEPv XIV. 

:.I. I)K U.VJinOUILLKT. 

■ Fon a while we were b\it a melanchol}' party. The inci- 
dent I have last related — which seemed to admit of more 
exi)lanations than one — left me in a state of the greatest 
perplexity; and this prevailed with me for a time, and was 
only dissipated at length by my seeing my own face, as it 
were, in a glass. For, chancing presently to look behind 
me, I observed that Simon Fleix was riding, notwithstand- 
ing his fine hat and feather and his new sword, in a pos- 
ture and with an air of dejection difficult to exaggerate; 
whereon the reflection that master and man had the same 
object in their minds — nay, the thought that possibly he 
bore in his bosom a like token to that which l^y warm in 
mine — occurring to me, I roused mj'self as from some de- - 
grading dream, and, shaking up the Cid, cantered* forward 
to join llosii}", who, in no cheerful mood himself, was rid- 
ing steadity forward, wrapped to his e 3 ’’es in his cloak. 

The news of the King of Navarre’s illness had fallen on 
him, indeed, in the midst of his sanguine scheming with 
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tlie force of a thunderbolt. He saw himself in danger of 
losing at once the master he loved and the brilliant future 
to which he looked forward; and amid the imminent crash 
of his hopes and the destruction of the system in which he 
lived^ he had scarcely time to regret the wife he was leav- 
ing at Eosny or the quiet from which he was so suddenly 
called. His heart was in the South, at La Ganache, by 
Henryks couch. His main idea was to get there quickly at 
all risks. The name of the King of Navarrets physician 
was constantly on his lips. ‘Dortoman is a good man. If 
anyone can save him, Dortoman will/ was his perpetual 
cry. And whenever he met anyone who had the least ap- 
pearance of bearing news, he would have me stop and 
interrogate him, and by no means let the traveller go until 
ho had given us the last rumour from Blois — the channel 
through which all the news from the South reached us. 

An incident which occurred at the inn that evening 
clieered him somewhat; the most powerful minds being 
prone, I have observed, to snatch at omens in times of 
uncertainty. An elderly man, of strange appearance, and 
dressed in an affected and bizarre fashion, was seated at 
table when we arrived. Though I entered first in my 
assumed capacity of leader of the party, he let me pass be- 
fore him without comment, but rose and solemnly saluted 
31. de Eosnj^, albeit the latter wallced behind me and was 
much more plainlj* dressed. Rosny returned his greeting 
and would have passed on; but the stranger, interposing 
with a still lower bow, invited him to take his seat, which 
was near the fire and sheltered from the draught, at the 
same time making as if he would himself remove to another 
}>lace. 

‘Xay/ said n\y companion, surprised by such an excess 
of courtesy,* I do not see why I should take 3' our place, 
sir. ’ 

*Xot mine onh\, ’ the old man rejoined, looking at him 
with a partieularitj" and speaking with an empliasis which 
attracted our attention, ‘but those of many others, wlio I 



A GENTLEMAN OF EEAArCE 


ISO 

can assure you will very sliorfcl}' yield them uj) to you, 
whether tliey will or not,’ 

1\L do Kosny shrugged his shoulders and ])assed on, affect- 
ing to sup[)Osc tlic old man wandered. ]3ut privatel}’- he 
thought muoli of liis words, and more when he learned that 
he was an astrologer from Paris, who had the name, at any 
rate in tliis countiy, of having studied under iS^ostradamus. 
And wliethcr he drew fresh hopes from this, or turned his 
attention more particularly as we approached Blois to pres- 
ent matters, certainly he grew more cheerful, and began 
again to discuss tlie future, as though assured of his master’s 
recovery. 

‘You have never been to the King’s Court?’ he said 
presently, following up, as I judged, a train of thought in 
his own mind. ‘At Blois, I mean.’ 

‘Noj nor do I feel anxious to visit it,’ I answered. ‘To 
tell you the truth, j\L le Baron,’ I continued with some 
warmth, ‘the sooner we are beyond Blois, the better I shall 
be pleased. I think we run some risk there, and, besides, 
I do not fancy a shambles. I do not tliink I could see the 
Icing without thinking of the Bartholomew, nor his cham- 
ber without thinking of Guise.’ 

‘Tut, tut! ’ he said, ‘you have killed a man before now.’ 

‘Maiy,’ I answered. 

‘Do they trouble you? ’ 

‘Ko, but they were killed in fair ligln;,’ I replied. ‘That 
makes a difference.’ 

‘To you,’ he said drily. ‘But j^ou arc not the King of 
Prance, you see. Should you ever come across him,’ he 
continued, flicking his horse’s ears, a faint smile on his 
lips, ‘I will give you a hint. Talk to him of the battles 
at Jarnac and lloncontour, and iiraise your Conde’s father! 
As Conde lost the flght and he won it, the compliment 
comes home to him. The more hopelessly a man has lost his 
power.s, my friend, the more fondly he regards them, and 
the more highly he prizes tlie victories he can no longer gain.’ 

• Ugh! ’ 1 muttered. 
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‘Of the t^vo parties at Court/ Eosny continued, calmty 
overlooking luy* ill-humour, ‘trust D^Aumout and Birou 
and the Brench clique. They are true to Trance at any 
rate. But 'whomsoever you see consort with the two Betzs 
— the King of Spain’s jackals as men name them — avoid 
him for a Spaniard and a traitor,’ 

‘But the Betzs are Italians/ I objected peevishty. 

‘The same thing/ he answered curtly. ‘Thej’-cry, “Vive 
le Boi!” but privately they are for the League, or for 
Spain, or for whatever may most hurt us ; who are better 
Trenchmen than themselves, and whose leader will some 
day, if God spare his life, be King of France.’ 

‘Well, the less I have to do with the one or the other 
of them, save at the sword’s point, the better I shall be 
pleased,’ I rejoined. 

On that he looked at me with a queer smile; as was his 
way when he had more in his mind than appeared. And 
this, and something special in the tone of his conversation, 
as well, perhaps, as my own doubts about my future and 
his intentions regarding me, gave me an imeasj^ feeling; 
which lasted through the day, and left me only when more 
immediate peril presently rose to threaten us. 

It happened in this way. We had reached the outskirts 
of Blois, and were just approaching the gate, hoping to pass 
tliTOUgh it without attracting attention, when two travellers 
rode slowly out of a lane, the mouth of which we were 
passing. They eyed us closely as they reined in to let us 
go hyi and M. de Bosny, who was riding with his horse’s 
head at my stirrui), whispered me to press on. Before I 
could comply, however, the strangers cantered by us, and 
turning in the saddle when abreast of us looked us in the 
face. A moment later one of them cried loudl}'', ‘It is he! ’ 
and both pulled their horses across the road, and waited 
for us to come up. 

Aware that if i\r. de Eosnj’' were discovered he would be 
happy if lie escaped with imprisonment, the king being too 
jealous of his Catholic reputation to venture to 2)rotect a 
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Huguenot, however illustrious, I saw that the situation was 
desperate; for, though we were five to two, the neighbour^ 
hood of the city — the gate being scarcely a boAv-shot oif — 
rendered flight or resistance equally hopeless. I could 
think of nothing for it save to put a bold face on the mat- 
ter, and, M. de Eosny doing the same, Ave adAmnced in the 
most innocent Avay possible. 

‘Ha,lt, there! ’ cried one of the strangers sharply. ‘And 
let me tell you, sir, you are known. ’ 

‘What if I am? ’ I ansAvered impatiently, still pressing 
on. ‘Are you higliAvaymen, that you stop the AA’^ay? ’ 

The speaker on the other side looked at me keenly, but 
in a moment retorted, ‘Enough trifling, sir ! Who you are 
I do not knoAV. But the person riding at your rein is M. de 
Eosny. Him I do know, and I Avarn him to stop.’ 

I thought the game A\ms lost, but to my surprise my com- 
panion ansAvered at once and almost in the same Avords I 
had used. ‘Well, sir, and Avhat of that? ’ he said. 

‘What of that?’ the stranger exclaimed, spurring his 
horse so as still to bar the way. ‘Why, only this, that you 
must be a madman to shoAv yourself on this side of the 
Loire.’ 

‘It is long since I have seen the other,’ Avas my compan- 
ion’s unmoved answer. 

‘You are M. de Eosny? You do not deny 'it?’ the man 
cried in astonishment. 

‘Certainly I do not deny it,’ M. de Eosny ansAAmred 
bluntly. ‘And more, the day has been, sir,’ he continued 
Avith sudden fire,‘AAdien few at his Majest3’'’s Court AA^ould 
have dared to chop words Avith Solomon de Bethune, much 
less to stop him on the higliAvaj" Avithin a mile of the pal- 
, V ace. But times are changed Avith me, sir, and it Avould 
seem with others also, if true men rallying to his lilajesty 
in his need are to be challenged by eveiy passer on the road.’ 

‘What! Are jmu Solomon de Bethune? ’ the man cried 
incredulously. Incredulous^, but iiis countenance fell, 
and his voice Avas full of chagrin and disappointment. 
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. ‘Who else, sir?’ M. de Eosny replied haughtily. ‘I am, 
and, as far as I know, I have as much right on this side of 
the Loire as any other man.’ 

‘A thousand i:)ardons.’ 

‘If you are not satisfied ’ 

‘Nay, ]\r. de Eosny, I am perfectly satisfied.’ 

The stranger repeated this with a very crestfallen air, 
adding, ‘A thousand pardons’; and fell to making other 
apologies, doffing his hat with great respect. ‘I took you, 
if you will pardon me saying so, for your Huguenot brother, 
ir. ]\[aximilian, ’ he explained. ‘The saying goes that he is 
at Eosny.’ 

‘I can answer for that being false,’ M. de Eosny answered 
peremptorily, ‘for I have just come from there, and f will 
answer for it he is not within ten leagues of the place. 
And now, sir, as we desire to enter before the gates shut, 
perhaps you will excuse us.’ With which he bowed, and 
I bowed, and they bowed, and we separated. They gave 
us the road, which M. de Eosny took with a great air, and 
we trotted to the gate, and passed through it without mis- 
adventure. 

The first street we entered was a wide one, and my com- 
panion took advantage of this to ride up abreast of me. 
‘That is the kind of adventure our little prince is fond of,’ 
he muttered. ‘But for my part, M, de Marsac, the sweat 
is running down my forehead. I have played the trick 
more than once before, for my brother and I are as like as 
two peas. And jet it would have gone ill with us if the 
fool had been one of his friends.’ 

‘All’s well that ends well,’ I answered in a low voice, 
tliinking it an ill time for compliments. As it was, tlie 
remark was unfortunate, for M. de Eosny was still in the 
act of reining back when IMaignan called out to us to say 
we were being followed. 

I looked behind, but could see nothing except gloom and 
rain and overlianging eaves and a few figures cowering in 
doorways. The servants, however, continued to maintain 
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that it was so, and we held, without actually stopping, a 
council of war. If detected, we were caught in a trap, 
without hope of escape 5 and for the moment I am sure M. 
de Eosny regretted that he had chosen this route by Blois 
— that he had thrust himself, in his haste and his desire to 
take with him the latest news, into a snare so patent. The 
castle— huge, dark, and grim— loomed before us at the end 
of the street in which we were, and, chilled as I was my- 
self by the sight, I could imagine how much more appalling 
it must appear to him, the chosen councellor of his master, 
and the steadfast opponent of all which it represented. 

Our consultation came to nothing, for no better course 
suggested itself than to go as we had intended to the lodg- 
ing commonly used by my companion. We did so, looking 
behind us often, and saying more than once that Maignah 
must be mistaken. As soon as we had dismounted, how- 
ever, and gone in, he showed us from the window a man 
loitering near; and this confirmation of our alarm sending 
us to our expedients again, while Maignan remained watch- 
ing in a room without a light, I suggested that I might 
pass myself off, though ten years older, for my companion. 

‘Alas! ’ he said, drumming with his fingers on the table, 
‘there are too many here who know me to make that possi- 
ble. I thank you all the same. ’ , 

‘Could you escape on foot? Or pass the wall anywhere, 
or slip through the gates early? ’ I suggested. 

‘They might tell us at the Bleeding Heart,’ he answered. 
‘But I doubt it. I was a fool, sir, to put my neck into 
Mendoza’s halter, and that is a fact. But here is Maignan. 
What is it, man? ’ he continued eagerly. 

‘The watcher is gone, my lord,’ the equerry answered. 

‘And has left no one?’ 

‘No one that I can see.’ 

We both went into the next room and looked from the 
windows. The man was certainly not where we had seen 
him. before. But the rain was falling heavily, the eaves 
were dripping, the street was a dark cavern with only here 
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and there a spark of light, and the fellow might he lurking 
elsewhere. Maignan, being questioned, however, believed 
he had gone off of set purpose. 

‘Which may be read half a dozen ways, ’ I remarked. 

‘At any rate, we are fasting,’ M. de Eosny answered. 
‘Give me a full man in a fight. Let us sit down and eat. 
It is no good jumping in the dark, or meeting troubles half 
way.’ 

We were not through our meal, however, Simon Fleix 
waiting on us with a pale face, when Maignan came in again 
from the dark room. ‘My lord,’ he said quietly, ‘three 
men have appeared. Two of them remain twenty paces 
away. The tliird has come to the door. ’ 

As he spoke we heard a cautious summons below. Mai- 
gnan was for going down, but his master bade him stand. 
‘Let the woman of the house go,’ he said. 

I remarked and long remembered M. de Uosny’s sangfroid 
on this occasion. His pistols he had already laid on a 
chair beside him, throwing his cloak oA’-er them; and now, 
while we waited, listening in breathless silence, I saw him 
hand a large slice of bread-and-meat to his equerry, who, 
standing behind his chair, began eating it with the same 
coolness. Simon Meix, on the other hand, stood gazing at 
the door, trembling in every limb, and with so much of 
excitement and surprise in his attitude that I took the pre- 
caution of bidding him, in a low voice, do nothing without 
orders. At the same moment it occurred to me to extin- 
guish two of the four candles which had been lighted; and 
I did so, M. de Kosny nodding assent, just as the muttered 
conversation which was being carried on below ceased, and 
a man’s tread sounded on the stairs. 

It was followed immediately by a knock on the outside of 
our door. Obeying my companion’s look, I cried, ‘Enter! ’ 

A slender man of middle height, booted and wrapped up, 
with his face almost entirely hidden b}' a fold of his cloak, 
(',ame in quickty, and, closing the door behind him, adwaneed 
towards the table. ‘Which is IM. de Ilosn}’? ’ he said. 
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Rosny had carefully turned his face from the light, but 
at the sound of the other’s voice be sprang up witb a cry of 
relief. He was about to speak, when the new-comer, rais- 
ing his hand peremptorily, continued, ‘Ho names, I beg. 
Yours, I suppose, is known here. Mine is not, nor do I 
desire it should be. I want speech of you, that is all.’ 

‘I am greatly honoured,’ M. de Eosny replied, gazing at 
him eagerly. ‘Yet, who told you I was here? ’ 

‘I saw you pass under a lamp in the street,’ the stranger 
answered. ‘I Imew your horse first, and you afterwards, 
and bade a groom follow you. Believe me,’ he added, with 
a gesture of the hand, ‘you have nothing to fear from me.’ 

‘I accept the assurance in the spirit in Avhich it is 
offered,’ my companion answered with a graceful bow, ‘and 
think myself fortunate in being recognised’ — he paused 
a moment and then continued — ‘by a Frenchman and a man 
of honour.’ 

The stranger shrugged his shoulders. ‘Your pardon, 
then,’ he said, ‘if I seem abrupt. My time is short. I 
want to do the best with it I can. Will you favour me? ’ 

I was for withdrawing, but M, de Eosny ordered Mai- 
gnan to place lights in the next room, and, apologising to 
me very graciously, retired thither with the stranger, leav- 
ing me relieved indeed by these peaceful appearances, but 
full of wonder and conjectures who this might Toe, and what 
the visit portended. At one moment I was inclined to 
identify the stranger with M. de Eosny ’s brother; at an- 
other with the English ambassador; and then, again, a wild 
idea that he might be M. de Bruhl occurred to me. The 
two remained together about a quarter of an hour and then 
came out, the stranger leading the way, and saluting me 
politely as he passed through the room. At the door he 
turned to say, ‘At nine o’clock, then? ’ = 

‘At nine o’clock,’ M. de Eosny replied, holding the door 
open. ‘You will excuse me if I do not descend. Marquis? ’ 
‘Yes, go back, my friend,’ the stranger answered. And, 
lighted by Maignan, whose face on such occasions could 
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assume the most stolid air in the world, he disappearerl 
down the stairs, and I heard him go out. 

jM. cle Eosny turned to me, his eyes sparkling witli joy, 
his face and mien full of animation. ‘The King of 
d Kavarre is better/ he said. ‘He is said to be out of 
danger. What do you think of that, m3" friend? ^ 

‘That is the best news I have heard for many a da}",’ I 
answered. And I hastened to add, that France and the 
Religion had reason to thank God for His mere}", 

‘Amen to that,^ my patron replied reverentty. ‘But that 
is not all — ^that is not alL^ And he began to walk up and 
do^vn the room humming the 118 th Psalm a little above his 
breath — 

La voici I’heureuse joum^e 
Que Dieu a faite a plein d^sir ; 

Par nous soit joie dSmenee, 

Et prenons en elle plaisir. 

He continued, indeed, to walk up and down the floor so 
long, and with so joyful a countenance and demeanour, 
that I ventured at last to remind him of my presence, 
which he had clearly forgotten, ‘Ha! to be sure,^ he said, 
stopping short and looking at me with the utmost good- 
humour. ‘What time is it? Seven. Then until nine 
o’clock, my friend, I crave 3"our indulgence. In fine, until 
that time I must keep counsel. Come, I am hungry still. 
Let us sit down, and this time I hope we may not be inter- 
rupted, Simon, set us on a fresh bottle. Ha! ha! Vivent 
le lioi et le Roi de Navarre ! ’ And again he fell to hum- 
ming the same psalm — 

O Dieu 6ternel, je te prie, 

Je te prie, ton roi inaintiens : 

0 Dieu, je te prie et reprie, 

Sauve ton roi et I’entretiens ! 

doing so with a light in his eyes and a joyous emphasis, 
whicli impressed me the more in a man ordinaril}- so calm 
and self-contained. I saw that something had occurred to 
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gratify him bcj’^oiid jneasiiro, aiicl, believing his statement 
that this was not the good news from La Ganache only, I 
waited with the utmost interest and anxiety for the hour of 
nine, which had no sooner struck than our former visitor 
appeared with the same air of inystery and disguise which 
liad attended him before. 

M. de Rosny, wlio had risen on hearing his step and had 
taken up) his cloak, paused with it half on and half off, to 
cry anxiousty, ‘All is well, is it not? ’ 

‘Perfectly,’ the stranger replied, with a nod. 

‘And my friend? ’ 

‘Yes, on condition that you answer for his discretion and 
fidelity.’ And the stranger glanced involuntarily at me, 
who stood uncertain whether to hold my ground or retire. 

‘Good,’ M. de Eosny cried. Then he turned to me with 
a mingled air of dignity and kindness, and contimied: ‘This 
is the gentleman. M. de Marsac, I am honoured with per- 
mission to present you to the Marqviis de Eambouillet, 
whose interest and protection I beg pmu to deserve, for he 
is a true Frenchman and a patriot whom I respect.’ 

M. de Eambouillet saluted me politely. ‘Of a-Brittany 
family, I think? ’ he said. 

I assented; and he replied with something compliment- 
ary. But afterwards he continued to look at me in silence 
with a keenness and curiosity I did not understand. At 
last, when M. de Rosny’s impatience had reached a high 
pitch, the marquis seemed impelled to add something. 
‘You quite understand, M. de Rosny? ’ he said. ‘Without 
saying anything disparaging of M. de Marsac, who is, no 
doubt, a man of honour ’ — and he bowed to me very low — ■ 
‘this is a delicate matter, and you will introduce* no one 
into it, I am sure, whom you cannot trust as yourselfi.^ 

‘Precisely,’ M. de Rosny replied, speaking drily, yet with 
a grand air which fully matched his companion’s. ‘I am 
prepared to trust this gentleman not only with my life but 
with my honour.’ 

‘FTothing more remains to be said then,’ the marquis re- 
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joined, boAving to me again. ‘1 am glad to have been the 
occasion of a declaration so flattering to you, sir.’ 

I returned his salute in silence, and obeying IM. de 
Eosnj^’s muttered direction put on my cloak and sword. 
JL de Kosny took up his pistols. 

‘You will have no need of those/ the marquis said Avith 
a high glance. 

‘Where we are going, no,^ my companion answered, 
calmly continuing to dispose them about him. ‘But the 
streets are dark and not too safe.’ 

M. de Eambouillet laughed. ‘That is the worst of 3-011 
Huguenots/ he said. ‘You never knoAv when to lay sus- 
picion aside.’ 

A hundred retorts sprang to my lijDS. I thought of the 
Bartholomew, of the French fur}’ of Antiverp, of half a 
dozen things Avhich make my blood boil to this day. But 
ISL de Eosny’s answer was the finest of all. ‘That is true, 
I am afraid,’ he said quietly. ‘On the other hand, you 
Catholics — ^take the late M. de Guise for instance — have 
the habit of erring on the other side, I think, and some- 
times trust too far.’ 

The marquis, Avithout making any answer to this home- 
thrust, led the way out, and aa^c folloAved, being joined at 
the door of the house by a couple of armed lackeys, who 
fell in behind us. We went on foot. The night was dark, 
and the prospect out of doors Avas not cheering. The 
streets Avere wet and dirty, and notwithstanding all our care 
Ave fell continually into pitfalls or over unseen obstacles. 
Crossing the parvis of the cathedral, which I remembered, 
we plunged in silence into an obscure street near the rh^er, 
and so 'narrow that the decrepit houses shut out almost all 
A’ieAv of the sk3^ The gloom of our surroundings, no less 
than m}^ ignorance of the errand on which Ave Avere bound, 
filled me with anxiety and foreboding. ]\Iy companions 
keejAing strict silence, however, and taking ever}'' precau- 
tion to avoid being recognised^ I had no choice but to do 
likewise. 
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I coTild think, and no more. I felt myself borne along 
an irresistible current, whither and for what purpose I 
could not tell ; an experience to an extent strange at my age 
the influence of the night and the weather. Twice we 
stood aside to let a part}’- of roisterers go by, and the exces- 
sive care M.'de Eambouillet eyinced on these occasions to 
avoid recognition did not tend to reassure me or make me 
think more lightly of the unknown business on which I was 
bound. 

Beaching at last an open space, our leader bade us in a 
low voice be careful and follow him closely. We did so, 
and crossed in this way and in single file a narrow plank or 
wooden bridge; but whether water ran below or a dry 
ditch only, I could not determine, lily mind was taken up 
at the moment with the discovery which I had just made, 
that the dark building, looming huge and black before us 
with a single light twinkling here and there at great 
heights, was the Castle of Blois. 


CHAPTEB XV. 

VILAIX HEKODES. 

All the distaste and misliking I had expressed earlier 
in the day for the Court of Blois recurred with fresh- force 
in the darkness and gloom; and though, booted and travel- 
stained as we were, I did not conceive it likely that we 
should be obtruded on the circle about the king, I felt none 
the less an oppressive desire to be through with our adven- 
ture, and away from the ill-omened precincts ip which I 
found myself. The darkness prevented me seeing the faces 
' of my companions ; but on M. de Bosny, who was not quite 
free himself, I think, from the influences of the time and 
place, twitching my sleeve to enforce vigilance, I noted 
that the lackeys had ceased to follow us, and that we three 
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•R'ere beginning to ascend a rough staircase cut in the rock. 
I gathered, though the darkness limited my vie^v behind as 
■well as in front to a fe-u* t'winkling lights, that -vve were 
mounting the scarp from the moat to the side wall of tiie 
castle; and I was not surprised when the marquis muttered 
to us to stop, and knocked softly on the wood of a door. 

hi. de Eosny might have spared the touch lie had laid on 
my sleeve, for bj' this time I was fully and painfully sen- 
sible of the critical position in which we stood, and was 
ver3" little likely to commit an indiscretion. I trusted he 
had not done so already! Ho doubt — it flashed across me 
while we waited — ^lie had taken care to safeguard himself. 
But liow often, I reflected, had all safeguards been set aside 
and all precautions eluded by those to whom he was com- 
mitting himself! Guise had thought himself secure in this 
veiy building, which we were about to enter. Coligny had 
received the most absolute of safe-conducts from those to 
whom we were apparent^ bound. The end in either case 
had been the same — the confidence of the one proving of no 
more avail than the wisdom of the other. "What if the 
King of France thought to make his peace with his Catho- 
lic subjects — offended bj- the murder of Guise — by a second 
murder of one as obnoxious to them as he was precious to 
tlieir arch-enemj* in the South? Eosny was sagacious in- 
deed: but then I reflected with sudden misgiving that he 
was young, ambitious, and bold. 

The opening of the door interrupted without putting an 
end to this train of apprehension. A faint light shone out; 
so feebly as to illumine little more than the stairs at our 
feet. The marquis entered at once, hi. de Eosny followed, 
I brought up the rear; and the door vras closed b}* a man 
who stood behind it. We found ourselves crorvded together 
at the foot of a, very narrow staircase, which the doorkeeper 
— a stolid pikeman in a gvey uniform, with a small lanthorn 
swinging from the crosspiece of his halberd — signed to us 
to ascend. I said a word to liim, but he onlj- stared in 
■' answer, and hi. de Eambouillet, looking back and seeing 
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what I was. about, called to me that it was . useless, as the 
man was a Swiss and spoke no French; .... 

This did not tend to reassure me ; any more than did the 
chill roughness of the wall which my hand touched as I 
groped upwards, or the smell of hats which invaded my 
nostrils and suggested that the staircase was little used and’ 
belonged to a part of the castle fitted for dark and secret 
doings. ■ 

We stumbled in the blackness up the steps, passing one 
door and then a second before M. de Eambouillet whispered 
to us to stand, and knocked gently at a third. 

The secrecy, the darkness, and above all the strange ar- ■ 
rangements made to receive us, filled me with the wildest 
conjectures. But when the door opened and we passed one 
by one into a bare, unfurnished, draughty gallery, immedi- 
ately, as I judged, under the, tiles, the reality agreed with 
no one of my anticipations. The place was a mere garret, 
without a hearth, without a single stool. ’ Three windows, 
of Avhich one was roughly glazed, while the others were 
filled with oiled paper, were set in one wall; the others 
displaying the stones and mortar without disguise or orna- 
ment. Beside, the door through which we had entered 
stood a silent figure in the grey uniform I had seen below, 
his lanthorn on the floor at his feet. A second door at the 
farther end of the gallery, which was full twenty paces ^ 
long, was guarded in like manner. ' A couple of lanthorns , 
stood in the middle of the floor, and that was all. ; 

Inside the door, M. de Kambouillet with his finger on his ^ 
lip stopped us, and we stood a little group of three a pace .g 
in front of the sentry, and with the empty room before, us. ^ 
I looked at M. de Eosny, but he was looking at Bgjmboui’ 
let. • The marquis had his back towards me, the sentry wa ^ 
gazing into vacancy; so that baffled in my attempt to lear 
anything from the'looks of the other actors in the scene, 
fell back on my ears. The rain dripped outside ’and tl' ^ 
moaning wind rattled the casements; but mingled wit 
these melancholy sounds — which gained force, as sue 
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tilings always do, from the cireumstanees in which we wer»- 
j.iacpd and our oto silence — I fancied I caught the distant 
hum of voices and music and laughter. And that, I know 
not why, brought M. de Guise again to my mind. 

The storj' of his death^ as I had heard it from that 
spcarsed monk in the .inn on the Claine, rose up in all its 
3 i pslniess, with all its details. I started when M. de Eam- 
b'iuillet coughed. I shivered when Eosny shifted his feet. 
The silence grew oppressive. Only the stolid men in grey 
seemed unmoved, unexpectant; so that I remember won- 
dering whether it was their nightly duty to keep guard over 
an empty garret, the'floor strewn with scraps of mortar and 
ends of tiles. 

The interruption, when it came at last, came suddenly. 
The .sentry at the farther end of the gallery started and fell 
back a pace. Instantly the door beside him opened and a 
man came in, and closing it quicklj’^ behind him, advanced 
up the room with an a,ir of dignity, which even his strange 
apiwarance and attire couM hot wholly destroj'. 

He was of good stature and bearing, about forty years 
old as I judged, his wear a dress of violet velvet witli black 
points cut in the extreme of the fhshion. He carried a sword 
bjit no I'ufE, and had a cup and ball of ivoiy' — a strange toj' 
much in vogue among the idle — suspended from his wrist 
by a ribbon. He w'as lean and somewhat narrow, but so 
far I found little fault witli him. It was only when my 
eye reached his face, and saw it rouged like a woman’s and 
surmounted by a little turban, that a feeling of scarcely 
understood disgust seized me, and I 5aid to myself, ‘This 
is the stuff of which kings’ minions are .made! ’ 

To my surprise, however, M. de'Kambouillet went to 
meet him with the utmost respect, sweeinng the dirty floor 
with his bonnet, and. bowing to the very ground. The new- 
comer acknowledged his salute with- negligent kindness. 
Eemarking pleasantly ‘You have brought a friend, I think? ’ 
he looked towards us with a smile.- 
‘Yes, sire,' he is here,’ the marquis answered, steijping 

1.2 
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aside a little. And with the word I understood that this 
was no minion, but the king himself: Henry, the Third of 
the name, and the last of the great House of Valois, which 
had ruled France by the grace of God for two centuries and 
a half! I stared at him, and stared at him, scarcely believ- 
ing what I saw. For the first time in 1113’ life I was in the 
presence of tlie king! 

Meanwhile ]M. de Kosny, to Avhom he was, of course, no 
marvel, had gone forward and knelt on one Imee. The 
king raised him graciouslj', and with an action which, 
viewed apart from his woman’s face and silly turban, 
seemed roj’al and fitting. ‘This is good of you, Kosny,’ 
he said. ‘But it is onl}' what I expected of you.’ 

‘Sire,’ my companion answered, ‘3'our Majest3’^ no 
more devoted servant than m3’self, unless it be the king m3’- 
master.’ 

‘B3’- my faith,’ Henr3' answered with energ3' — ‘and if I 
am not a good churchman, whatever those rascall3'- Paris- 
ians sa3g I am nothing — ^by 1113^ faith, I think I believe 
you ! ’ 

‘If 3'-our ]Majest3’' would believe me in that and in some 
other things also,’ kl. de Rosn3'- answered, ‘it would be 
very well for France.’ Though he spoke courteous^, he 
threw so much weight and independence into his words 
that I thought of the old proverb, ‘A good master, a bold 
servant. ’ 

‘Well, that is what we are here to see,’ the king replied. 
‘But one tells me one thing,’ he went on fretfully, ‘and 
one another, and which am I to believe? ’ 

‘I know nothing of others, sire,’ Kosny answered with 
■,the same spirit. ‘Bixt my master has every claim^ to be 
believed. His interest in the ro3\alty of France is second 
only to your Majest3’^’s. He is also a king and a kinsman, 
and it erks him to see rebels beard you, as has happened 
of late.’ 

‘Ay, but the chief of them?’ Henry exclaimed, giving 
way to sudden excitement and stamping furiously on the 
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floor. ‘He will trouble me no more. Has my brother 
heard of tlml^ Tell me^ sir, has that news reached him? ^ 
‘He has heard it, sire.^ 

‘And he approved? He approved, of course? ^ 

‘Beyond doubt the man was a traitor/ M. de Eosny 
answered delicately. ‘His life was forfeit, sire. Who 
can question it? ^ 

‘And he has paid the forfeit/ the king rejoined, looking 
down at the floor and immediately falling into a moodiness 
as sudden as his excitement. His lips moved. He mut- 
tered something inaudible, and began to plaj^ absently with 
Ills cup and ball, his mind occupied apparently with a 
gloomy retrospect. ‘M. de Guise, M. de Guise,’ he mur- 
mured at last, with a sneer and an accent of hate which 
told of old humiliations long remembered, ‘Well, damn 
him, he is dead now. He is dead. But being dead he yet 
troubles us. Is not that the verse, father? Ha!’ with a 
start, ‘I was forgetting. But that is the worst wrong he 
has done me,’ he continued, looking up and growing excited 
again. ‘He has cut me ofE from Mother Church. There 
is liardly a j)riest comes near me now, and presently they 
will excommunicate me. And, as I hope for salvation, the 
Church has no more faithful son than me.’ 

I believe he was on the point, forgetting M. de Eosny’s 
presence there and his errand, of giving way to unmanly 
tears, when M. de Eambouillet, as if by accident, let the 
lieel of his scabbard fall heavily on the floor. The king 
started, and passing his hand once or twice across his brow, 
seemed to recover himself. ‘'Well,’ he said, ‘no doubt we 
shall find a way out of our difficulties.’ 

‘If your Majest}",’ Eosny answered respectfully, ‘would 
accept the aid my master ])roffers, I venture to think that 
they would vanish tlie quicker,’ 

‘You think so,’ Heniy rejoined. ‘Well, give me 3'our 
shoulder. Let us walk a little.’ And, signing to Eam- 
boiiillet to leave him, he began to walk up and down witli 
'M. de Eosiy, talking familiarly with liim in an undertone. - 
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Only such scraps of the conversation as fell from them when 
they turned at my end of the galleiy now reached me. 
J-*atching these together, liowin'or, I managed to understand 
somewhat. At one turn I heard tlie king sa}'-, ‘But then 

Turenne offers ’ At the next, ‘Trust him? Well, I 

do not know why I should not. He promises ’ Then 

‘A Kepublic, Eosny? Tliat his plan? Pooh! he dare not. 
He could not. France is a kingdom by the ordinance of 
God in my family.’ 

I gathered from these and other chance words, which I 
have since forgotten, that j\I. de Eosny Avas pressing the 
king to accept the help of the King of Kavarre, and Avarn- 
ing him against the insidious offers of the Vicomte de Tu- 
renne. The mention of a Eepublic, hoAvever, seemed to 
excite his Majest3''’s Avrath rather against Eosny for i)re- 
suming to refer to such a thing than against Turenne, to 
Avhom he refused to credit it. He paused near my end of 
the promenade. 

‘ProAm it! ’ he said angrily. ‘But can you proA’e it? 
Can you proA'e it? jNIind j'ou, I Avill take no hearsay cau- 
dence, sir. Koaa*, there is Turenne’s agent here — j'ou did 
not knoAA", I dare say, that he had an agent here? ’ 

‘You refer, sire, to M. de Bruhl,’ Eosii}^ ansAvered, Avith- 
out hesitation. ‘IknoAvhim, sire.’ 

‘I think you are the devil,’ Heniy ansAvered, looking 
curioAisl}’’ at him. ‘You seem to knoAV most things. But 
mind jmu, m}’’ friend, he speaks me fairl}’-, and I Avill not 
take this on hearsay e\mii from your master. Though, ’ he 
added after pausing a moment, ‘I loAm him.’ 

‘And he, your Majesty. He desires only to proAm it.’ 

‘Yes, I knoAV, I knoAA’’,’ the king ansAvered fretfully. ‘I 
believes he does. I belieAm he does Avish me Avel>l. But 
there Avill be a devil of an outcry among m_y people. And 
Turenne gives fair Avords too. And I do not know,’ he 
continued, fidgeting Avith his cup and ball, ‘that it might 
irot suit me better to agree Avith him, j’^ou see. ’ 

I saAV M. de Eosny draAv himself up. ‘Dare I speak 
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opeuty to you, sire,’ he said, with less respect and more 
energy than he had hitherto used. ‘As I should to my 
master? ’ 

‘Ay, say what you like,’ Henry answered. But he spoke 
sullenly, and it seemed to me that he looked less pleasantly 
at his companion. 

‘Then I will venture to utter what is in your Majesty’s 
mind,’ my patron answered steadfastly. ‘You fear, sire, 
lest, having accepted my master’s offer and conquered your 
enemies, you should not be easily rid of him.’ 

Henry looked relieved. ‘Do you call that diplomacy?’ 
he said with a smile. ‘However, what if it be so? What 
do you say to it? Methinks I have heard an idle tale about 
a horse which would hunt a stag; and for the purpose set 
a man upon its back.’ 

‘This I say, sire, first,’ Eosny answered very earnestly. 
‘That the King of Kavarre is popular only with one-third 
of the kingdom, and is onlj^ powerful when united with 
you. Secondly, sire, it is his interest to support the royal 
power, to which he is heir. And, thirdly, it must be more 
to your Majesty’s honour to accept help from a near kins- 
man than from an ordinary subject, and one wdio, I still 
mauitain, sire, has no good designs in his mind.’ 

‘The proof? ’ Henry said sharply. ‘Give me that! ’ 

‘I can give it in a week from this day.’ 

‘It must be no idle tale, mind you,’ the king continued 
suspicious^. 

‘You shall have Tiirenne’s designs, sire, from one who 
had them from his own mouth.’ 

The king looked startled, but after a pause turned and 
resumed his walk. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘if you do tliat, I on 
my part ’ 

The rest I lost, for the two passing to the farther end of 
the gallery, came to a standstill there, balking m3' curiosit3’ 
and Bambouillet’s also. The marquis, indeed, began to 
belra}' his impatience, and the great clock immediate!}' 
over our heads presentl}' striking tlie half-hour after ten, 
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he started and made as if he would have approached the 
king. He checked the impulse, however, but still contin- 
ued to fidget uneasily, losing his reserve by-and-by so far as 
to whisper to me that his Majesty would be missed. 

I had been, up to this point, a silent and inactive specta- 
tor of a scene which appealed to my keenest interests and 
aroused my most ardent Guriosit}n Surprise following 
surprise, I had begun to doubt my OAvn identity ; so little 
had I expected to find myself first in the presence of the 
Most Christian King — and that under circumstances as 
strange and bizarre as could well be imagined — and then an 
authorised witness at a negotiation upon which the future 
of all the great land of France stretching for so many hun- 
dred leagues on every side of us, depended. I say I could 
scarcely believe in my own identitj’-; or that I was the same 
Gaston de hlarsac who had slunk, shabby and out-at-elbows, 
about St. Jean d’Angely. I tasted the first sweetness of 
secret power, which men say is the sweetest of all and the 
last relinquished; and, the hum of distant voices and 
laughter still reaching me at intervals, I began to under- 
stand why we had been admitted with so much precaution, 
and to comprehend the gratification of M. de Eosny when 
the promise of this interview first presented to him the 
hope of effecting so much for his master and for France. 

Hoav I was to be drawn into the whirlpool itSelf. I was 
still travelling back over the different stages of the adven- 
ture which had brought me to this point, when I was rudely 
awakened by M. de Eosny calling my name in a raised 
voice. Seeing, somewhat late, that he was beckoning to 
me to approach, I went forward in a confused and hasty 
fashion; kneeling before the king as I had seen Ifim kneel, 
and then rising to give ear to his Majesty’s commands. 
Albeit, having expected nothing less than to be called 
upon, I was not in the clearest mood to receive them. Kor 
was my bearing such as I could have wished it to be. 

‘M. de Eosny tells me that you desire a commission at 
Court, sir, ’ the Iring said quickly. 
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sire?’ 1 staimneredj scarcely able to believe my ears. 
■I Avas so completely taken aback tliat I could say no inore^ 
and I stopped there “with my mouth open. 

‘Tliere are few things I can deny M. de Rosny/ Henry 
continued^ speaking very rapidly, ^and lam told that you^ 
are a gentleman of birth and ability. Out of kindness to 
him, tlierefore, I grant you a commission to raise twentj^ 
men for my service, Eambouillet, ’ he continued, raising his 
voice slightly, ^you will introduce this gentleman to me pub- 
licly to-morrow, that I may carrj- into effect my intention 
on his behalf. You may go now, sir, Ho thanks. And 
M. de Eosny,’ he added, turning to my companion and 
speaking with energy, ^have a care for my sake that you 
are not recognised as you go. Eambouillet must contrive 
something to enable joxi to leave without peril. I should 
be desolated if anything happened to you, my friend, for I 
could not protect you. I give you my word if Mendoza or 
Eetz found you in Blois I could not save you from them 
unless 3’'ou recanted.’ 

H will not trouble either your Majesty or my conscience, ’ 
M. de Eosn}^ replied, bowing low, ‘if my wits can help me.’ 

‘Weil, the saints keep jmu,’ the king answered piously, 
going towards the door hy which he had entered; ‘for j-our 
master and I have both need of you. Eambouillet, take 
care of him as jmu love me. And come early in the morn- 
ing to my closet and tell me how it has fared with liim.’ 

We all stood bowing while he withdrew, and only turned 
to retire when the door closed behind him. Burning with 
indignation and chagrin as I was at finding m3''self disposed 
of in the way I have described, and pitchforked, whether I 
would or no, into a service I neither fancied nor desired, I 
still managed for the present to restrain myself; and, per- 
mitting m3^ companions to precede me, followed in silence, 
listening sullenl3" to their jubilations. The marquis seemed 
scarce!}" less pleased than ISL de Eosn}"; and as the latter 
evinced a strong desire to lessen an}’* jealous}’ the former 
miglit feel, and a generous inclination to attribute to him a 
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full slifive of the credit gained, I remained the only person 
dissatisfied Avith the eA’-ening’s events. We retired from 
the chatean witli the same precautions v'hicli had marked 
our entrance, and parting Avith j\I. de Eamhouillet at the 
door of our lodging — not Avithont many protestations of 
esteem on his part and of gratitude on that of M, de Eosny 
— mounted to the first-floor in single file and in silence, 
Avhich I AA'as determined not to he the first to break. 

Doubtless M. de Rosn}^ kncAV m}^ thouglits, for, speedily 
dismissing Maignan and Simon, AV'ho Avere in Avaiting, he 
turned to me Avithout preface. ‘Come, my friend,’ he said, 
laying his hand on my shoulder and looking me in the face 
in a Avay wdiich all but disarmed me at once, ‘do not let us 
misunderstand one another. You think you have cause to be 
angry Avith me. I cannot suffer that, for the King of Kavarre 
had never greater need of your serAuces than noAv.’ 

‘You have played me an uiiAvorthy trick, sir,’ I ansAvered, 
thinking he Avould cozen me Avith fair speeches. 

‘Tut, tut! ’ he replied. ‘You do not understand.’ 

‘I understand Avell enough, ’ I ansAAmred, Avith bitterness, 
‘that, having done the King of Kavarre’s Avork, he Avould 
noAV be rid of me.’ 

‘Have I not told you,’ M. de Eosny replied, betraying 
for the first time some irritation, ‘that he has greater need 
of your services than ever? Come, man, be reasonable, or, 
better still, listen to me.’ And turning from me, he began 
to Avalk up and doAAUi the room, his hands behind him. 
‘The King of France — I Avant to make it as clear to you as 
possible—’ he said, ‘cannot make head against the League 
Avithout help, and, Avilly-nilly, must look for it to the 
Huguenots Avhom he has so long persecuted. The King of 
Navarre, their acknoAvledged leader, has offered that help ; 
and so, to spite my master, and prevent a combination so 
happy for France, has M. de Turenne, AA’-ho Avould fain raise 
the faction he commands to eminence, and knoAvs Avell hoAv 
to make his profit out of the dissensions of his country. 
Are you clear so far, sir? ’ 
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I assented. I was becoming absorbed in spite of m3^seli, 

‘Very well/ be resumed. ‘This evening — never did aiij^- 
tiling fall out more happily than Eainbouillet’s meeting 
with me — he is a good man! — I have brought tlie king to 
this : that if proof of the selfish nature of Turenne^s designs 
be laid before him he will hesitate no longer. That proof 
exists. A fortnight ago it was here; but it is not here 
now. ^ 

‘That is iinluckyl’ I exclaimed. I was so much inter- 
ested in his story, as well as flattered by the confidence he 
was placing in me, that my ilHinmour vanished. I went 
and stood with my shoulder against the mantelpiece, and 
he, passing to and fro between me and the light, continued 
his tale. 

‘A word about this proof, ^ he said. ‘It came into the 
King of Kavarre^s hands before its full value was known 
to us, for that only accrued to it on M. de Guise’s death. 
A month ago it — this piece of evidence I mean — was at 
Chize. A fortnight or so ago it was here in Blois. It is 
now, ]\L de Marsac,’ he continued, facing me suddenly as 
he came opposite me, ‘in my house at Eosny.’ 

I started. ‘You mean Mademoiselle de la Vire?^ I cried, 

*I mean Mademoiselle de la Vire!’ he answered, ‘who, 
some month or two ago, overheard M. de Turenne’s plans, 
and contrived to communicate with the King of Kavarre. 
Before the latter could arrange a private interview, how- 
ever, ;M. de Turenne got wind of her dangerous knowledge, 
and swept her off to Chize. The rest yon know, M. de 
!Marsac, if anj’^ man knows it,’ 

‘But what will j^ou do? ’ I asked, ‘She is at Eosny.’ 

'*‘]\Iaignan, whom 1 trust implicitl}^, as far as his lights 
go, will start to fetch her to-morrow. At the same hour I 
start southwards. You, M. de Jlarsac, will remain here as 
my agent, to watch over my interests, to receive ]\rademoi- 
sollc on her arrival, to secure for her a secret interview with 
the king, to guard her while she remains here. Do yon 
understand? ’ 
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Did ] understand? T could not find words in wliicli to 
thank liini. rcinorso and gratitude, my sense of the 

wrong I had done liiin, and of the honour he was doing me, 
were such that I stood mute before him as I liad stood 
before the king. ‘You accept, tlien?’ he said, smiling. 
‘You do not deem the adventure beneath you, my friend? ’ 
‘I deserve your confidence so little, sir,^ I answered, 
stricken to the ground, ‘that I beg you to speak, while I 
listen. By attcjuling exactly to your instructions I may 
prove worthy of the trust re])Osed in me. And only so.’ 

He embraced me again and again, with a kindness which 
moved me almost to tears. ‘You are a man after my own 
heart,’ he said, ‘and if God Avills I will make your fortrxne. 
How listen, my friend. To-morrow at Court, as a stranger 
and a man introduced b}* Bambouillet, you will be the 
cynosure of all eyes. Bear yourself bravety. Pay court 
to the women, but attach yourself to no one in particular. 
Keep aloof from Betz and the Spanish faction, but beware 
especially of Bruhl. He alone will have your secret, and 
may suspect your design. j\[ademoiselle should be here 
in a week; while she is with you, and until she has seen 
the king, trust no one, suspect everyone, fear all things. 
Consider the battle won only when the king says, “ I am 
satisfied.” ’ ^ 

iHuch more he told me, which served its purpose and has 
been forgotten. Pinall}’- he honoured me by bidding me 
share his pallet with him, that we might talk without re- 
straint, and that if anything occurred to him in the night 
he might communicate it to me. 

‘But will not Bruhl denounce me as a Huguenot? ’ I 
asked him. 

‘He will not dare to do so,’ j\I. de Bosny answered, ‘bbth 
as a Huguenot himself, and as liis master’s representa- 
tive; and, further, because it would displease the king. 
Ho, but whatever secret harm one man can do another, that 
you have to fear. Maignan, when he returns with made- 
moiselle, will leave two men with you; until they come I 
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should borrow a couple of stout fellows from Eambouillet. 
Do not go out alone after dark, and beware of doorways, 
especially your own.^ 

A little later, when I thought him asleep, I heard him 
chuckle; and rising on my elbow I asked him what it was, 
^Oh, it is your affair,^ he answered, still laughing silently, 
so that I felt the mattress shake under him. don’t em^y 
you one part of your task, my friend.’ 

‘What is that?’ I said suspiciousl3^ 

‘Mademoiselle,’ he answered, stifling with difficulty a 
burst of laughter. And after that he would not sa^^ an- 
other word, bad, good, or indifferent, though I felt the 
bod shake more than once, and knew that he was digesting 
liis pleasantry. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

IN THE icing’s chamber. 

j\r. DE RosNr had risen from my side and started on his 
journey when I opened my ej^es in the morning, and awoke 
to the memory of the task which had been so strangely 
imposed upon me ; and which might, according as the events 
of the next fortnight sliaped themselves, raise me to high 
position or put an end to my career. He had not forgotten 
to leave a souvenir behind him, for I found beside my 
pillow a handsome silver-mounted pistol, bearing the letter 
‘E.’and a coronet; nor had I more than discovered this 
instance of his kindness before Simon Fleix came in to 
tell me that i\r. de Rosnj’' had left two hundred croums in 
his hands for me. 

^ An}’ message with it ? ’ I asked the lad. 

^ Only that he liad taken a keepsake in exchange,’ Simon 
answered, opening the window as he spoke. 

In some wonder T began to search, but I could not dis- 
cover that anything was missing until I came to put on my 
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doublet, when I found that the knot of ribbon 'wbich. 
mademoiselle had flung to me at my departure from Kosny 
was gone from the inside of the breast, where I had pinned 
it for safet}’’ with a long thorn. The discovery that IM. de 
Kosny had taken this was displeasing to me on more than 
one account. In the first place, whether mademoiselle had 
merely wished to plague me (as was most probable) or not, 

I was loth to lose it, my day for ladies’ favours being past 
and g07ie ; in the second, I misdoubted the motive which 
had led him to purloin it, and tormented myself with think- 
ing of the different constructions he might put upon it, and 
the disparaging view of my trustworthiness Avhich it might _ 
lead him to take. I blamed myself much for my carelessness 
in leaving it where a chance eye might rest upon it ; and 
more when, questioning Simon further, I learned that M. de 
Kosny had added, while mounting at the door, ' Tell your 
master, safe bind, safe find ; and a careless lover makes a 
loose mistress.’ 

I felt my cheek burn in a manner unbecoming my years 
while Simon with some touch of malice repeated this ; and 
I made a vow on the spot, which I kept until I was tempted 
to break it, to have no more to do wdth such trifles. Mean- 
while, I had to make the best of it ; and brisking up, and bid- 
ding Simon, who seemed depressed by the baron’s departure, 
brisk up also, I set about my preparations for making such 
a figure at Court as became me : procuring a black velvet 
suit, and a cap and feather to match ; item, a jewelled clasp 
to secure the feather ; with a yard or two of lace and two 
changes of fine linen. 

Simon had grown sleek at Kosny, and losing something 
of the wildness which had marked him, presented ^ in the 
dress M. de Kosny had given him a very creditable appear- 
ance ; being also, I fancj^, the only equerry in Blois who 
could write. A groom I engaged on the recommendation of 
M. de Kambouillet’s master of the horse ; and I gave out 
also that I required a couple of valets. • It needed only an 
hour under the barber’s hands and a set of new trappings ^ 
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for the Cid to enable me to make a fair show, such as 
might be taken to indicate a man of ten or twelve thousand 
livres a year. 

In this way I expended a hundred and fifteen crowns. 
Keflecting that this was a large sum, and that I must 
keep some money for pla}’', I was glad to learn that in the 
crowded state of the cit}^ even men with high rank were 
putting up with poor lodging ; I determined, therefore, to 
combine economy with a scheme which I had in my head 
by taking the rooms in which my mother died, with one 
room below them. This I did, hiring such furniture as I 
needed, which was not a great deal. To Simon Fleix, 
whose assistance in these matters was invaluable, I passed 
on much of M. de Eosny’s advice, bidding him ruffle it 
with the best in his station, and inciting him to labour for 
my advancement by promising to make his fortune when- 
ever my own should be assured. I hoped, indeed, to derive 
no little advantage from the quickness of wit which had 
attracted M. de Eosny’s attention ; although I did not fail 
to lake into account at the same time that the lad was 
waj'ward and fitful, prone at one time to depression, and 
at another to giddiness, and equally uncertain in either 
mood. 

JL de Eambouillet being unable to attend the levee, had 
api^ointed me to wait upon him at six in the evening; at 
which hour I presented myself at his lodgings, attended by 
Simon Fleix. I found him in the midst of half a dozen 
gentlemen whose habit it was to attend him upon all public 
occasions 5 and these gallants, greeting me with the same 
curious and suspicious glances which I have seen hounds 
bestow on a strange dog introduced into their kennel, I was 
speedily made to feel that it is one thing to have business 
at Court, and another to be well received there. 

l\r. de Eambouillet, somewhat to my surprise, did nothing 
to remove this impression. On all ordinar}" occasions a 
]: in of stiff and liaughty bearing, and thoroughly disliking, 
tli^ugh he could not prevent, the intrusion of a third party 
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into a transaction ’svhicli promised an infinity of credit, lie 
received me so coldly and ivitli so much reserve as for the 
moment to dash my spirits and throw me back on myself. 

During the journey to the qastle, however, which ive per- 
formed on foot, attended by half a dozen armed servants 
bearing torches, I had time to recall M. de Eosny’s advice, 
and to bethink me of the intimacy which that great man 
had permitted me ; with so much effect in the way of heart- 
ening me, that as we crossed the courtyard of the castle I 
advanced myself, not ivithout some murmuring on the part 
of others, to Eambouillet’s elbow, considering that as I was 
attached to him b}"- the king’s command, this was my proper 
place. I had no desire to cpiarrel, hoAvever, and persisted 
for some time in disregarding the nudges and muttered 
words which were exchanged round me, and even the efforts 
Avhich were made as ive mounted the stairs to oust me from 
my position. But a jmung gentleman, ivho showed himself 
very forward in these attempts, presently stumbling against 
me, I found it necessary to look at him. 

‘ Sir,’ he said, in a small and lisping voice, ^ you trod on 
my toe.’ 

Though I had not done so, I begged his pardon veiy 
politely. But as his only acknoAvledgment of this courtes}’’ 
consisted in an attempt to get his knee in front of mine — 
we Avere mounting veiy sloAA^ty, the stairs being cumbered 
AAnth a multitude of serAmiits, aaEo stood on either hand — I 
did tread on his toe, Aidth a force and directness Avhich 
made him cry out. 

‘What is the matter?’ Eambouillet asked, looking back 
hastily. 

‘ nothing, M. le Marquis,’ I ansAAmred, pressing on stead- 
fastly. , ' '■ 

‘Sir,’ my young friend said again, in the saihe , lisping 
voice, ‘ you trod on my toe.’ , ' 

‘ I believe I did, sir,’ I ansAvered. 

■‘You have not yet apologised,’ he murmured gently in 
my ear. ■ 
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^Xay, there you are wrong/ I rejoined bluntly, ^for it is 
always my habit to apologise first and tread afterwards/ 

Ho smiled as at a pleasant joke ; and I am bound to say 
that liis hearing was so admirable that if he had been my 
sou T could have hugged him. ^Good!^ he answered. 
iloubt your sword is as sharp as your wits, sir. I see/ he 
continued, glancing naiVelj’' at wij old scabbard — he was 
liimself the very gem of a coui'bier, a slender youth with a 
pink-and-white complexion, a dark line- for a moustache, 
and a pearl-drop in his ear — ^ it is longing to be out. Per- 
liaps you will take a timi in the tennis-court to-morrow ? ’ 
^"With pleasure, sir/ I answered, ^if you have a father, 
or your elder brother is grown up.^ 

^Yhat answer he would have made to this gibe I do not 
know, for at that moment we reached the door of the ante- 
chamber ; and this being narrow, and a sentry in the grey 
uniform of the Swiss Guard compelling all to enter in 
single file, my young friend was forced to fall back, leaving 
me free to enter alone, and admire at my leisure a scene at 
once brilliant and sombre. 

Tlie Court being in mourning for the Queen-mother, black 
]wcdominated in the dresses of those present, and set oif- 
verv finely, the gleaming jewels and gemmed sword-hilts 
wliich were worn by the more important personages. The 
room was spacious and lofty, hung with arras, and lit by 
candles burning in silver sconces ; it rang as we entered 
with the shrill screaming of a parrot, which was being 
teased by a group occup3fing the fartlier of the two hearths. 
X6ar them play was going on at one table, and primero at 
a second. In a corner were three or four ladies, in a circle 
about a red-faced, plebeian-looking man, who was plajdng 
Tit forfeits with one of their number; while the middle of 
the room seemed dominated. b}^ a middle-sized man with a 
peculiarlj" inflamed and passionate countenance, who, seated 
on a table, was inveighing against someone or something in 
the most violent terms, liis language being interlarded with 
all kinds of strange and forcible oaths. Two or three gen- 

M 



178 


A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE 


tleinon, wlio had the air of being his followers, stood about 
him, listening between submission and embarrassment ; 
while beside tlie nearer lireplace, but at some distance from 
him, lounged a nobleman, very richlj" dressed, and wearing 
on his breast the Cross of the Holy Ghost ; who seemed to 
be the object of his invective, but affecting to ignore it was 
engaged in conversation Avith a companion. A bystander 
muttering that Crillon had been drinking, I discovered with 
immense surprise that the declaimer on the table Avas that 
famous soldier ; and I Avas still looking at him in Avonder— 
for I had been accustomed all my life to associate courage 
with modest}' — Avhen, the door of the chamber suddenly 
opening, a general movement in that direction took place. 
Crillon, disregarding all precedency, sprang from his table 
and hurried first to the threshold. The Baron de Biron, on 
the other hand — for the gentleman by the fire Avas no other 
— Avaited, in apparent ignorance of the slight Avhich was 
being put upon him, until IM. de Kambouillet came up| 
then he Avent forward Avith liim. Keeping close to my 
patron’s elboAV, I entered the chamber immediately behind 
him. 

Crillon had already seized upon the king, and, AA^hen aa’-c 
entered, Avas stating his grievance in a voice not much 
loAver than that AAdiicli he had used outside. , M. de Biron, 
seeing this, parted from the marquis, and, going aside 
Avith his former companion, sat doAvn on a trunk against 
the Avail; Avhile Rambouillet, folloAved by myself and 
three or four gentlemen of his train, advanced to the king, 
Avho Avas standing near the alcove. His Majesty see- 
ing him, and thankful, I think, for the excuse, Avaved 
Crillon off. ‘ Tut, tut ! You told me all that this‘ morning,’, 
he said good-naturedly. ‘ And here is Rambouillet, AAdio 
has, I hope, something fresh to tell. Let him speak to me. 
Sanctus ! Don’t look at me as if you Avould run me through, 
man. Go and quarrel with someone of your OAvn size.’ 

.Crillon at this retired grumbling, and Henry, Avho had 
just risen from primero Avith the Duke of Kevers, nodded 
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to Eambouillet. ‘ Well, my friend, anything fresh ? ’ he 
cried. He was jnore at liis ease and looked more cheerful 
than at onr former interview ; yet still care and suspicion 
lurked ahont his peevish mouth, and in the hollows under 
his gloomy eyes. ‘ A new guest, a new face, or a new game 
— which have you brought ? ’ 

‘In a sense, sire, a new face,’ the marquis answered, 
bowing, and standing somewhat aside that I might have 
place. 

‘Well, I cannot saj’- much for the pretty baggage,’ quoth 
the king quickly. And amid a general titter he extended 
his hand to me. ‘I’ll be sworn, though,’ he continued, as 
I rose from my Imee, ‘that you want something, my 
friend ? ’ 

‘Hay, sire,’ I answered, holding up my head boldly — 
for Crillon’s behaviour had been a further lesson to me — 
‘I have, by jmur leave, the advantage. For your Majesty 
has supplied me with a new jest. I see many new faces 
round me, and I have need only of a new game. If your 

Jlajesty would be pleased to grant me ’ 

‘ There ! Said I not so ? ’ cried the king, raising his 
hand Avith a laugh. ‘He does Avant something. But he 
seems not undeserving. What does he pray, Rambouillet ? ’ 

‘ A small command,’ SI. de Rambouillet ansAvered, readily 
])layiiig his part. ‘And your Slajesty Avould oblige me if 
j'on could grant the Sieur de Slarsac’s petition. I Avill 
answer for it he is a man of experience.’ 

‘Chut! A small command?’ Henry ejaculated, sitting 
doAvn suddenly in apparent ill-humour. ‘ It is Avhat every- 
one Avants — Avhen they do not AA'ant big ones. Still, I 
suppose,’ he continued, taking up a comlit-box, AA'hich lay 
beside him, and opening it, ‘if you do not get Avhat 3'ou 
Avant for liim you Avill sullr like the rest, my friend.’ 

• \ our Slajesty has ncA'er had cause to complain of me.’ 
quoth the marquis, forgetting his role, or too proud to 
])lay it. 

‘Tut, tut, tut, tut! Take it, and trouble me no more/ 
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tlie king rejoined. '"Will pay for twenty men do for liim ? 
Very well then. There, IM. de i\[arsac,’ he continned, 
nodding at me and yawning, ‘3mur reqne.st is granted. You 
will find some other ju'etty baggages over there. Go to 
them. And now, Itambouillet,’ he went on, resuming his 
spirits as he turned to matters of more importanee, Giere is 
a new sweetmeat Zamet has sent me. I have made Zizi 
sick with it. Will you tiy it ? It is flavoured with white 
mullierries.’ 

Thus dismissed, T fell back ; and stood for a moment, at 
a loss whither to turn, in the absence of either friends or 
acquaintances. His Hajesty, it is true, had bidden me go 
to certain pretty baggages, meaning, apparentl}'-, five ladies 
who were seated at the farther end of the room, diverting 
themselves with as many cavaliers ; but the compactness 
of this party, the beauty of the ladies, and the merry peals 
of laughter which proceeded from them, telling of a wit 
and vivacity bo5^oud the ordinary, sapped the resolution 
which had borne me well hitherto. I felt that to attack 
such a phalanx, even with a king’s good will, was be3’'ond 
the daring of a Crillon, and I looked round to see whether 
I could not amuse myself in some more inodest fashion. 

The material was not lacking. Crillon, still mouthing 
out his anger, strode up and down in front of the trunk on 
Avhich M. de Biron Avas seated; but the latter Avas, or 
affected to be, asleep. ‘Crillon is for ever going into rages 
noAV,’ a courtier beside me Avhispered. 

‘Yes,’ his fclloAV ansAvered, Avitli a shrug of the shoulder; 
‘it is a pity there is no one to tame him. But he has such 
a long reach, morbleu ! ’ ^ 

. ‘It is not that so much as the felloAv’s fury,’ the first 
speaker rejoined under his breath. ‘He fights like a mad 
thing ; fencing is no use against him.’ 

The other nodded. For a moment the Avild idea of Avin- 
ning renown by taming M. de Crillon occurred to me as I 
stood alone in the middle of the floor ; but it had not more 
than passed through my brain Avhen I felt my elboAV 
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touclied; and turned to find the young gentleman whom I 
had encountered on the stairs standing by my side. 

^Sir/ he lisped, in the same small voice, think you 
trod on my toe a Mdiile ago ? ^ 

I stared at him, wondering what he meant hj this ab- 
surd repetition, ^Well, sir,’ I answered drily, ‘and if I 
did ? ’ 

‘Perhaps,’ he said, stroking his chin with his jewelled 
fingers, ‘pending our meeting to-morrow, you would allow 
me to consider it as a kind of introduction ? ’ 

‘If it please you,’ I answered, bowing stiffly, and wonder- 
ing what he would be at. 

‘Thank you,’ he answered. ‘It does please me, under 
the circumstances ; for there is a lady here who desires a 
word with you. I took up her challenge. Will you follow 
me ?’ 

He bowed, and turned in his lanquid fashion. I, turning 
too, saw, with secret dismay, that the five ladies, referred to 
above, were all now gazing at me, as expecting my ap- 
proach; and this with such sportive glances as told only 
too certainly of some plot already in progress or some trick 
to be presently played me. Yet I could not see that I had 
an}" choice save to obey, and, following my leader with as 
much dignity as I could compass, I presently found mj^self 
bowing before the lady who sat nearest, and who seemed to 
be the leader of these ny’injfiis. 

‘Hay, sir,’ she said, eyeing me curiousty, yet with a 
merry face, ‘I do not need 3’’Ou ; I do not look so high ! ’ 

Turning in confusion to the next, I was surprised to see 
before me the lady whose lodging I had invaded in my 
search for IMademoiselle de la Vire — she, I mean, who, 
having picked up tlie velvet knot, had dropped it so provi- 
dentially wliere Simon Fleix found it. She looked at me, 
blushing and laughing, and the young gentleman, who had 
done lior errand, presenting me b}" name, she asked me, 
while the others listened, whetlier I had found my mistress. 

Pefore I could answer, the lady to whom I had lirst ad- 
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dressed myself interposed. ‘Stop, sir!’ slie cried. ‘What 
is this — a tale, a jest, a game, or a forfeit ? ’ 

‘An adventure, madam,’ I answered, bowing low. 

‘Of gallantry. I’ll be bound,’ she exclaimed. ‘Fie, 
jMadame de Bruhl, and you but six months married ! ’ 

Madame de Bruhl protested, laughing, that she had no 
more to do with it than IMercuiy. ‘At the worst,’ she said, 
‘ I carried the j)oulets ! But I can assure you, duchess, this 
gentleman should be able to tell us a very fine story, if he 
would.’ 

The duchess and all the other ladies clapping their 
hands at this, and crying out that the story must and 
should be told, I forrrrd myself in a prodigious quandary; 
and one wherein my wits derived as little assistance as 
possible from the bright eyes and saucy looks which en- 
vironed me. JMoreover, the conrmotion attracting other 
listeners, I fourrd my position, while I tried to extricate 
myself, growing each moment worse, so that I began to 
fear that as I had little imagination I should perforce have 
to tell the trrrth. The mere thought of this threw irre irrto 
a cold perspiration, lest I shorrld let slip something of conse-' 
quence, and prove myself unworthy of the trust which M. 
de Rosny had reposed in me. 

At the moment when, despairing of extricating m3'-self, I 
was stooping over Madame de Bruhl begging her' to assist 
me, I heard, amid the babel of laughter and raillery which 
surrounded me — certain of the courtiers having already 
formed hands in a circle and sworn I should not depart 
without satisfying the ladies — a voice which struck a chord 
in my memory. I turned to see who the speaker was, and 
encountered no other than M. de Bruhl himself ; who, with 
a fluslied and angry face, was listening to the explanation 
which a friend was pouring into his ear. Standing at the 
moment Avith my knee on Madame de Bruhl’s stool, and 
remembering very Avell the meeting on the stairs, I con- 
ceived in a flash that the man was jealous ; but Avhether 
he had yet heard my name, or had any cleAV to link me with 
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the person ^vho had rescued Mademoiselle de la Vire from 
his clutcheS; I could not tell. iMevertheless his presence 
led my thoughts into a new channel. The determination 
to punish him began to take form in my mind, and very 
quickly I regained my composure. Still I was for giving him 
one chance. Accordingly I stooped once more to Madame 
de BruhVs ear, and begged her to spare me the embarrass- 
ment of telling my tale. But then, finding her pitiless, as 
I expected, and the rest of the company growing more and 
more insistent, I hardened my heart to go through with the 
fantastic notion wliich had occurred to me. 

Indicating by a gesture that I was prepared to obey, and 
the duchess crying for a hearing, this was presently ob- 
tained, the sudden silence adding the king hiinself to my 
audience. ^What is it?^ he asked, coming up effusively, 
with a lap-dog in his arms. ^ A new scandal, eh ? ^ 

^Ho, sire, a new tale-teller,’ the duchess answered pertly. 
^If your [Majesty will sit, we shall hear him the sooner.’ 

He pinched her ear and sat down in the chair which a 
page presented. ^What ? is it Rambouillet’s grison again?’ 
he said with some surprise. ^Well, fire away, man. But 
who brought you forward as a Rabelais ? ’ 

There was a general cry of ^ Madame de Bruhl ! ’ whereat 
that lady shook her fair hair about her face, and cried out 
for someone to bring her a mask. 

^ Ha, I see ! ’ said the king drily, looking pointedly at i\r. 
de Bruhl, who was as black as thundei*. ^But go on, man.’ 

Tlie king’s advent, by affording me a brief respite, had 
enabled me to collect my thoughts, and, disregarding the 
ribald interruptions, which at first were frequent, I began as 
follows: am no Rabelais, sire,’ I said, ^but droll things 

Imjqien to the most unlikely. Once upon a time it was the 
fortune of a certain swain, whom I will call Droinio, to 
arrive in a town not a liundred miles from Blois, having in 
his company a n3miph of great beauty, who had been en- 
trusted to liis care by her parents. He liad not more than 
lodged lier in his apartments, however, before she was 
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^ The husband/ I resumed, ^ seeing a stranger descending 
his staircase, was for stopping him and learning the reason 
of his presence; but Dromio, whose mind was with Phyllida, 
refused to stop, and, evading his questions, hurried to the 
part of the town where the lad}’' had told him she found the 
velvet knot. Here, sire, at the corner of a lane running 
between garden-walls, he found a great house, barred and 
gloomy, and well adapted to the abductor’s purpose. Llore- 
over, scanning it on every side, he presently discovered, tied 
about the bars of an upper window, a knot of white linen, 
the very counterpart of that velvet one which he bore in 
his breast. Thus he knew that the nymph was imprisoned 
in that room ! ’ 

^ I will make it twenty-five, as I am a good Churchman ! ’ 
his Majesty exclaimed, dropping the little dog he was 
nursing into the duchess’s lap, and taking out his comfit- 
box. ^ Rambouillet/ he added languidly, ^your friend is a 
treasure ! ’ 

I bowed my acknowledgments, and took occasion as I did 
so to step a pace aside, so as to command a view of 
JIadame de Brulil, as well as her husband. Hitherto 
madaine, willing to be accounted a part in so pretty a 
romance, and ready enough also, unless I was mistaken, to 
cause her husband a little mild jealous}’, had listened to the 
story vdth a certain sly deinureness. But this I foresaw 
Avould not last long; and I felt something like compunction 
as the moment for striking the blow approached. But I 
had now no choice. ^The best is yet to come, sire,’ I went 
on, ^as I think you will acknowledge in a moment. 
Dromio, though he had discovered his mistress, was still in 
the -depths of despair. He wandered round and round the 
house, seeking ingress and finding none, until at length, 
sunset approaching, and darkness redoubling his fears for 
the nymph, fortune took pity on him. As he stood in 
front of the house he saw the abductor come out, lighted 
by two serTOiits. Judge of liis surprise, sire,’ I continued, 
looking round and speaking slowly, to give full effect to my 
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words, ‘ when he recognised in him no other than the 
husband of the lady who, by picking up and again 
dropping the velvet knot, had contributed so much to the 
success of his search ! ’ 

‘ Ha ! these husbands ! ’ cried the king. And slapping his 
knee in an ecstasy at his own acuteness, he laughed in his seat 
till he rolled again. ‘ These husbands ! Did I not say so ? ’ 

The whole Court gave way to like applause, and clapped 
their hands as well, so that fcAV save those who stood 
nearest took notice of Madame de Bruhl’s faint cry, and 
still fewer understood why she rose up suddenly from her 
stool and stood gazing at her Imsband with burning cheeks 
and clenched hands. She took no heed of me, much less of 
the laughing crowd round her, but looked only at him with 
her soul in her eyes. He, after uttering one hoarse curse, 
seemed to have no thought for any but me. To have the 
knowledge that his own wife had baulked him brought 
home to him in this mocking fashion, to find how little a 
thing had tripped him that daj’', to learn how blindly he 
liad played into the hands of fate, above all to be exposed 
at once to Ms wife’s resentment and the ridicule of the 
Court — for he could not be sure that I should not the next 
moment disclose his name — all so wrought on him that for 
a moment I thought he would strike me in the presence. 

His rage, indeed, did what I had not meant to do. ■ Dor 
the king, catching sight of his face, and remembering that 
Madame de Bruhl had elicited the story, screamed suddenly, 
‘ Haro ! ’ and pointed ruthlessly at him with his finger. 
After that I had no need to speak, the story leaping from 
eye to eye, and every eye settling on Bruhl, who sought in 
vain to compose his features. IMadame, who surpassed^ him, 
as women commonly do surpass men, in self-control, was tiie 
first to recover herself, and sitting down as quickly as. she 
had risen, confronted alike her husband and her rivals with 
a pale smile. 

Dor a moment curiosity and excitement kept all breath- 
less, the eye alone busy. Then the king laughed mis- 
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cllievousl 3 ^ ^Comcj M. cle Brulil/ he cried, ^perhaps you 
Avill finish the tale for us ? ^ And he threw himself back 
in his chair, a sneer on his lips. 

^ Or why not Madame de Bruhl ? ’ said the duchess, with 
her head on one side and her eyes glittering over her fan. 
^Madame would, I am sure, tell it so well.’ 

But madarae only shook her head, smiling always that 
forced smile. Bor Bruhl himself, glaring from face to face 
like a bull a]3out to charge, I have never seen a man more 
out of countenance, or more completely brought to bay. 
His discomposure, exposed as he was to the ridicule of all 
Xnesent, was such that the presence in which he stood 
scarcely liindered him from some violent attack; and his 
ej^’es, which had wandered from me at the king’s word, 
presently returning to me again, he so far forgot himself as 
to raise his hand fmiously, uttering at the same time a 
savage oath. 

The king cried out angrily, ^ Have a care, sir ! ’ But 
Bmhl onl}’' heeded this so far as to thrust aside those who 
stood round him and push his way hurriedly through the 
circle. 

^ Arnidieu! ’ cried the king, when he was gone. ^ This is 
fine conduct! I have half a mind to send after him and 
have liim put where his hot blood would cool a little. 
Or ’ 

He stopped abruptly, his eyes resting on me. The 
relative positions of Brulil and myself as the agents of Bosny 
and Turenne occurred to him for the first time, I think, 
and suggested the idea, perhaps, that I had laid a trap for 
liim. and that he had fallen into it. At any rate his face 
grew darker and darker, and at last, ^ A nice kettle of fish 
this is you have prepared for us, sir ! ’ he muttered, gazing 
at me gloomily. 

The sudden change in his humour took even courtiers b^’ 
surprise. Faces a moment before broad with smiles grew 
long again. The less imjmrtant personages looked uncom- 
fortably at one another, and with one accord frowned on 
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me. ‘ If j’-our Majesty would ^dease to hear the end of the 
story at another time ? ’ I suggested humbly, beginning to 
wish with all my heart that I had never said a word. 

‘ Chut ! ’ he answered, rising, his face still betraying his 
perturbation. ^ Well, be it so. For the present you may 
go, sir. Duchess, give me Zizi, and come to my closet. I 
want you to see my puppies. Eetz, my good friend, do j’-ou 
come too. I have something to say to you. Gentlemen, 
you need udt wait. It is likely I shall be late.’ 

And, with the utmost abiTiptness, he broke up the circle. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

THE JACOBIE MONK. 

Had I needed any reminder of the uncertainty of Court 
favour, or an instance whence I might learn the lesson of 
modesty, and so stand in less danger of presuming on my 
new and precarious prosperity, I had it in this episode, and 
in the demeanour of the company round me. On the circle 
breaking up in confusion, I found m3’’self the centre of 
general regard, but regard of so dubious a character, the 
persons who would have been the first to compliment me 
had the king retired earlier, standing farthest aloof now, 
that I felt myself rather insulted than honoured by it. 
One or two, indeed, of the more cairtious spirits did ap- 
proach me ; but it was with the air of men providing against 
a danger iDartieularly remote, their half-hearted speeches 
serving only to fix them in my memory as belonging to a 
class, especially abhorrent to me — the class, I mean, of 
those who would run at once with the hare and the hounds. 

I was rejoiced to find that on one person, and that the one 
whose disposition towards me was, next to the king’s, of 
first importance, this episode had produced a different im- 
pression. Feeling, as I made for the door, a touch on my 
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arm, I tuniecT to find ]\I. de Eambouillet at my elbo-n% re- 
garding me with a glance of mingled esteem and amuse- 
ment; in fine, with a very different look from that which 
had been m3' welcome earlier in the evening. I -was driven 
to suppose that he was too great a man, or too sure of his 
favour with the king, to be swayed by the petty motives 
which actuated the Court generall}', for he laid his hand 
familiarty on iny shoulder, and walked on beside me. 

‘Well, my, friend, ’he said, ‘you have distinguished 3"our- 
self finely ! I do not know that I ever remember a prett}- 
woman making more stir in one evening. But if you are 
wise 3’-ou will not go home alone to-night.’ 

‘I have my sword, M. le Marquis,’ I answered, some- 
what proudty. 

‘Which Avill avail you little against a knife in the back ! ’ 
he retorted drily. ‘What attendance have you? ’ 

‘IMy equerry, Simon Bleix, is on the stairs.’ 

‘Good, so far, but not enough,’ he replied, as we reached 
the head of the staircase. ‘You had better come home with 
me now, and two or tlu-ee of my fellows shall go on to 3'our 
lodging with you. Do you know, my friend, ’ he continued, 
looking at me keenty, ‘you are either a very clever or a 
very foolish man?’ 

I made answer modestly. ‘BTeither the one, I fear, nor 
the other, I hope, sir,’ I said. 

‘Well, 3'ou have done a very pertinent thing,’ he rej^lied, 
‘for good or evil. You have let the enemy know what he 
has to expect, and he is not one, I warn 3mu, to be despised. 
But wliether 3'ou have been verj* wise or very foolish in 
declaring open war remains to be seen.’ 

‘.A week will show,’ I answered. 

He turned and looked at me. ‘Y'ou take it eooll3',’ he 
said. 

‘I have been knocking about the world for forty 3'ears. 
marqui.':,’ I rejoined. 

Ho muttered something about Bosn}* having a good 03-0, 
and tlien stopped to adjust his cloak. We were b3' this 
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time in tlie street. Making me go hand in hand with him, 
he requested the other gentlemen to draw their swords j 
and the servants being likewise armed and numbering half 
a score or more, Avith pikes and torches, Ave made up a very 
formidable part}'’, and caused, I think, more alarm as AA’’e 
passed through the streets to Eambouillet’s lodging than 
Ave had any reason to feel. Eot that Ave had it all to our- 
selves, for the attendance at Court that evening being large, 
and the circle breaking up as I have described more abruptly 
than usual, the vicinity of the castle Avas in a ferment, and 
the streets leading from it were alive Avith the lights and 
laughter of parties similar to our OAvn. 

At the door of the marquis’s lodging I prepared to take 
leave of him with many expressions of gratitude, but he 
Avould have me enter and sit doAA'n A\uth him to a light 
refection, Avhich it AAms his habit to take before retiring. 
Two of his gentlemen sat doAAUi Avith us, and a valet, Avho 
Avas in his confidence, waiting on us, we made very merry 
over the scene in the presence. I learned that M. de Brulil 
Avas far from popular at Court; but being knoAvn to possess 
some kind of hold over the king, and enjoying besides a 
great reputation for recklessness and skill Avith the sword, 
he had played a high part for a length of time, and attached 
to himself, especially since the death of Guise, a considera- 
ble number of followers. , 

• ‘The truth is, ’ one of the marquis’s gentlemen, Avho was 
a little heated with Avine, observed, ‘there is nothing at this 
moment Avhich a bold and unscrupulous man may not win 
in Trance ! ’ 

‘Nor a bold and Christian gentleman for France! ’ replied 
M. de Eambouillet Avith some asperity. ‘By the Avay, ’ he 
continued, turning abruptly to the servant, ‘Avhere is M. 
Francois? ’ '*■ 

The valet ansAvered that he had not returned Avith us from 
the castle. The Marquis expressed himself annoyed at this, 
and I gathered, firstly, that the missing man Avas his near 
kinsman, and, secondly, that he Avas also the young spark 
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Avlio liad been so forward to quarrel with me earlier in the 
evening. Determining to refer the matter, should it be- 
come pressing, to Eainbouillet for adjustment, I took leave 
of liiin, and attended by two of liis servants, whom he 
kindly transferred to my service for the present, I started 
towards my lodging a little before midniglit. 

Tlie moon had risen while we were at supper, and its 
light, which whitened the gables on one side of the street, 
diffused a glimmer below sufficient to enable us to avoid the 
kennel. Seeing this, I bade the men put out our torch. 
Frost had set in, and a keen wind was blowing, so that we 
Avere glad to hurry on at a good pace 5 and the streets being 
quite deserted at this late hour, or haunted onlj^ by those 
Avho had come to dread the town marshal, we met no one 
and saw no lights. I fell to thinking, for m}^ part, of the 
evening I had spent searching Blois for ]\Iademoiselle, and 
of the difference betv^een then and now. Nor did I fail 
while on this track to retrace it still farther to the evening 
of our. arrival at my mother’s; whence, as a source, such 
kindly and gentle thoughts welled up in my mind as were 
natural, and the unfailing affection of that gracious woman 
required. These, taking the place for the moment of the 
anxious calculations and stern purposes wliich had of late 
engrossed me, were only ousted by something which, hap: 
pening under my eyes, brought me violently and abruptly 
to myself. 

This was the sudden appearance of three men, who 
issued one by one from an alley a score of yards in front of 
us, and after pausing a second to look back the way they 
had come, flitted on in single file along the street, disap- 
pearing, as far as the darkness permitted me to judge, round 
a second corner. I hy no means liked their appearance, 
and as a scream and the clash of arms rang out next 
moment from the direction in which they had gone, I cried 
lustily to Simon Fleix to follow, and ran on, believing from 
the rascals’ movements that the}- were after no good, but 
that rather some honest man was like to he sore beset. 
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On reaching the lane do-\vn which they had plunged, how 
ever, I paused a moment, considering not so much its blach 
ness, which was.intense, the eaves nearly meeting overhead, 
as the small chance I had of distinguishing between attack- 
ers and attacked. But Simon and the men overtaking me, 
and the sounds of a sharp tussle still continuing, I decided 
to venture, and plunged into the alley, my left arm well 
advanced, with the skirt of mj’- cloak thrown over it, and 
my sword drawn back. I shouted as I ran, thinking that 
the knaves might desist on hearing me ; and this was what 
happened, for as I arrived on the scene of action — the far- 
ther end of the alley — two men took to their heels, while 
of two who remained, one lay at length in the kennel, and 
another rose slowly from his knees. 

‘You are just in time, sir,’ the latter said, breathing 
hard, but speaking with a preciseness which sounded famil- 
iar. ‘I am obliged to you, sir, whoever you are. The 
villains had got me down, and in a few minutes more 
would have made my mother childless. By the way, 
you have no light, have 3''ou?’ he continued, lisping like 
a woman. 

One of M. de Eambouillet’s men, who had by this time 
come up, cried out that it was Monsieur BranQois. 

‘Yes, blockhead! ’ the young gentleman answered with 
the utmost coolness. ‘But I asked for a light, not, for -my 
name.’ 

‘I trust you are not hurt, sir?’ I said, putting up my 
sword. 

‘Scratched only,’ he answered, betraying no surprise on 
learning who it was had come up so opportunely; as he no 
doubt did learn from my voice, for he continued with a 
bow, ‘A slight price to pay for the knowledge that kL de 
Marsac is as forward on the field as on the stairs.’ '' 

I bowed my acknowledgments. • 

‘This fellow,’ I said, ‘is he much hurt? ’ 

‘Tut, tut! I thought I had saved the marshal all trouble,' 
]\r. Brangois replied. ‘Is he not dead, Gil? ’ 
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The poor wretch made answer for himself, crjdng out 
l)iteonsly and in a choking voice, for a priest to shrive him. 
At that moment Simon Fleix returned with our torch, 
wliich lie had lighted at the nearest cross-streets, where 
there was a brazier, and we saw by this light that the man 
was coughing up blood, and might live perhaps half an 
hour. 

‘Mordieu! That comes of thrusting too high! ’ ]\I. 

PrauQois muttered, regretfully. ‘An inch lower, and there 
would have been none of this trouble! I suppose some- 
bod}’- must fetch one. Gil,’ he continued, ‘run, man, to the 
sacrist}' in the Rue St. Denys, and get a Eather. Or — stay ! 
Help to lift him under the lee of the wall there. The wind 
cuts like a laiife here. ’ 

The street being on the slope of the hill, the lower part 
of the house nearest us stood a few feet from the ground, 
on wooden piles, and the space underneath it, being en- 
closed at the back and sides, was used as a cart-house. The 
servants moved the dying man into this rude shelter, and I 
accomfianied them, being unwilling to leave the young 
gentleman alone. Hot wishing, however, to seem to inter- 
fere, I walked to the farther end, and sat down on the shaft 
of a cart, whence I idl}* admired the sti-ange aspect of the 
group I had loft, as the glare of the torch brought now one 
and now another into prominence, and sometimes slione 
on M. EranQois’ jeu;elled fingers toying with his tiny 
moustache,- and sometimes on the writhing features of the 
man at liis feet. 

On a sudden, and before Gil had started on his errand, I 
.saw tliere was a priest among them. I had not seen liim 
enter, nor had I any idea wiicnce ho came. ]\l3" first im- 
pression was only that here was a priest, and that ho was 
looking at me — not at tlie man craving his assistance on tlie 
floor, or at those who stood round him, but at me, who sat 
away in the shadow Ijcyond tlie ring of light! 

This was surprising; but a second glance explained it, 
for then I saw that he was the Jacobin monk who had 
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haunted my mother’s dying hours. And, amazed as much 
at this strange rencontre as at the man’s boldness, I sprang 
up and strode forwards, forgetting, in an impulse of right- 
eous anger, the office he came to do. And this the more as 
his face, still turned to me, seemed instinct to my eyes 
with triumphant malice. As I moved towards him, how- 
ever, with a fierce exclamation on my lips, he suddenly 
dropped his ej’-es and knelt. Immediately . M. Frangois 
cried ‘Hush! ’ and the men turned to me with scandalised 
faces. I fell back. Yet even then, whispering on his 
knees by the d 3 dng man, the knave was thinking, I felt 
sure, of me, glorying at once in his immunity and the 
poAver it gaA^'e him to tantalise me without fear. 

I determined, Avhatever the result, to intercept him when 
all was over; and on the man dying a feiv minutes later, 
I Avalked resolutely to the open side of the shed, thinking 
it likely he miglxt try to slip aAvay as m3'^steriously as he 
had come. He stood a moment speaking to M. Frangois, 
hoAvever, and tlien, accompanied by him, advanced boldly 
to meet me, a lean smile on his face. 

‘Father Antoine,’ M. d’Agen .said politely, ‘ tells me that 
he knows you, M. de Marsac, and desires to speak to you, 
mah(),-propos as is the occasion.’ 

‘And I to him,’ I ansAvered, trembling with rage, and 
only restraining by an effort the impulse Avhich v/ould have 
had me dash my hand in the priest’s pale, smirking face. 
‘I have Avaited long for this moment,’ I continued, eyeing 
him steadily, as M. Frangois withdreAV out of hearing, ‘and 
had you tried to avoid me, I Avould have dragged 3''ou back, 
though all your tribe Avere here to protect you. ’ 

His presence so maddened me that I scarcely knew^what I 
said. I felt my breath come quickly, I felt the blood surge 
to my head, and it was Avith difficulty I restrained myself 
Avhen he ansAvered Avith Avell-affected sanctit3'-, ‘Like mother, 
like son, I fear, sir. Huguenots both. ’ 

I choked Avith rage. ‘What! ’ I said, ‘you dare to 
threaten me as you threatened my mother? Fool! knoAV 
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that oiilj' to-day for the piirjDose’ of discovering and punish- 
ing you I took the rooms in ‘which ni}'' mother died.^ 

‘I know it/ he answered. quietly. And then in a second, 
as by magic, he altered his demeanour completely, raising 
his head and looking me in the face. ^That, and so much 
besides, I know/ he continued, giving me, to 1113'- astonish- 
ment, frown for frown, ‘that if you will listen to me for a 
moment, 'M. de jMarsac, and listen quietly, I will convince 
3'ou tliat the folly is not on my side.^ 

Amazed at his new manner, in which there was none of 
the madness that had marked him at our first meeting, but 
a strange air of authority, unlike anjdhing I had associated 
Avith him before, I signed to hiln to proceed. 

‘You think tliat I am in j^our power? ’ he said, smiling. 

‘I think,’ I retorted swiftljq ‘that, escaping me noAv, j^ou 
Avill have at j'our heels henceforth a worse enemy than even 
3’our oAvn sins.’ 

‘Just so,’ he answered, nodding. ‘Well, I am going to 
show 3"ou that the reverse is the case; and that j^ou are as 
completelj^ in mj hands, to sj^are or to break, as this straAv. 
In the first place, j-ou are here in Blois, a Huguenot! ’ 

‘Chut!’ I exclaimed conteinptuouslj", affecting a confi- 
dence I Avas far from feeling. ‘A little Avhile back that 
might liaA^e aAMiled j^ou. But Ave are in Blois, not Paris. 
It is not far to the Loire, and you have to deal Avith a man 
now, not AA'ith a woman. It is j'ou aa^io have cause to trem- 
ble, not I.’ 

‘You think to be protected,’ he answered Avith a sour 
smile, ‘eA’cn on this side of the Loire, I see. But one Avord 
to the Pope’s Legate, or to the Duke of Hevers, and 3'ou 
would see the inside of a .dungeon, if not worse. For the 
king. ’ 

‘Xing or i\o king!’ I answered, interrupting him Avith 
more assurance than I felt, seeing that I remembered onl3’ 
too Avell Hcniy’s remark that Eosn3" mxist not look to him 
for protection, ‘I fear a"ou not a Avhit! And that reminds 
me. I have heard a’ou talk treason — rank, black treason, 
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priest, as ever sent man to rope, and I will give you up. 
By heaven I will ! ’ I cried, my rage increasing, as I dis- 
cerned, more and more clearly, the dangerous hold he had 
over me. ‘You have threatened me! One word, and I will 
send you to the galloAvs ! ’ 

‘Sh! ’ he answered, indicating M. EraiiQois by a gesture 
of the hand. ‘For your own sake, not mine. This is fine 
talking, but you have not yet heard all I know. Would 
you like to hear hoAV you have spent the last month? Two 
days after Christmas, M. de IMarsac, you left Chize with a 
young lady — I can give you her name, if you please. Four 
days afterwards you reached Blois, and took her to your 
mother’s lodging. Next morning she left you for M. de 
Bruhl. Two days later you tracked her to a house in the 
Euelle d’ Arc}’', and freed her, but lost her in the moment of 
victory. Then you sta3^ed in Blois until your mother’s death, 
going a day or Wo later to M. de Eosny’s house by Mantes, 
where mademoiselle still is. Yesterday you arrived in 
Blois with M. de Eosny ; you went to his lodging; you ’ 

‘Proceed, sir,’ I muttered, leaning forward. Under 
cover of my cloak I drew my dagger half-way from its 
sheath. ‘Proceed, sir, I i^ray,’ I repeated with dry lips. 

‘You slept there,’ he continued, holding his ground, but 
shuddering slightly, either from cold or because he per- 
ceived my movement and rea,d my design in' my . eyes. 
‘This morning you remained here in attendance on M. de 
Eambouillet. ’ 

For the moment I breathed freety again, perceiving that 
though he'knew much, the one thing on which M. de Eosny’s 
design turned had escaped him. The secret interview with 
the king, which compromised alike Henry himself and M. 
de, Eambouillet, had apparently passed unnoticed ancj, un- 
susj)ected. With a sigh of intense relief I slid back the 
dagger, which I had fully made up my mind to use had he 
known all, and drew my cloak round me with a shrug of 
feigned indifference. I sweated to think what he did know, 
but oiir interview with the king having escaped him, I 
breathed again. 
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‘Well, siv,’ I said curtly, ‘I have listened. And nov, 
what is the purpose of all tliis? ’ 

‘l\Iy purpose?’ he answered, his eyes glittering. ‘To 
show you that yon are in my power. You are the agent of 
]\l. de Eosu}'. I, the agent, however humble, of the H0I3- 
Catholic League. Of jmur movements I know all. Wliat 
do you know of mine? ’ 

‘Knowledge,’ I made grim answer, ‘is not everything, sir 
priest. ’ 

‘It is more than it was,’ he said, smiling his thin-lipped 
smile. ‘It is going to be more than it is. And I know 
much — about you, M. de Marsac. ’ 

‘You know too much!’ I retorted, feeling his covert 
threats close round me like tlie folds of some great serpent. 

‘ But you are imprudent, I think. Will you tell me what 
is to prevent me striking jmu through where you stand, 
and ridding myself at a blow of so much knowledge? ’ 

‘The presence of three men, M. de Marsac,’ he answered 
lightly, waving his hand towards M. Franqois and the 
others, ‘every one of whom Avould give jmn irp to justice. 
You forget that you are north of the Loire, and that priests 
are not to be massacred here with impunitj', as in j'our 
lawless south-country. However, enough. The night is 
cold, and INI. d’Ageu grows suspicious as well as impatient. 
We have, perhaps, spoken too long already. Permit me’ 
— he bowed and drew back a step — ‘to resume this discus- 
sion to-morrow.’ 

Despite his politeness and the hollow civilitj^ with which 
ho thus sought to close the interview, the liglit of triumph 
wliich shone in his ej-es, as the glare of the torch fell 
athwart them, no less than the assured tone of his voice, 
told me clearh* that lie knew his power. He seemed, in- 
deed, transformed: no longer a slinking, jieaceful clei-k, 
preving on a woman’s fears, but a bold and crafty scliemer, 
skilled and unscrupnlous, possessed of hidden knowledge 
and hidden resources: the personification of evil intellect. 
For a moment, knowing all I knew, and particularly tlie 
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responsibilities wliich before me, and the interests com- 
mitted to my hands, I quailed, confessing myself unequal 
to him. I forgot the righteous vengeance I OAved liiin; I 
cried out helplessly against the ill-fortitne Avhieh had 
brought him across my path. I saAv myself enmeshed and 
fettered beyond hope of escape, and by an effort only con- 
trolled the despair I felt. 

‘To-morrow?’ I muttered hoarsely. ‘At AA’-hat time? ’ 

He shook his head with a cunning smile. ‘A thousand 
thanks, but I Avill settle that myself! ’ he answered. ‘Au 
reA^oir! ’ And muttering a word of leave-taking to M. 
Franqois d’Agen, he blessed the tAvo servants, and Avent out 
into the night. 


CHAPTEE XVlll. 

THE OFFEK OF THE LEAGUE. 

When the last sound of his footsteps died away, I aAvoke 
as from an oauI dream, and becoming conscious of the pres- 
ence of M. Eranqois and the servants, recollected mechani- 
cally that I OAved the former an apology for my discourtesy 
in keeping him standing in the cold. I began to offer it; 
but my distress and confusion of mind were such that in 
the middle of a set phrase I broke off, and stood looking 
fixedly at him, my trouble so xjlain that he asked me civilly 
if anything ailed me. 

‘ISTo,’ I ansAvered, turning from him impatiently; ‘noth- 
ing, nothing, sir. Or tell me,’ I continued, with an abrupt 
change of mind, ‘who is that Avho has just left us? ’ 

Wather Antoine, do you mean? ’ 

‘Ay, Father Antoine, Father Judas, call him Avhat'you 
like,’ I rejoined bitterly. 

‘Then if you leave the choice to me,’ M. FrauQois an- 
swered Avith grave politeness, ‘I Avould rather call him 
something more pleasant, M. de jMarsac — James or John, 
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let US say. For there is little said here which does not 
come back to him. If walls have ears, the walls of Blois 
are in his pa3^ But I thought you knew him,’ he contin- 
ued. ^He is secretary, confidant, chaplain, what j^ou will, 
to Cardinal Betz, and one of those whom — in your ear — 
greater men court and more powerful men lean on. If I had 
to choose between them, I would rather cross M. de Crillon.’ 

^I am obliged to you,’ I muttered, checked as much by 
his manner as his words. 

‘Hot at all,’ he answered more lightly. ‘Any informa- 
tion I have is at your disposal.’ 

However, I saw the imprudence of venturing farther, and 
hastened to take leave of him, persuading him to allow one 
of M. de Eambouillet’s servants to accompanj’’ him home. 
He said that he should call on me in the morning; and 
forcing mj' self to answer him in a suitable manner, I saw 
liim depart one waj’’, and mj^self, accompanied bj^ Simon 
Fleix, went ofE another. My feet were frozen with long 
standing — I think the corpse we left was scarce colder — but 
1113^ head was hot with feverish doubts and fears. The moon 
had sunk and the streets were dark. Our torch had burned 
out, and we had no light. But where m3’’ followers saw 
onl3^ blackness and vacancy, I saw an evil smile and a lean 
visage fraught with menace and exultation. 

For the more closely I directed m3’’ mind to the position 
in which I stood, the graver it seemed. Pitted against 
Bruhl alone, amid strange surroundings and in an atmos- 
phere of Court intrigue, I had thought my task sufficients^ 
difficult and the disadvantages under which I laboured suffi- 
cientl3* serious before this interview. Conscious of a cer- 
tain rustiness and a distaste for finesse; with resources so 
inferior to Bruhl’s tliat eVen Isl, de Rosny’s liberalit3’ had 
not done much to make up the difference, I had accepted 
the post offered me rather readil3" than sanguinely; with 
jo}’, seeing that it held out the liope of high reward, but 
with no certain expectation of success. Still, matched 
with a man of violent and headstrong character, I liad seen 
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no reason to despair j nor any why I might not arrange tlie 
secret meeting between tlie king and mademoiselle witli 
safety, and conduct to its end an intrigue simple and unsus- 
pected, and requiring for its execution rather courage and 
caution than address or experience. 

Now, however, I found that Bruhl was not my only or 
my most dangerous antagonist. Another was in the field — 
or, to speak more correctly, was waiting outside the arena, 
a-eady to snatch the prize when we should liave disabled 
one another. From a dream of Bruhl and myself as en- 
gaged in a competition for the king’s favour, wherein 
neither could expose the other nor appeal even in the last 
resort to the joint-enemies of his Majesty and ourselves, I 
awoke to a veiy different state of things; I awoke to find 
those enemies the masters of the situation, possessed of 
the clue to our plans, and permitting them onty as long as 
the}’^ seemed to threaten no serious peril to themselves. 

No discover}" could be more mortifying or more fraught 
with terror. The perspiration stood on my brow as I re- 
called the warning which M. de Eosny had uttered against 
Cardinal Betz, or noted down the various points of knowl- 
edge which were in Father Antoine’s possession. He knew 
every event of the last month, with one exception, and 
could tell, I verily believed, how many crowns I had in my 
pouch. Conceding this, and the secret sources of informa- 
tion he must possess, what hope had I of keeping my 
future movements from him? Mademoiselle’s arrival would 
be known to him before she had well passed the gates; nor 
was it likely, or even possible, that I should again succeed 
in reaching the king’s presence untraced and unsuspected. 
In fine, I saw myself, equally with Bruhl, a prrppetpn this 
mp’s hands, my goings out and my comings in watched 
aiid reported to him, his mercy the only bar between 'my- 
self and destruction. At any moment I might be arrested 
as a Huguenot, the enterprise in which I was engaged 
ruined, and Mademoiselle de laATre exposed to the violence 
of Bruhl or the equally dangerous intrigues of the League, 
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Under these eircuiiistances I fancied sleep impossible; 
but habit and n-eaviness are strong persuaders, and ndien I 
reached my lodging I slept long and soundly, as became a 
man who bad looked danger in the face more than once. 
The morning light too brought an accession botli of courage 
and hope. I reflected on the misery of my condition at St. 
Jean d’Angely, without friends or resources, and driven to 
herd with such a man as Fresnoy. And telling myself that 
the gold cro^yns which JI. de Eosny had lavished upon me 
were not for nothing, nor the more precious friendship with 
which he had honoured me a gift that called for no return, 
I rose with new spirit and a countenance which threw 
Simon Fleix — who had seen me lie down the picture of 
despair — into the utmost astonishment. 

‘You have had good dreams,’ he said, eyeing me jealously 
and with a disturbed air. 

‘I had a very evil one last night,’ I answered lightly, 
Avondering a little Avh}’’ he looked at me so, and why he 
seemed to resent my return to hopefulness and courage. I 
might have followed this train of thought farther with 
advantage, since I possessed a clue to his state of mind ; 
but at that moment a summons at the door called him aAvay 
to it, and he presently ushered in M. d’Agcn, who, salut- 
ing me with punctilious politeness, had not said fifty words 
before he introduced the subject of his toe— no longer, how- 
ever, in a hostile spirit, but as the happy medium wliich 
had led him to recognise the worth and sterling qualities— 
so he Avas pleased to say — of his preseiwer. 

I Avas delighted to find him in this frame of mind, and 
told him frankly that the friendship AA’ith Avhich liis kins- 
man, kl. de Eambouillet, honoured me Avould prcA cut me 
giA'ing him satisfaction saA'e in the last resort. He ie]died 
that the serA'ice T had done him Avas such as to render this 
imnraterial, unless I had myself cause of offerrce: A\hiclr I 
Avas forward to deny. 

• Y'o Avere paying one another compliments after this 
fashion. Avhile 1 regarded him Avith tlie interf'st Avhieh the 
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iniddle-agecl bestow on the j’-oung and gallant in whom 
the}^ see their own youth and hopes mirrored, when the 
door was again opened, and after a moment^s jj^-use ad" 
mitted, equally, I think, to the disgust of M. Francois and 
myself, the form of Father Antoine. 

Seldom have two men more diverse stood, I believe, in a 
room together; seldom has any greater contrast been pre- 
sented to a man^s eyes than that opened to mine on this 
occasion. • On the one side the gay young spark, with his 
short cloak, his fine suit of black-and-silver, his trim limbs 
and jewelled hilt and chased comfit-box; on the other, the 
tall, stooping monk, lean-jawed and bright-eyed, whose 
gown hung about him in coarse, ungainly folds. And M. 
FranQois’ sentiment on first seeing the other was certainly 
dislike. In spite of this, however, he bestowed a greeting 
on the new-comer which evidenced a secret awe, and in 
other ways showed so plain a desire to please that I felt my 
fears of the priest return in force. I reflected that the 
talents which in such a garb could win the respect of hi. 
Francois d’ Agen — a brilliant star among the younger court- 
iei's, and one of a class much given to thinking scorn of 
their fathers’ roughness — must be both great and formida- 
ble; and, so considering, I received the monk with a dis- 
tant courtesy which I had once little thought to extend to 
him. I put aside for the moment the private , grudge I 
bore him with so much justice, and remembered only the 
burden which lay on me in my contest with him. 

I conjectured without difficulty that he chose to come at 
this time, when M. Francois was with me, out of a cunning 
regard to his own safety; and I was not surprised when M. 
FrauQois, beginning to make his adieux, Father Antoine 
begged him to wait below, adding that he had sometning of 
importance to communicate. He advanced his request in 
terms of politeness bordering on humility; but I could 
clearly see that, in assenting to it, M. d’Agen bowed to a 
will stronger than his own, and would, had he dared to 
follow fills own bent, have given a very different answer. 
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As it ^vas lie retired — ^nominally to give an order to his 
lackey — ^^vitll a species of impatient self-restraint ivhieli it 
was not diilicult to construe. 

Left alone with nie^ and assured that we liad no listeners, 
the monk was not slow in coming to the point. 

^You have thought over what I told you last night? ’ he 
said brusquety, dropping in a moment the suave manner 
which he had maintained in hi, Franqois’s presence. 

I replied coldly that I had. 

'And you understand the pjosition? ’ he continued quickly, 
looking at me from under his brows as he stood before me, 
with one clenched fist on the table. 'Or shall I tell you 
more? Shall I tell you how poor and despised 3^ou were 
some weeks ago, M, de Marsac — ^you who now go in velvet, 
and have three men at your back? Or whose gold it is has 
brought you here, and made j’ou this? Chut! Do not let 
us trifle. You are here as the secret agent of the King of 
Kavarre. It is my business to learn your plans and his 
intentions, and I propose to do so.’ 

'Well? ’ I said. 

'I am inepared to buy them,’ he answered; and his eye^ 
sparkled as he spoke, with a greed which set me yet more 
on my guard. 

'For whom? ’ I asked. Having made up my mind that 
I must use the same weapons as my adversary, I reflected 
that to express indignation, such as might become a j^oung 
man new to the world, could help me not a whit. 'For 
whom?’ I rej)eated, seeing that he hesitated. 

'That is my business,’ he replied slowh'. 

'You want to know too much and tell too little,’ I re- 
torted, 3’awning. 

'And j’^ou are playing with me,’ he cried, looking at me 
suddenl}", with so piercing a gaze and so dark a counte- 
nance that I checked a shudder with difficulty. 'So much 
tlie worse for j'ou, so much the worse for 3*011! ’ he contin- 
ued fiercel}*. 'I am here to bu3' the information 3*011 liold, 
but if youAvill not sell, there is another way. At an hours 
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iicilii’c F (•:m niiii ymu- i>laiis. and sfiul you to a dmigortu: 
V*iu ait* likf a lisli catu^lii. in a ni*l nol. yi-L tlraMii. It 
thrust*; its nosi* tliis way and that, and tonc.lif'S tin* nifsh. 
hut is slow t<i taki* thii alann until tin* net. is drawn — and 
th(*n it is tiH> lat«*. St) it. is with yon. and so it. is,’ ho 
adih*d, fallinj; into tho CfStatic mood which inarkcil him at 
tiini's, and h*ft nu* in dcmht whether In* were all knave or 
in pari enthusiast, ‘with all tlio.se who sel theni.selves 
aifainst. St. I’cter and his (’Imrchl ’ 

* I have heard you .say niueh the same of the. Kin" of 
Kranta*,’ I said derisively. 

‘You trust in hini'.*' he retorted, his eyes gleaming. 
‘You have lje(*n up th(*re, anti S'*i*n liis t*rowdetl e.hamher, 
anil eounleil his forty-live gentlemen and his grey-coated 
Swiss';* I tell you tin* s])lendour you saw was a dream, 
anti will vanish as a dream. The man's strength and his 
glory shall go from him, ami that soon, llavt* you no eyes 
to see that he is hesiih* the que.stion'.’ There are but two 
powers in Friinee — the Holy Union, which still jirevails, 
and the accursed Huguenot; and hi*tween them is the battle.’ 

■Now you an* 1 1*11111" me more,’ 1 said. 

Ill* grow sobi*v in a moment, looking at mo with a vicious 
anger hard to destwibe. 

‘Tut tut,' he .said, showing his yellow teeth, ‘the dead 
tell no tales. And for Henry of Valois, he .so loyes a monk 
that, you might better aeoiisc his mistress. Ihit for 3 'ou, I 
have only to cry “ Jlo! a Huguenot and a spy! ” and though 
he loved you more than he loved Qiu^us or AEaugiron, he 
dare not stridch out a linger to save you! ’ 

I kn(*w tliat he spoke the truth, and with diilicult}' main- 
tained the air of indilTerenoe with which I had entered on 
the interview. 

‘lint what if I leave lllois?’ I ventured, merelj' to see 
what he would sa}’. 

He laughed. ‘You cannot,’ he amswered. ‘The net is 
round you, l^f. de I^rarsac, and there are those at eveiy gate 
who know you and have their instructions. I can destroy 
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you, but I would fain have your information, and for that 
I will pay you five hundred crowns and let you go. ’ 

‘To fall into the hands of the King of Navarre? ’ 

‘He will disown you, in any case,’ he answered eagerly. 
‘He had that in his mind, my friend, when he selected an 
agent so obscure. He will disowm jmu. Ah, mon DieuI 
had I been an hour ciuicker I had caught Eosny — Eosny 
himself ! ’ 

‘There is ope thing lacking still,’ I replied. ‘How am I 
to be sure that, when I have told 3mu what I know, j'ou 
will pay me the money or let me go? ’ 

‘I will swear to it! ’ he answered earnestlj’', deceived into 
thiifiving I Avas about to surrender. ‘I will give you my 
oath, jM. de Llarsac! ’ 

‘I Avould as soon have your shoe-lace! ’ I exclaimed, the 
indignation I could not entirely repress finding vent in that 
phrase. ‘A Churchman’s Amw is Avorth a candle — or a can- 
dle and a half, is it? ’ I continued ironicall3^ ‘I must have 
some security a great deal more substantial than that, 
father.’ 

‘■\Vliat? ’ he asked, looking at me gloomil3\ 

Seeing an opening, I cudgelled my brains to think of any 
condition AA'hieh, being fulfilled, might turn the table on 
him and place him in m3' pow'er. But his position Avas so 
strong, or m3' Avits so Aveak, that nothing occurred to me 
at the time, and I sat looking at him, my mind gradually 
passing from the possibility of eseape to the actual danger 
in AA'hieh I stood, and AA’hieh encompassed also Simon Fleix, 
and, in a degree, doubtless, j\L de Rambouillet. In four or 
five days, too, hlademoiselle de la Vire would arrive. I avou- 
dered if I could send an3' AA'arning to her; and then, again, 
I doubted the Avisdom of interfering Avith hi. de Eosn3’’s 
plans, the more as hlaignan, aa'Iio had gone to fetch made- 
moiselle, AA'as of a kind to disregard 0113' orders saA'e his 
master’s. 

‘Well! ’ said the monk, impatientl3’ recalling Jiie to m3’- 
self, ‘AA'hat seeurit3' do 3’ou Avant?’ 
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and tell, in fine, as prett}^ a story of plots and counterplots 
as de BrantGine has ever woven. Having no desire, 
however, to magnify nij^self, and, at this time of day, 
scarcely any reason, I am fain to confess that the reverse 
was the case ; and that while no man ever did less to free 
liimself than I did, my adversary retained liis grasp to the 
end, and had surelj", but for a strange interposition, eifecled 
my ruin. How relief came, and from what quarter, I might 
defy the most ingenious person, after reading my memoirs 
to tliis point, to say; and this not so much hj reason of an}’ 
subtle device, as because the hand of Providence was for 
once directly manifest. 

The three days of grace Avhich the priest had granted I 
passed in anxious but futile search for some means of escape, 
every plan I conceived dying stillborn, and not the least of 
my miseries l3dng in the fact that I could discern no better 
course than still to sit and thinlc, and seemed doomed to 
perpetual inaction. M. de Eambouillet being a strict 
Catholic, though in all other respects a patriotic man, I 
knew better than to have recourse to him; and the priest's 
influence over jM. d’Agen I had myself witnessed. For 
similar reasons I rejected the idea of appljdng to the king ; 
and this exhausting the list of those on whom T had any 
claim, I found myself thrown on my own resources, which 
seemed limited — m}^ wits failing me at this pinch — to my 
sword and Simon Fleix. 

Assured that I must break out of Blois if I would save, 
not mj’self only, but others more precious because entrusted 
to my charge, I thought it no disgrace to appeal to Simon; 
describing in a lively fashion the danger which threatened 
us, and inciting the lad by eveiy argument which 1 thought 
likely to have weight with him to devise some way of 
escape. 

‘ZSTow is the time, my friend,’ I said, ^to show your wits, 
and prove that de Eosiij", who said yon had a cunning 
above the ordinary, was right. If your brain can ever save 
your head, now is the time ! For I tell you plainl}’, if yon 
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cannot find some way to outnianosuvre tliis villain before 
to-morrow, I am spent. You can judge for yourself wliat 
chance you will have of going free.’ 

I paused at that, waiting for him to malce some sua'ges- 
tion. To my chagrin he remained silent, leaning his "head 
on his hand, and studying tlie table with his eyes in a 
sullen fashion ; so that I began to regret the condescension 
I had evinced in letting him be seated, and found it neces- ■ 
sary to remind him that he had taken service with me, and 
must do iny bidding. 

‘Well,’ he said morosely, and without looking up, ‘I am 
ready to do it. But I do not like priests, and this one least 
of all. I knoAv him, and I will not meddle Avith him I’ 

‘You will not meddle with him ?’ I cried, almost beside 
m3’-self with dismay. 

‘IS'o, I Avon’t,’ he replied, retaining his listless attitude. 
‘I knoAv him, and I am afraid of him. I xim no match for 
him.’ 

‘Then M. de Eosny Avas AAWong, Avas he?’ I said, giving 
Avay to my anger. 

‘If it please j'ou,’ he ansAvered pertly. 

This Avas too much for me. My riding-switch lay hamty, 
and I snatched it up. Before he kneAv Avhat I Avould be at^ 

I fell upon him, and gave him such a sound AAdiolesome drub- 
bing as speedily brought him to his senses. When he cried 
for mercy— Avhich he did not for a good space, being still 
possessed by the peeAdsh devil AAdiich had ridden him ever 
since his departure from Eosny — I put it to him again 
Avhether M. de Eosny Avas not right. When he at last 
admitted this, but not till then, I threAv the Avhip aAvay and 
let him go, but did not cease to reproach him as he deserved. 

.‘Bid you think,’ I said, ‘that I aa^s going to be\’uined 
because you Avould not use your laz_y brains ? That Thvas 
going to • sit still, and let you sulk, AAdiile mademoiselle ' 
Avalked blmdfold into the toils ? Hot at all, my friend ! ’ 

‘ Mademoiselle ! ’ he exclaimed, looking at me Avith a 
sudden change of countenance, and ceasing to rub himself ■ 
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and scowL as he had been doing. ^ She is not here, and 
is in no danger.^ 

‘She 'udll be here to-inorrow, or the next I said. 

* You did not tell me that ! ^ he replied, his eyes glittering. 
^Does Father Antoine kno^v it ? ’ 

‘ He will know it the moment she enters the town,’ I 
answered. 

Xoting the change which the introduction of mademoi- . 
sellers name into the affair had wrought in him, I felt 
something like humiliation. But at the moment I had no 
choice; it was my business to use such instruments as came 
to my hand, and not, mademoiselle’s safety being at stake, to 
pick and choose too nicely. In a few minutes our posi- 
tions were reversed. The lad had gro'wn as hot as I cold, 
as keenly excited as I critical. When he presently came 
to a stand in front of me, I saw a strange likeness between 
his face and the priest’s; nor .was I astonished when he 
presently made just such a proposal as I should have ex- 
pected from Father Antoine himself. 

‘ There is only one thing for it,’ he muttered, trembling 
all over. ‘ He must be got rid- of ! ’ 

^Fine talking I’ I said, contemptuously. ^If he were a 
soldier he might he brought to it. But he is a priest, my 
friend, and does not fight.’ 

‘Fight? Who wants liiin to fight?’ the lad answered, 
his face dark,, his hands moving restlessly. ‘It is the 
easier done. A blow in the back, and he will trouble us no 
more.’ 

‘ is to strike it ? ’ I asked d^ilJ^ 

Simon trembled and hesitated; but presently, heaving a 
deep sigh, he said, I will.’ 

‘ It might notl)e difficult,’ I muttered, thinking it over. 

‘It would be easy,’ lie answered under his breath. His 
eyes shone, liis lips were wliite, and his long dark hair 
hung wet over his forehead. 

I reflected; and the longer I did so the more feasible 
seemed the suggestion. A single word, and I might sweep 

o 
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from my path the man whose existence threatened mine; 
who would not meet me fairly, but, working against me 
darkly and treacherousl}', deserved no better treatment at 
my hands than that which a detected spy receives. Ho had 
wronged my mother ; he would fain destroy my friends ! 

And, doubtless, I shall be blamed b}'' some and ridiculed 
by more for indulging in scruples at such a time. But I 
have all my life long been in-ejudiced against that form of 
underhand violence which I have heard old men contend 
came into fashion in our country in modern times, and 
which certainly seems to be alien from the Brencli charac- 
ter. Without judging others too harshly, or saying that 
the poniard is never excusable — for then might some 
wrongs done to women and the helpless go without remedy 
— I have set my face against its use as unworthy of a 
soldier. At the time, moreover, of which I am now writ- 
ing the extent to which our enemies had lately resorted to 
it tended to fix this feeling with peculiar firmness in my 
mind ; and, but for the very desperate dilemma in which I 
stood at the moment — and not I alone— I do not think that 
I should have entertained Simon’s proposal for a minute. 

As it was, I presently answered him in a way which left 
him in no doubt of my sentiments. ‘ Simon, my friend,’ I 
said — and I remember I was a little moved — ‘you have 
something still to learn, both as a soldier and a Huguenot. 
Heither the one nor the other strikes at the back.’ 

‘ But if he will not fight ? ’ the lad retorted rebelliously. 

‘ What then ? ’ _ 

It was so clear that our adversary gained an unfair advan- 
tage in this way that I could not answer the question. I 
let it pass, therefore, and merely repeating my^ former 
injunction, bade Simon think out another way. 

He promised reluctantly to do so, and, after spending 
some moments in thought, went out to learn Avhether the 
house was being "watched. 

When he returned, his countenance wore so new an expres- 
sion that I saw at once that something had happened. He did 
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not meet my eye, however, and did not explain, but made as if 
lie would go out again, with something of confusion in his 
manner. Before finally disappearing, however, he seemed to 
change his mind once more ; for, marching up to me where 1 
stood eyeing him 'with the utmost astonishment, he stopped 
before me, and suddenly drawing out his hand, thrust some- 
thing into mine. 

‘■\\niat is it, man V I said mechanically. 

‘Look!’ he answered rudely, breaking silence for the first 
time. ‘ You should know. Why ask me ? Wliat have I to 
do with it ? ’ 

I looked then, and saw that he had given me a knot of 
velvet precisely similar in shape, size, and material to that 
wcll-rcmcmbcred one which had aided me so opportunely in 
my .<;eaTch for mademoiselle. This differed from that a lit- 
tle in colour, but iu nothing else, the fashion of the bow 
being the same, and one lappet bearing the initials ‘ C. d. 1. 
V.,' while the other had the words, ‘A moi.’ I gazed at it 
in wonder. ‘But, Simon,’ I said, *what does it mean? 
Where did you get it?’ 

‘Where should I get it?’ he answered jealous!}’. Then, 
seeming to recollect himself, he changed his tone. 'A 
u'oman gave it to me in the street,’ he said. 

I asked him what woman. 

‘ Hov.’ should 1 know ? ’ he answered, his eyes gleaming 
with anger. ‘ It was a woman in a mask.’ 

‘Was it Fanchette?’ I said stcnily. 

‘ It might have been. I do not know,’ he responded. 

I concluded at first that mademoiselle and her escort had 
ariived in tlic outskirts of the city, and that Maignan liad 
justified his reputation for discretion by sending in to learn 
from me whether the way was clear before he entered. In 
this notion I was jiartly confirmed and partly shaken by the 
accompanying message: which Simon, from whom every 
scrap of information had to be dragged as blood from a 
stone, presently delivered. 

‘ You are to meet the sender half an hour after sunset 



212 


A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE 


to-morrow evening/ iie said, ^on tlie Parvis at the north-east 
corner of the catliedrah’ 

‘ To-morrow evening ? ’ 

^^Yes, when else?’ the lad answered ungraciously. 
said to-morrow evening.’ 

I thought this strange. I could understand why Maignan 
should prefer to keep his charge outside the walls until he 
heard from me, hut not why he should postpone a meeting 
so long. The message, too, seemed unnecessarily meagre, and 
I began to think Simon was still withholding somethino". 

‘ Was that all ? ’ I asked him. ' 

‘ Yes, all,’ he answered, ‘ except ’ 

‘ Except what ? ’ I said sternl3^ 

Except that the woman showed me the gold token Made- 
moiselle de la Vire used to carry,’ he answered reluctan%, 
‘and said, if you wanted further assurance that would sat- 
isfy you.’ 

‘ Eid you see the coin ? ’ I cried eagerly. 

‘ To be sure,’ he answered. 

Then, mon dieu ! I retorted, ‘ either you are deceiving 
me, or the woman you saw deceived you. Eor mademoiselle 
has not got the token ! I have it ; here, in my possession ! 
Now, do you still say you saw it, man ? ’ 

‘I saw one like it,’ he answered, trembling, his face damp. 

‘ That I will swear. And the woman told me what I have 
told you. And no more.’ 

‘Then it is clear,’ I answered, ‘that mademoiselle has 
nothing to do with this, and is doubtless many a league 
away. This is one of M. de BruhTs tricks. Eresnoy gave 
him the token he stole from me. And I told him the story 
, pf the velvet knot myself. This is a trap ; and had I fallen 
into it, and gone to the Parvis to-morrow evening, T had 
never kept another assignation, my lad.’ 

Simon looked thoughtful. Presently he said, with a 
crestfallen air, ‘ You were to go alone. The woman said that.’ 

Tliough I knew well why he had suppressed this item, I 
forbore to blame him. ‘ What was the woman like ? ’ I said. 
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^Slie Iiad very inucli of Fancliette’s figure,’ lie answered. 
He could not go beyond that. Blinded by the idea that the 
woman was mademoiselle's attendant, and no one else, he 
had taken little heed of her, and could not even say for 
certain that she was not a man in woman’s clothes. 

. I thought the matter over and discussed it with him ; and 
was heartily minded to punish iVI. de Bruhl, if I could dis- 
cover a way of turning his treacherous plot against him- 
self. But the 'lack of any precise knowledge of his plans 
prevented me stirring in the matter; the more as I felt no 
certainty that I should be master of my actions when the 
time came. 

Strange to say the discovery of this movement on the 
part of Bruhl, who had sedulously kept himself in the back- 
ground since the scene in the king’s presence, far from in- 
creasing mj' anxieties, had the effect of administering a 
fillip to my spirits; which the cold and unyielding pressure 
of tlie Jacobin had reduced to a low point. Here was some- 
thing I could understand, resist, and guard against. The 
feeling that I had once more to do wfith a man of like 
aims and passions with myself quickly restored me to the 
use of ray faculties; as I have heard that a swordsman 
opposed to the powers of evd regains his vigour on finding 
himself engaged with a mortal foe. Though I knew that 
the hours of grace were fast running to a close, and that on 
the morrow the priest would call for an answer, I experi- 
enced that evening an unreasonable lightness and cheerful- 
ness. I retired to rest with confidence, and slept in comfort, 
supported in part, perhaps, by the assurance that in that 
room where my mother died her persecutor could liave no 
power to harm me. 

Ul)ou Simon Fleix, on the other hand, the discovery that 
Bruhl was moving, and that consequently peril threatened 
11s from a new quarter, had a different effect. He fell into 
a state of extreme excitement, and spent the evening and a 
great part o£ the night in walking restlessly up and down 
the room, wrestling with the fears and anxieties which beset 
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us, and now talking fast to himself, how biting his nails in 
an agony of impatience. In vain I adjured him not to meet 
troubles halfway ; or, pointing to the pallet which he occu- 
pied at the foot of my couch, bade him, if he could not 
devise a way of escape, at least to let the matter rest until 
morning. He had no power to obey, but, tortured by the 
vivid anticipations which it was his nature to entertain, he 
continued to ramble to and fro in a fever of the nerves, and 
had no sooner lain down than he was up again. Eemem- 
bering, however, how well he had borne himself on the 
night of mademoiselle’s escape from Blois, I refrained’ from 
calling him a coward ; and contented myself instead with 
the reflection that nothing sits worse on a fighting-man than 
too much knowledge — except, perhaps, a lively imagination. 

I thought it possible that mademoiselle might arrive next 
day before Bather Antoine called to receive his answer. In 
this event I hoped to have tlie support of Maignan’s ex- 
perience. But the party did not arrive. I had to rely on 
myself and my own resources, and, this being so, determined 
to refuse the priest’s offer, but in all other things to be 
guided by circumstances. 

About noon he came, attended, as was his practice, by two 
friends, whom he left outside. He looked paler and more 
shadowy than before, I thought, his hands thinner, and his 
cheeks more transparent. I could draw no good augury, 
however, from these signs of frailty, for the brightness of 
his eyes and the unusual elation of his manner told plainly 
of a spirit assured of the mastery. He entered the room 
with an air of confidence, and addressed me in a tone of 
patronage which left me in no doubt of his intentions ; the 
frankness with which he now laid bare his plans *going far 
'to prove that already he considered me no better t|mn his 
tool. ; , 

I did not at once undeceive him, but allowed him to pro- 
ceed, and even t'o bring out the five hundred crowns which 
he had promised nie, and the sight of which he doubtless 
supposed would clench the matter. 
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Seeing this he became still less reticent, and sijoke so 
largely that I presently felt myself impelled to ask Mm if 
he would answer a question. 

‘ That is as may he, M. de hlarsac,’ he answered lightly. 
‘You may ask it.’ 

‘You liint at great schemes which you have in hand, 
father,’ I said. ‘You speak of France and Spain and Xa- 
varre, and kings and Leagues and cardinals ! You talk of 
secret strings, and would have me believe that if I comply 
with your wishes I shall find you as powerful a patron as 
M. de Eosny. But — one moment, if you please,’ I contin- 
ued hastily, seeing that he was about to interrupt me with 
such eager assurances as I had already heard; ‘tell me 
this. With so many irons in the fire, why did you interfere 
with one old gentlewoman— for the sake of a few crowns ?’ 

‘ I will tell you even that,’ he answered, his face fiusliing 
at my tone. ‘ Have you ever heard of an elephant ? Yes. 
AVell, it has a trunk, you know, with which it can either 
drag an oak from the earth or lift a groat from the ground. 
It is so with me. But again you ask,’ he continued with an 
airj- grimace, ‘why I wanted a few crowns. Enough tliat 
I did. There are going to be two things in the world, and 
two only, H. de Marsac : brains and money. The former I 
have, and Imd : the latter I needed — and took.’ 

‘Jloney and brains?’ I said, looking at him thought- 
fully. 

‘ ^ answered, Ms .ej'es sparkling, his thin nostrils 
iicginning to dilate. ‘ Give me these two, and I will rule 
France 1 ’ 

‘You will rule France?’ I exclaimed, amazed beyond 
measure by his audacity. ‘ Y^ou, man ? ’ . 

‘les, I,’ he answered, ’ with abominable coolness. ‘I, 
priest, monk, Churchman, clerk. You look surprised, but 
mark you, sir, there is a change going on. Our time is 
poming, and yours is going. What hampers our lord the 
king and - shuts him up in Blois, while rebellions stalk 
through France ? Lack of men ? Xo; but lack of money. 
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Who can. get the mone}^ foi- him — ^yoii the soldier, or I the 
clerk ? A thousand times, I ! Therefore, my time is com- 
ing, and before you die you will see a priest rule Prance.’ 

‘God forbid it should be j^u;’ I answered scornfully. 

‘As you please,’ he answered,- shrugging his shoulders, 
and assuming in a breath a mask of humility which sat as 
ill on his monstrous conceit as ever nun’s veil on a trooper. 
‘Yet it may'eren beT ; by the favour of the Holy Catholic 
Church, whose humble minister I am.’ 

I sprang up with a great oath at that, having no stomach 
for more of the strange transformation's, in which this man 
delighted, and whereof the last had ever the air of being 
the most hateful. ‘You villain!’ I cried, twisting my 
moustaches, a habit I have when enraged. ‘And so you 
would make me a stepping-stone to your greatness. You 
would bribe me — a soldier and a gentleman. Go, before 1 
do you a mischief. That is all I have to say to you. Go ! 
You have your answer. I will tell j'ou nothing — ^not a jot 
or a tittle. Begone from my room ! ’ 

He fell back a step in his surprise, and stood against the 
table biting his nails and scowling at me, fear and chagrin 
contending with half a dozen devils for the possession of 
his face. ‘ So you have been deceiving me,’ he said slowly, 
and at last. 

‘I have let you deceive yourself,’ -I answered, looking at 
him with scorn, but with none of the fear with which he 
had for a while inspired me. ‘Begone, and do your 
worst.’ 

‘ You know what you are doing,’ he said. ‘ I have that 
will hang you, M. de Marsac — or worse.’ 

‘Go!’ I cried. « 

•, ‘You have thought of your friends,’ he continued 
mockingly. 

‘ Go ! ’ I said. 

- ‘ Of Mademoiselle de la Vire, if by any chance she fall 
into my hands ? It will not be hanging for iier. Yon 
remember the two Poxicauds ? ’ — and he laughed. 
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The vile threat, which I knew* he had used to my mother, 
so worked upon me that I strode forward unable to control 
myself longer. In another moment I had certainly taken 
him by the throat and squeezed the life out of his miserable 
carcase, had not Providence, in its goodness intervened to 
save me. The door, on which he had already laid his hand 
in terror, opened suddenly. It admitted Simon, who, 
closing it behind him, stood looking from one to the other 
of us in nervous doubt ; divided betAveen that respect for 
the priest which a training at the Sorbonne had instilled 
into him, and the rage which despair arouses in the 
weakest. ’ ■ ^ 

His presence, while it checked me in my purpose, seemed 
to give Father Antoine courage^ for the priest stood his 
ground, and even turned to me a second time, his face dark 
with spite and disappointment. ‘ Good,^ he said hoarsely. 
^Destroy yourself if youAvill! I advise you to bar joni' 
door, for in an hour the guards will be here to fetch you to 
the question.^ 

Simon cried out at the threat, so that I turned and 
looked at the lad. His knees were shaldng, his hair stood 
on end. 

The priest saAV his terror and his OAvn opportunity, ‘ Ay, 
in an hour,^ he continued slowlj’', looking at him Avith ciaiel 
eyes, ^In an hour, lad! You must be fond of pain to 
court it, and out of humour Avith life to throAV it aAvay. 
Or stay,’ he continued abruptly, after considering Simon’s 
agony for a moment, and doubtless deducing from it a last 
hope, ‘ I Avill be merciful. I aauII gh^e you one more 
chance.’ 

‘And yourself ? ’ I said Avith a sneer. 

^As you please,’ he arisAvered, declining to be dh^erted 
from the trembling lad, Avhom his gaze seemed to fascinate. 
^ I will giA'e j'ou until half an hour after sunset this 
evening to reconsider the matter. If you make up your 
minds to accept my terms, meet me then. I leaA'c to-night 
for Paris, and I Avill give you until tlie last moment. But,’ 



2I8 


A GEATTLEMAN OF FRANCE 


he continued grimly, ‘ if yon do not meet me, or, meeting 
me, remain obstinate — God do so to me, and more also, if 
yon see the snn rise thrice.’ 

Some impulse, I know not what, seeing that I had no 
thought of accepting his terms or meeting him, led me to 
ask brief!}’', ‘ Where ? ’ 

'On the Parvis of the Cathedral,’ he answered after a 
moment’s calculation. ‘At the north-east corner, half an 
hour after sunset. It is a guiet spot.’ 

Simon uttered a stifled exclamation. And then for a 
moment there was silence in the room, while the lad 
breathed hard and irregularly, and I stood rooted to the 
spot, looking so long and so strangely at the priest that 
Father Antoine laid his hand again on the door and glanced 
uneasily behind him. ISTor was he content until he had hit 
on, as he fancied, the cause of my strange regard. 

' Ha ! ’ he said, his thin lip curling in conceit at his 
astuteness, ‘ I understand. You think to kill me to-night ? 
Let me tell you, this house is watched. If you leave here 
to meet me Avith any companion — unless it be M. d’Agen, 
Avhom I can trust — I shall be Avarned, and be gone before 
you reach the rendezvous. And gone, mind you,’ he added, 
with a grim smile, 'to sign your death-Avarrant.’ 

He Avent out Avith that, closing the door behind him ; and 
we heard his step go softly doAvn the staircase. ' I gazed at 
Simon, and he at me, Avith all the astonishment and aAve 
Avhich it was natural Ave should feel in presence of so 
remarkable a coincidence. 

For by a marvel the priest had named the same spot and 
the same time as the sender of the velvet knot ! 

' He Avill go,’ Simon said, his face flushed and his Amice 
trembling, ' and they Avill go.’ 

'And in the dark they will not know him,’ I muttered. 

' He is about my height. They Avill take him for me ! ’ 

' And kill him ! ’ Simon cried hysterically. ' They Avill 
kill him! He goes to his death, monsieur. It is the 
finger of God,’ 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE king’s face. 

It seemed so necessary to bring home the crime to Brulil 
should the priest really perish in the trap laid for lue, riiat 
I came near to falling into one of those mistakes to •which 
men of actio'n.are prone. For my first impulse was to follow 
the priest to the Parvis, closely enough, if possible, to detect 
the assassins in the act, and with sufficient force, if I could 
muster it, to arrest, them. The credit of dissuading me 
from this course lies with Simon, who pointed out its dan- 
gers in so convincing a manner that I was brought with 
little difficulty to relinquish it. 

Instead, acting on his advice, I sent him to M, d’Agen’s 
lodging, to beg that young gentleman to call upon me before 
evening. After searching the lodging and other places in 
vain, Simon found M. d’Agen in the tennis-court at the 
Castle, and, inventing a crafty excuse, brought him to my 
lodging a full hour before the time. 

My visitor was naturally surprised to find that I had 
nothing particular to say to him. I dared not tell him* 
what occupied mj^ thoughts, and for the rest invention 
failed me. But his gaiet}’' and those pretty affectations on 
wliich he spent an infinity of pains, for the purpose, appar- 
ently, of hiding the sterliiig worth of a character deficient 
neither in courage nor backbone, were united to much good 
nature. ’ Believing at last that I had sent for him in a fit of 
tlie vapours, he devoted himself to amusing me and abusing 
Bruhl — a veiy favourite pastime with him. And in this 
wa}’^ he made out a call of two hours. 

I had not long to wait for proof of Simon’s wisdom in 
taking this precaution. We thought it prudent to Iceep 
within doors after our guest’s departure, and so passed the 
night in ignorance whether anj’thing had happened or not. 
But about seven next morning one of the jMarquis’s servants, 
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despatched by M. d’Agen, burst in upon us with tlie news 
— which was no news from the moment his hurried footstep 
sounded on the stairs — that Father Antoine had been set 
upon and killed the previous evening ! 

I heard this confirmation of m}’- hopes with grave thank- 
fulness ; Simon with so much emotion that when the mes- 
senger was gone he sat down on a stool and began to sob 
and tremble as if he had lost his mother, instead of a mortal 
foe. I took advantage of the occasion to read him a sermon 
on the end of crooked courses; nor could I myself recall 
without a shudder the man’s last words to me; or the law- 
less and evil designs in which he had rejoiced, while standing 
on the very brink of the pit. Avhich was to swallow up both 
him and them in everlasting darkness. 

ITaturally, the uppermost feeling in my mind was relief. 
I was free once more. In all probability the priest had 
kept his knowledge to himself, and without him his agents 
would be powerless. Simon, it is true, heard that the town 
was much excited by the event ; and that many attributed 
it to the Huguenots. But we did not suffer ourselves to be 
depressed by this, nor had I any foreboding until the sound 
of a second hurried footstep mounting the stairs reached 
our ears. 

I knew the step in a moment for M. d’Agen’s, and some- 
thing ominous in its ring brought me to my feet before he 
opened the door. Significant as was his first hasty look 
round the room, he recovered at sight of me all his habitual 
sang-froid. He saluted me, and spoke coolly, though rapidly. 
But he panted, and I noticed in a moment that he had lost 
his lisp. 

'I am happy in finding you,’ he said, closing the door 
carefully behind him, ‘for I am the bearer of ill news,,. and 
there is not a moment to be lost. The king has signed an 
order for your instant consignment to prison, M. de Marsac, 
and, once there, it is difficult to say what may not happen.’ 

‘ My consignment ? ’ I exclaimed. I may be pardoned 
if the news for a moment found me unprepared. 
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‘ Yes/ he replied quickly. ‘ Tlie king has signed it at 
the instance ■of ]Marshal Ketz.’ 

‘ But for what ? ’ I cried in amazement. 

‘The murder of Bather Antoine. You will pardon me/ 
he continued urgently, ‘but this is no time for words. The 
Provost-Marshal is even now on his way to arrest you. 
Your only hope is to evade him, and gain an audience of 
the king. I have persuaded my uncle to go with you, and 
he is waiting at his lodgings. There is not a moment to be 
lost, however, if you would reach the king’s presence before 
you are arrested.’ 

‘ But I am innocent ! ’ I cried. 

‘ I know it,’ M. d’Agen answered, ‘ and can prove it. 
But if you cannot get speech of the king innocence will 
avail you nothing. You have powerful enemies. Come 
without more ado, M. de Marsac, I pray,’ he added. 

His manner, even more than his words, impressed me 
with a sense of urgency ; and postponing for a time my own 
judgment, I hurriedly thanked him for his friendly offices. 
Snatching up my sword, which lay on a chair, I buckled 
it on ; for Simon’s fingers trembled so luolently he could 
give me no help. This done I nodded to IVI. d’Agen to go 
first, and followed him from the room, Simon attending us 
of his own motion. It would be then about eleven o’clock 
in the forenoon. 

hly companion ran down the stairs without ceremony, 
and so quickly it was all I could do to keep up with him. 
At the outer door he signed me to stand, and darting him- 
self into the street, he looked anxiously in the direction of 
the Hue St. Denys. Fortunately the coast was still clear, 
and he beckoned to me to follow him. • I did so and start- 
ing to walk in the opposite direction as fast as we could, in 
less than a minute we had put a corner between us and the 
house. 

Our hopes of escaping unseen, however, were promptly 
dashed. The house, I have said, stood in a quiet b5’-street, 
which was bounded on the farther side by a garden-wall but- 
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tressed at intervals. We liad scarcely gone a dozen paces 
from my door when a man slipped from the shelter of one of 
these buttresses, and after a single glance at us, set off to 
run towards the Eue St. Denys. 

hi. d A.gen looked back and nodded. ^ There goes the 
news,’ he said. ‘ They will try to cut us off, but I think we 
have the start of them.’ 

I made no reply, feeling that I had resigned myself 
entirely into his hands. But as we passed through the Eue 
de Valois, in part of which a market was held at this hour, 
attracting a considerable concourse of peasants -and others, 
I fancied I detected signs of unusual bustle and excitement. 
It seemed unlikely that news of the priest’s inurder should 
affect so many people and to such a degree, and I asked 
M. d’Agen what it meant. 

‘There is a rumour abroad,’ he answered, without slack- 
ening speed, ‘ that the king intends to move south to Tours 
at once.’ 

I muttered my surprise and satisfaction. ‘He will come 
to terms with the Huguenots then ? ’ I said. 

‘ It looks like it,’ M. d’Agen rejoined. ‘Betz’s party are 
in an ill-humour on that account, and will wreak it on you if 
they get a chance. On guard ! ’ he added abruptly. ‘ Here 
are tAvo of them ! ’ 

As he spoke Ave emerged from the croAvd, and I saAv, half 
a dozen paces in front of us, and coming to meet us, a 
couple of Court gallants, attended by as many servants. 
They espied us at the same moment, and came across the 
street, Avhich Avas tolerably Avide at that part, Avith' the 
evident intention of stopping us. Simultaneously, hoAvever, 
we crossed to take their, side, and so met them face tJ face 
in the middle of the way. 

‘ M. d’Agen,’ the foremost exclaimed, speaking in a haughty 
tone, and with a dark side glance at me, ‘I am sorry to see 
you in such company ! Doubtless you are not aAvare that 
this gentleman is the subject of an order Avhich has even 
noAv been issued to the ProA’-ost-Marshal.’ 
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*' And if SO; sir ? What of that ? ' my companion lisped 
in his silkiest tone. 

^ ^Vhat of that ? ’ the other cried; fro^vning; and pushing 
slightly forward. 

^Precisely/ 3L d^Agen repeated; laying his hand on his 
hilt and declining to give back. 'I am not aware that his 
l\rajcsty has appointed you Provost-Marshal, or tliat you 
have any warrant, j\L Yillequier, empowering you to stop 
genilemen in the public streets.^ 

jM, Yillequier reddened with anger. ^ You are young, 
3L d' Agen/ he said, his voice quivering, ‘ or I would make 
you pay dearly for thatP 

^ ify friend is not young, ^ M. d’Agen retorted, bowing. 
* lie is a gentleman of birth, M. Yillequier; by repute, as I 
learned yesterday, one of the best swordsmen in France, 
and no Gascon. If you feel inclined to arrest him, do so, 
I pra3\ And I will have the honour of engaging your son.^ 

^As we liad all by this time onr hands on^our swords, there 
needed but a blow to bring about one of those street biawls 
which were more common then than now, A number of 
market-people, drawn to the spot by our raised voices, had 
gathered round, and were waiting eagerly to see what would 
happen. But Yillequier, as my companion perhaps knew, 
v.'as a Gascon in heart as well as by birth, and seeing our 
determined aspects, thought better of it. Shrugging his 
shoulders with an affectation of disdain which imj^osed on 
no one, he signalled to his servants to go on, and himself 
stood aside. 

‘ I tliank 5'ou for your polite offer, ^ he said wdtli an evil 
smile, ^ and will remember it. But as 3’'ou say, sir, I am not 
the Provost-JIarsIial.’ 

Pa5’ing little heed to liis words, we bowed, passed him, 
and hurried on. But the peril was not over. Hot onlj^had 
the rencontre cost us some precious iiiin'utes, but the Gascon, 
after letting us proceed a little wa3-, followed us. And 
word bfung pas.sed hy liis servants, as we supposed, that 
one of us was the murderer of Father Antoine, tlie rumour 
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spread through the croAvd like wildfire, and in a few mo- 
ments we found ourselves attended by a troop of canaille 
who, hanging on our skirts, caused Simon Meix no little 
apprehension. ISTotwithstanding the contempt which M. 
d Agen, whose bearing throughout was admirable, expressed 
for them, we might have found it necessary to turn and 
teach them a lesson had we not x’eached M. de Rambouillet’s 
in the nick of time ; where we found the door surrounded 
by half a dozen armed servants, at sight of whom our per- 
secutors fell back with the cowardice which is usually found 
in that class. 

If I had been tempted of late to think M. de Rambouillet 
fickle, I had no reason to complain now ; whether his atti- 
tude was due to M. d’Agen’s representations, or to the 
reflection that without me the plaus he had at heart must 
miscarry. I found him waiting within,- attended by three 
gentlemen, all cloaked and ready for the road ; while the air 
of purpose which sat on his brow indicated that he thought 
the crisis no common one. Hot a moment was lost, even in 
explanations. Waving me to the door again, and exchang- 
ing a few sentences with his nephexv, he gave the word to 
start, and we issued from the house in a body. Doubtless 
the fact that those who sought to ruin me were his political 
enemies had some weight with him; for I saw his face 
harden as his eyes met those of M. de Villequier, who 
passed slowly before the door as we came out. The Gascon, 
however, was not the man to interfere with so large a party, 
and dropped back;, while M. de Eambouillet, after exchang- 
ing a cold salute with him, led the way towards the Castle 
at a round pace. His nephew and I walked one on either 
side of him, and the others, to the number of ten br eleven, , 
'•pressed on behind in a compact body, our cortege presenting 
so determined a front that the crowd, which had remained 
hanging about the door, fled every way. ^ Even some peace- 
able folk who found themselves . in our road took the pre- 
caution of slipping into doorways, or stood .aside to give us 
the full width' of the street. 



THE KING'S FACE 


225 


I remarked — and ] think it increased mj* anxiel^ — ^tliat 
our leader Avas dressed Avith more than usual care aud rich- 
ness, but. unlike his attendants, Arore no arms. He took 
(•(•■•asion, as avl* hurried along, to give me a Avord of advice. 
•Af. de Alarsac.’ he said, looking at me suddenly, ‘my 
ii(‘]dieAv has gh'en me to understand that you place yourself 
'■ntirely in m}’ hands.’ 

I replied that I asked for no better fortune, and, Avhatever 
the CA-ent. thanked him from the bottom of my heart. 

‘ Be pleased then to keep silence until I bid you speak,’ 
he replied sharply, for he urns one of those Avhom a sudden 
stress sours and exacerbates. ‘ And, above all, no violence 
Avithout my orders. We are about to fight ta l)attle, and a 
critical one, but it must be won Avith our heads. If we can 
wf AA-ill keep you out of the Provost-Marshal’s hands.’ 

And if not ? I remembered the threats Father Antoine 
had used, and in a moment I lost sight of the street Avith 
all it‘« light and life and movement. I felt no longer the 
Avhoitsome stinging of the wind. I tasted instead a fetid 
.'•.ir. and saw round me a narrow cell and masked fig^es, and 
in pariiralar a swathy man in a leather apron leaning over 
a brarh'r. from AA'hich came lurid flames. And I was bound. 
T ''x]v-rionced that utter helplessness which is the last lest 
of c'-nrage. The man came forward, and then — then, thank 
'ii'i: the A’ision passed away. An exclamation to which 
M. ii’Ag--»n g-aA-t* A’ent, brought me back to the present^ and 
ihe blessed knoAA’ledgc that the fight was not yet OA’cr. 
Wc Avere within a score of paces, I found, of the Castle 
gait's ; bat so were also a second party, who had just de- 
bonche'l from a side-street, and noAV hurried on, pace for 
pact, Avith ns. with the evident intention of forestalling us. 
Tlio race ended in both companies reaching the entrance at 
Ihe same time, Avith the consequence of some jostling taking 
piaei: amongst the serA'ants. This must haA'e led to bloAvs 
i v.t for the strenuous commands AA’hich M. de' Kambouillet 
is.'!'! laid upon his followers. I. found myself in' a moment 
t 'tufronted by a roAv of scoAA’ling faces, wliile a dozen threat- 
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eniiig hands were stretched out towards me, and as many 
voices, among which I recognised Fresnoy’s, cried out 
tumultuously, ^ That is he ! That is the one ! ’ 

An elderly man in a quaint dress stepped forward, a paper 
in his hand, and, backed as he was by half a dozen halber- 
diers, would in a moment have laid hands on me if M. de 
Eambouillet had not intervened with a negligent air of 
authority, -whicli sat on him the more gracefully as he held 
nothing but a riding-switch in his hands. ^ Tut, tut! What 
is this ? ’ he said lightly. ‘ I am not wont to have my people 
interfered with, M. Provost, without my leave. You know 
me, I suppose ? ’ 

‘ Perfectly, M. le Marquis,’ the man answered with dogged 
resj)ect ; ‘ but this is by the king’s special command.’ 

‘Very good,’ my patron answered, quietly eyeing the faces 
behind the Provost-Marshal, as if he were making a note of 
them ; which caused some of the gentlemen manifest uneasi- 
ness. ‘ That is soon seen, for we are even now about to seek 
speech with his Majesty.’ 

‘iSTot this gentleman,’ the Provost-Marshal answered 
firml}’", raising his hand again. ‘ I cannot let him pass.’ 

‘Yes, this gentleman too, by your leave,’ the Marquis 
retorted, lightly putting the hand aside with his cane. 

‘ Sir,’ said the other, retreating a step, and speaking with 
some heat, ‘this is no jest with all respect. I hold the 
king’s own order, and it may not be resisted.’. 

The nobleman tapped his silver comfit-box and smiled. 

‘ I shall' be .the last to resist it — if you have it,’ he said 
languidly. . 

‘You may read it for yourself,’ the ProvoshMarshal 
. 'answered, his patience exhausted. 

M. de Rambouillet took the parchment with the ends of 
his fingers, glanced at it, and gave it back. ‘As I thought,’ 
he said, ‘ a manifest forgery.’ 

‘ A forgery ! ’ cried the officer, crimson with indignation. 

‘ And I had it from the hands of the king’s own secretary 1 ’ 
At this those behind murmured, some ‘shame,’ and some 
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one tiling, and some another — all Trith an air so threatening 
that the Marquis’s gentlemen closed up behind him, and 
d’Agen lauglied rudely. 

But 1\L de Eainbouillet remained unmoved. ^You may 
have liad it from vdiom you please, sir,’ he said. ‘It is a 
forgery, and I shall resist its execution. If you choose to 
await me here, I will give you my word to render this 
gentleman to you within an hour, should the order hold 
good. If you will not wait, I shall command my servants 
to clear the wajq and if ill happen, then the responsibilit}’- 
will lie Vr'ith you.’ 

He spoke in so resolute a manner it was not difficult to 
see that something more was at stake than the arrest of a 
single man. This was so; the real issue was whether the 
king, witli whose instability it was difficult to cope, should 
fall back into the hands of his old advisers or not. 'My 
arrest was a move in the game intended as a counterblast 
to the victoiw which M. de Eambouillet had gained when 
he persuaded the king to move to Tours; a city in the 
neighbourhood of the Huguenots, and a place of arms 
wlience union with them would be easy. 

Tlie Provost-^Iarshal could, no doubt, make a shrewd 
guess at these things. He knew that the order he had 
would be held valid or not according as one party or tlie 
other gained the master}" ; and, seeing M. de Eainbouillet’s 
resolute demeanour, he gave way. Eudely interrupted more 
tlian once by his attendants, among whom were some of 
I’riibFs mcMK he muttered an ungracious assent to our jjro- 
posal ; on which, and without a moment’s delay, the ^larquis 
rook mo by tlie arm and hnrried me across the courtyard. 

And so far, well. My heart began to rise. But, for the 
Marquis, as wc mounted the staircase the anxiet}" ho Imd 
dissembled while we faced the Provost-lMarsbal, broke out 
in angry inutterings: from which I gathered that the crisis 
was yet to come. I was not surprised, therefore, when an 
usher rose on our appearance in the antechainb^^r, and, 
quickly crossing the floor, interposed between us and tlie 
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door of tlie chamber, informing the Marquis ■with a low 
obeisance that his Majesty was engaged. 

‘ He Avill see me,’ M. de Rambouillet cried, looking 
haughtily round on the sneering pages and lounging court- 
iers, who grew civil under his eye. 

M have particular orders, sir, to admit no one,’ the man 
ansAvered. 

‘Tutj tut, they do not apply to me,’ my companion 
retorted, nothing daunted. ‘ I know the business on Avhich 
the king is engaged, and I am here to assist him.’ And 
raising his hand he thrust the startled official aside, and 
hardily pushed the doors of the chamber open. 

The king, surrounded by half a dozen persons, was in the 
act of putting on his riding-boots. On hearing us, he 
turned his head with a startled air, and dropped in his con- 
fusion one of the ivoiy cjdinders he was using ; Avhile his 
aspect, and that of the persons who stood round him, re- 
minded me irresistibly of a party of schoolboys detected in 
a fault. 

He recovered himself, it is true, almost immediately ; and 
turning his back to us, continued to talk to the persons 
round him on such trifling subjects as commonly engaged 
him. He carried on this conversation in a very free way, 
studiously ignoring our presence ; but it was plain he re- 
mained aware of it, and even that he was uneasy under the 
cold and severe gaze which the Marquis, Avho seemed in 
noAvise affrighted by his reception, bent upon him. 

I, for my part, had no longer any confidence. Hay, I 
came near to regretting that I had persevered in an attempt 
so useless. The warrant Avhich aAvaited me at the gates 
seemed less formidable than his Majesty’s growing displeas- 
ure ; which I saw I was incurring by remaining Avhere I 
was. It needed not the insolent glance of Marshal Ketz, 
who lounged smiliug by the king’s hand, or the laughter of 
a couple of pages Avho stood at the head of the chamber, to 
deprive me of nay last hope ; while some things Avhich 
might have cheered me — the uneasiness of some about the 
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king, and the disquietude which underlay Marshal Ectz^s 
manner — escaped my notice altogether, 

Wliat I did see clearly was that the king's embarrassment 
was fast changing to anger. The paint which reddened his 
cheeks prevented any alteration in his colour being visible, 
but his frown and the nervous manner in which he kept 
taking off and putting on his jewelled cap betra3^ed him. 
At length, signing to one of his companions to follow, 
he moved a little aside to a window, whence, after a few 
moments, the gentleman came to us. 

^ I\L de Eainbouillet,’ he said, speaking coldly and for- 
mally, ^his Jlajesty is displeased hy this gentleman's pres- 
ence, and requires him to withdraw forthwith.’ 

‘ His 3 Iajesty’s word is law,’ my patron answered, bowing 
low, and speaking in a clear voice audible throughout the 
chamber, ^hnt the matter which brings this gentleman here 
is of the utmost importance, and touches his Majest3’’s 
person.’ 

31 . de Eetz laughed jeeringl3^ The other courtiers looked 
grave. The king shrugged his shoulders with a peevish 
gesture, but after a moment’s hesitation, during which he 
looked first at Eetz and then at M. de Eambouillet, he 
signed to the ^larquis to approach. 

^ Win' have 3'ou brought him here?’ he muttered sharph', 
looking askance at me. ^He should have been bestowed 
according to m3' orders.’ 

‘ He has information for 3'our ]\lajest3'’s private ear,’ 
Eambouillet answered. .tVnd he looked so meaning!}' at 
the king that Henry, I think, remembered on a sudden liis 
conipact witli Eosn}', and m3' part in it ; for he started v/ith 
the air of a man siiddenl3' awakened. ‘ To preveiit that in- 
formation reaching 3’ou, sire,’ m3' patron continued, *his 
enemies have practised on 3'our ^lajestA^’s well-known sense 
of justice.’ 

^ Oh, but sta}', sta}'! ’ the king cried, hitching forward the 
scanty cloak he wore, which barely came down to his v/aist. 
'The man has killed a priest I He lias killed a priest, man I' 
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lie repeated with confidence, as if he had now got hold of 
the right argument. 

‘ That is not so, sire, craving your IMajesty’s pardon,' M. 
de Eamhouillet replied with the utmost coolness. 

‘ Tut ! Tut ! The evidence is clear,’ the king said pee- 
vishly. 

‘As to that, sire,’ my companion rejoined, ‘if it is of the 
murder of Father Antoine he is accused, I say boldly that 
there is none.’ 

‘Then there you are mistaken!’ the king answered. ‘I 
heard it with my own ears this morning.’ 

‘Will you deign, sire, to tell me its nature?’ M. de 
liambouillet persisted. 

But on that Marshal Betz thought it necessary to inter- 
vene. ‘FTeed we turn his Majesty’s chamber into a court of 
justice?’ he said smoothly. Hitherto he had not spoken; 
trusting, perhaps, to the impression he had already made 
upon the king. 

M. de Eambouillet took no notice of him. 

‘But Bruhl,’ said the king, ‘you see, Bruhl says ’ 

‘Bruhll’ my companion rej)lied, with so much contemiit 
that Henry started. ‘Surely your Majesty has not taken 
his word against this gentleman, of all people ? ’ 

Thus reminded, a second time, of the interests entrusted 
to me, and of the advantage which Bruhl would gain bj’- my 
disappearance, the king looked first confused, and then an- 
gry. He vented his passion in one or two profane oaths, 
with the childish addition that we were a.11 a set of traitors, 
and that he had no one Avhom he could trust. But m}”- 
companion had touched the right chord at last; for when the 
king grew more composed, he waved aside Marshal Betz’s 
protestations, and sullenly bade Bambouillet say what he 
had to say. = 

‘ The monk was killed, sire, about sunset,’ he answered. 
‘How my nephew, M. d’Agen, is without, and will tell your 
Majesty that he was with this gentleman at his lodgings 
from about an hour before sunset last evening until a full 
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lioiir after. Coiisequentlj’, M. de ]\Iarsac can hardly be the 
assassin, and IVL le Mare'chal must look elsewhere if he 
wants vengeance.^ 

^Justice, sir, not vengeance/ Marshal Eetz said vdth a 
dark glance. His keen Italian face hid his trouble well, 
but a little pulse of passion beating in his olive cheek be- 
trayed the secret to those who knew him. He had a harder 
part to i)lay than his opponent; for while Kainbouillet^s 
hands were clean, Retz .knew himself a traitor, and liable 
at auj" moment to discovery and punishment. 

•Let M. dLVgen be called/ Henry said curtly. 

^And if your jMajesty pleases/ Retz added, ‘ M. de Bruhl 
also. If you really intend, sire, that is, to reopen a matter 
which I thought had been settled.^ 

The king nodded obstinately, his face furrowed with ill- 
temper. He kept his shifty ej’-es, which seldom met those 
of the person he addressed, on the floor; and this accentii- 
ated the awkward stooping carriage which was natural to 
him. There were seven or eight dogs of exceeding small- 
ness in the room, and while we waited for the persons who 
had been summoned, he kicked, now one and now another 
of the baskets which held them, as if he found in this some 
vent for his ill-humour. 

The witnesses presently appeared, followed ly^ several 
persons, among whom were the Dukes of Hevers and 
3rerccnur, who came to ride out with the king, and ]M- 
de Crillon; so that the chamber grew passably full. Tlie 
two dukes nodded formal^ to the Marquis, as the}* passed 
him, but entered into a muttered conversation with Eetz, 
who appeared to be urging them to press his cause. They 
seemed to decline, however, shrugging their short cloaks ns 
if the matter were too insignificant. Crillon on his part 
cried audibly, and with an oath, to know what the matter 
was 5 and being informed, asked whether all this fuss was 
being made about a damned shaveling monk. 

Henry, whose tenderness for the cowl was well k!iown. 
darted an angry glance at him, but contented himself with 
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saying sharply to M. d’Agen, 'liTow, sir, what do you know 
about the matter?’ 

^ One monieiit, sire/ jM. Rambouillet cried, interposing 
before Frangois could answer. ‘Craving your Majesty’s 
pardon, you have heard M. de Bruhl’s account. May I, as 
a favour to myself, beg you, sire, to permit us also to hear 
it ? ’ 

‘ What ? ’ IMarshal Eetz exclaimed angril}!-, ‘ are Ave to be 
the jiidges, then, or his Majesty ? Arnidieu ! ’ he contin- 
ued hotly, ‘ Avhat, in the fiend’s name, haAm Ave to do AAuth 
it ? I protest ’fore lieaA'en ’ 

‘Aj, sir, and Avhat do you protest?’ my champion re- 
torted, turning to him Avith stern disdain. 

‘Silence!’ cried the king, who had listened almost be- 
wildered. ‘Silence! By God, gentlemen,’ he continued, 
his eye travelling round the circle Avith a sparkle of royal 
anger in it not uuAvorthy of his croAAm, ‘you forget your- 
selves. I will have none of this quarrelling in my presence 
or out of it. I lost Quelus and Maugiron that way, and loss 
enough, and I Avill haA-e none of it, I say ! M. de Bruhl,’ 
he added, standing erect, and looking for the moment, Avith 
all his paint and frippery, a king, ‘M. de Bruhl, repeat 
your story.’ 

The feelings Avith AA'hich I listened to this controAmrsy 
may be imagined. DeAmured in turn by hope and fear as 
noAv one side and noAV the other seemed likely to preA'-ail, I 
confronted at one moment the gloom of the dungeon, and 
at another tasted the air of freedom, which had never 
seemed so sweet before. Strong as these feelings were, 
however, they gave Avay to curiosity at this point ; Avhen I 
heard Bruhl called, and saw him come foi’AAmrd at the king’s 
• command. Knowing this man to be himself guilty»T mar- 
velled with Avhat face he would present himself before all 
those eyes, and from AAfhat depths of impudence he could 
draAv supplies in such an emergenc3^ 

I need not have troubled myself, hoAvever, for he was 
fully equal to the occasion. His high colour and piercing 



THE KING^S FACE 


black ej'^es met the gaze of friend and foe alike without 
flinching. Dressed well and elegantly, he wore his raven 
hair curled in the mode, and looked alike gay, handsome, 
and imperturbable. If there was a suspicion of coarseness 
about his bulkier figure, as he stood beside jM. d’Agen, who 
was the courtier x^erfect and point devise, it went to the 
scale of sincerity, seeing that men naturally associate truth 
with strength. 

‘1 know no more than this, sire,’ he said easily; ^that, 
happening to cross the Parvis at the moment of the mur- 
der, I heard Father Antoine scream. He uttered four words 
onlj^ in the tone of a man in mortal j^eril. They were ’ — 
and here the speaker looked for an instant at me — ‘ Ha 1 
Marsac ! A moi ! ’ 

Hndeed ! ’ M. de Pambouillet said, after looking to the king 
for permission. ^And that was all ? You saw nothing ?’ 

Bruhl shook his head. ^ It was too dark,’ he said. 

^ And heard no more ? ’ 

^Ho.’ 

^Do I understand, then,’ the Jlarquis continued slowly, 
^that j\I. de Marsac is arrested because the priest — God 
rest his soul ! — cried to him for help ?’ 

^For help ? ’ M. de Ketz exclaimed fiercelj’. 

^For help?’ said the king, surprised. And at that the 
most ludicrous change fell upon the faces of all. The king 
looked puzzled, the Duke of FTevers smiled, the Duke of 
jMerca3ur laughed aloud. Crillon cried boisterousl}*, ^ Good 
hit!’ and the majority, who wished no better than to 
divine the winning party, grinned broadly, whether they 
would or no. 

To Marshal Betz, however, and Bruhl, that which to 
everyone else seemed an amusing retort had a lotalh' 
different aspect; while the former turned yellow with 
chagrin and came near to choking, the latter looked as 
chapfallen and startled as if his guilt had been that 
moment brought home to him. Assured by the tone of the 
monk’s voice — which must, indeed, have thundered in his 
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ears — ^that my name was uttered in denunciation by one 
who thought me his assailant, he had chosen to tell the 
truth without reflecting that words, so plain to him, might 
bear a different construction when repeated. 

‘ Certainly the words seem ambiguous,’ Henry muttered. 

‘But it was Marsac killed him,’ Betz cried in a rage. 

‘It is for some evidence of that we are waiting,’ my 
champion answered suavely. 

The Marshal looked helplessly at He vers and lilercoeur, 
who commonly took part with himj but apparently those 
noblemen had not been primed for this occasion. They 
merely shook their heads and smiled. In the momentary 
silence which followed, while all looked curiously at Bruhl, 
who could not conceal his mortification, Iff. d’Agen stepped 
forward. 

‘If your Majesty will permit me,’ he said, a malicious 
simper crossing his handsome face — I had often remarked 
his extreme dislike for Bruhl without understanding it — ‘I 
think I can furnish some evidence more to the point than 
that to which Iff. de Bruhl has with so much fairness 
restricted himself.’ He then went on to state that he had 
had the honour of being in my company at the time of the 
murder; and he added, besides, so many details as to 
exculpate me to the satisfaction of any candid person. 

The king nodded. ‘That settles the matter,’ he said, 
with a sigh of relief. ‘You think so, Mercoeur, do you 
not ? Precisely. Villequier, see that the order respecting 
M. de Marsac is cancelled.’ 

M. de Eetz could not control his wrath on hearing this 
direction given. ‘At this rate,’ he cried recklessly, ‘we 
shall have few priests left here ! We have got a ^bad name 
'•■'at Blois, as it is !’ 

For a moment all in the circle held their breath, while 
the king’s eyes flashed fire at this daring allusion to the 
murder of the Duke de G-uise, and his brother the Cardinal. 
But it was Henry’s misfortune to be ever indulgent in the 
wrong place, and severe when severity was either unjust oi 
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impolitic. He recovered himself vitli an effort^ and 
revenged himself only by omitting to invite the Jlarshal, 
who was now trembling in his shoes, to join his riding-party. 

The circle broke up amid some excitement. I stood on 
one side with d’Agen, while the king and his immediate 
following passed out, and, greatly embarrassed as I was by 
the civil congratulating of many who would have seen me 
hang with equal goodwill, I was sharp enough to see that 
something was brewing between Bruhl and Marshal Betz, 
who stood back conversing in low tones. I was not 
surprised, therefore, when the former made his way 
towards me through the press which filled the antechamber, 
and with a lowering brow requested a word with me. 

^ Certainly,’ I said, watching him narrowlj^, for I knew 
him to be both treacherous and a bully. ^ Speak on, sir.’ 

^ You have balked me once and again,’ lie rejoined, in a 
voice which shook a little, as did the fingers with wliich lie 
stroked his waxed moustache. ^ There is no need of words 
between us. I, with one sword besides, will to-morrow at 
noon keep the bridge at Chaverny, a league from here. It 
is an open country. Possiblj’’ your pleasure may lead you 
to ride that way with a friend ? ’ 

‘ You may depend upon me, sir,’ I answered, bowing low, 
and feeling thankful that the matter was at length to be 
brought to a fair and open arbitration. ^ I will be there — and 
in person. Bor my deput^^ last night,’ I added, searching 
his face %vith a steadfast 63^6, ^ seems to have been some- 
what unlucky.’ 


CHilPTER XXI. 

i 

TWO WOMKX. 

Out of compliment, aud to show 1113" gratitude, I attended 
}iL de Rambouillet home to his lodging, and found him as 
much pleased with himself, and consequent!}’ with me. as I 
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was with him. ]''or the time, indeed, I came near to lov- 
ing him; and, certainly, lie was a man of high and patriotic 
feeling, and of shill and conduct to match. But he lacked 
that touch of nature and that 2 )ower of sj'mpathising with 
others which gave to such men as 1\L de Bosny and the 
king, my master, their peculiar charm; though after what I 
have related of him iu the last chapter it does not lie in my 
mouth to sjK'ak ill of him. And, indeed, he was a good man. 

When I at last reached lodging, I found a surprise 
awaiting me in the shajDe of a note which had just arrived 
no one knew how. If the manner of its delivery was 
mysterious, however, its contents were brief and sufficienth’’ 
explicit; for it ran thus; meeting me three hotirs 

after noon in the square before the House of the Little Sisters 
gou will do a service at once to yourself and to the under- 
signed, Marie de BruhV 

That Avas all, Avritteu in a feminine character, yet it Avas 
enough to perplex me. .Simon, avIio had manifested the 
liA'eliest joy at my escape, A\-ould have had me treat it as I 
had treated the iiiA'itation to the Parvis of the Cathedral ; 
ignore it altogether I mean. But I Avas of a dilferent 
mind, and this for three reasons, among others : that the 
request Avas straightforAvard, the time early, and the place 
sufficiently jmblic to be an unlikely theatre foi\ violence, 
though Avell fitted for an intervicAv to Avhich the Avorld at 
large Avas not invited. Then, too, the square lay little 
more than a boAvshot from my lodging, though on the 
farther side of the Biie St. Denj's. 

Besides, I could conceive man}'- grounds Avhich Madame de 
Bruhl might have for seeing me ; of AAdiich some touched 
me nearly. I disregarded Simon’s Avarnings, therefoi'e, and 
rejjaired at the time appointed to the j)lace — a clean, paS^ed 
square a little off the Rue St. Denys, and entered from the 
latter by a narroAV passage. It Avas a spot pleasantly con- 
venient for meditation, but overlooked on one side by the 
House of the Little Sisters ; in Avhich, as I guessed after- 
A\%ards, madame must haAm awaited me, for the square AAdien 
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I entered it was empty, yet in a moment, tliough no one 
came in from the street, she stood beside me. .She wore a 
mask and long cloak. The beautiful hair and perfect 
complexion, which had filled me mth so much admiration 
at our first meeting in her house, were hidden, but I saw 
enough of her figure and carriage to be sure that it was 
Madame de Bruhl and no other. 

She began by addressing me in a tone of bitterness, for 
which I was not altogether unprejrared. 

‘Well, sir,’ she exclaimed, her voice trembling with 
anger, ‘ you are satisfied, I hope, with your work ? ’ 

I expected this and had my answer ready. ‘I am not 
aware, madame,’ I said, that I have cause to reproach 
myself. But, however that may be, I trust you have sum- 
moned me for some better purpose than to chide me for 
another’s fault; though it was my voice which brought 
it to light.’ 

‘ Why did yon shame me publicly ? ’ she retorted, thrust- 
ing her handkerchief to her lips and withdrawing it again 
with a passionate gesture. 

‘ Jladame,’ I answered patiently — I was full of pity for 
her, ‘ consider for a moment the wrong your husband did 
me, and how small and inadequate was the thing I did to 
him in return.’ 

‘To him!’ she ejaculated so fiercely that I started. ‘It 
was to me — ^to me j'ou did it! What had I done that you 
should expose me to the ridicule of those who know no 
pity, and the anger of one as merciless ? What had I done, 
sir?’ 

I shook my head sorrowfully. - ‘So far, madame,’ I 
answered, ‘ I allow I owe you reparation, and I will make it 
should it ever be in my power, hfay, I will say more,’ T 
continued, for the tone in which she spoke had wrung mj’ 
heart. ‘ In one point I strained the case against your 
husband. To the best of my belief he abducted the lady 
who was in my charge, not for the love of her, but for polit- 
ical reasons, and as the agent of another.’ 
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She gasped. ‘ What ? ’ she ci'ied. ‘ Say that again ! ' 

As I complied she tore off her mask and gazed into my 
face with straining eyes and parted lips. I saw then how 
much she was changed, even ‘in these few days— how pale 
and worn were her cheeks, how dark the circles round her 
e^ms. ‘ Will you swear to it ? ’ she said at last, speaking 
with uncontrollable eagerness, while she laid a hand which 
shook with excitement on my arm. Will you swear to it 
sir ? ’ ■ ' 

‘It is true,’ I answered steadfas%. I might have added 
that after the event her husband had so treated ma.demoi- 
selle as to lead her to fear the worst. But I refrained, 
feeling that it was no part of my duty to come between 
husband and wife. 

She clasped her hands, and for a moment looked passion- 
ately upwards, as though she were giving thanks to Heaven; 
while the flush of health and loveliness which I had so 
much admired returned, and illumined her face in a won- 
derful manner. She seemed, in truth and for the moment, 
transformed. Her blue eyes filled with tears, her lips 
moved ; nor have I ever seen anything bear so near a 
resemblance to those pictures of the Virgin Mary which 
Komans worship as madame did then. 

The change, however, was as evanescent as it was admi- 
rable. In an instant she seemed to callapse. She struck 
her hands to her face and moaned, and I saw tears, which 
she vainly strove to restrain, dropping through her fingers. 

‘ Too late ! ’ she murmured, in a tone of anguish which 
wrung my heart. ' Alas, you robbed me of one man, you 
give me back another. I know him now for what he is. 
If he did not love her then, he does noAV. It is too late ! ’ 
She seemed so much overcome that I assisted her to reach 
a bench which stood against the wall a feAv paces away ; 
nor, I confess, was it without difiiculty and much self- 
reproach that I limited myself to those prudent offices only 
which her state and my duty required. To console her on 
the subject of her husband Avas impossible; to ignore him. 
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and so to console her, a taslc ^vhich neither my discretion 
nor iny sense of honour, though sorely tried, permitted me to 
undertake. 

She presently recovered and, putting on her mask again, 
said hurriedly that she had still a word to say to me. ^ You 
have treated me honestly,’ she continued, ^and, though I 
have no cause to do anything but hate you, I sa}’’ in return, 
look to yourself ! You escaped last niglit — I know all, for 
it was my velvet knot— which I had made thinking to send 
it to you to procure- this meeting — that he used as a lure. 
But he is not yet at the end of his resources. Look to 
yourself, therefore.’ 

I thought of the appointment I had made with him for 
the morrow, b.ut I confined myself to thanking her, merely 
saying, as I bowed over the hand she resigned to me in 
token of farewell, ^ Madame, I am grateful. I am obliged 
to you both for ^’'our warning and 3^our forgiveness.’ 

Bending lier head coldly she drew away her hand. At 
that moment, as I lifted my eyes, I saw something which 
for an instant rooted me to the sjDot with astonishment. 
In the entrance of the passage which led to the Hue St. 
Denj's two people were standing, watching us. The one 
was Simon Fleix, and the other, a masked woman, a trifle 
below the middle height, and clad in a riding-coat, was 
Mademoiselle de la Vire ! 

I knew her in a moment. But the relief I experienced 
on seeing her safe and in Blois was not unmixed with an- 
noj^ance that Simon Pleix should have been so imprudent 
as to parade her unnecessaril}^ in the street. I felt some- 
thing of confusion also on my own account; for I could 
not tell how long she and her escort had been watching me. 
And these two feelings were augmented when, after turning 
to pri}^ a final salute to [Madame de Bruhl, I looked again 
towards the passage and discovered that mademoiselle and 
her squire were gone. 

Impatient as I was, I would not seem to leave madame 
rudeh* or without feeling, after the consideration she had 
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shown me in her own sorrow ; and accordingl3>- I waited 
uncovered until she disappeared within the ‘Little Sisters.’ 
Then I started eagerl}' towards in^’- lodging, thinking 1 
might ,yet overtake mademoiselle before she entered. T 
was destined to meet, however, with another though very 
pertinent hindrance. As I passed from the Eue St. Denys 
into the (^niet of ny’’ street I heard a voice calling my 
name, and, looking back, saw M. de Eambouillet’s equerry, 
a man deep in his confidence, running after me. lie 
brought a message from his master, which he begged me to 
consider of the first importance. 

‘ The Marquis would not trust it to writing, sir,’ he con- 
tinued, drawing me aside into a comer where we were 
conveniently retired, ‘but he made me learn it by heart. 
“ Tell M. de Marsac,” said he, “ that that Avhich he was left 
in Blois to do must be done quickly, or not at all. There 
is something afoot in the other canq), I am not sure what. 
But now is the time to knock in the nail. I know his zeal, 
and I. depend upon him.” ’ 

An hour before I should have listened to this message 
with serious doubts and misgivings. Now, acquainted with 
mademoiselle’s arrival, I returned M. de Eambouillet an 
ansAver in the same strain, and parting ciAully from Bertram, 
Avho AA’-as a man I much esteemed, I liastened on to my lodg- 
ings, exulting in the thought that the hour and1;he Avomau 
Avere come at last, and that before the daAvn of another day 
I might hope, all being well, to accomplish Avith honour to 
myself and advantage to others the commission which M. 
de Rosny had entrusted to me. 

I must not deny that, mingled Avith this, Avas some ex- 
citement at the prospect of seeing mademoiselle again. I 
strove to conjure up before me as I mounted the stairs the 
exact expression of her face as I had last seen it bending 
from the Avindow at Rosny j to the end that I might have 
some guide for my future conduct, and might be less likelj- 
to fall into the snare of a young girl’s coquetry. But I 
could come ncAA", as then, to no satisfactory or safe con- 
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elusion, and onh* felt anew the vexation I had experienced 
on losing the velvet knot, which she had given me on that 
occasion. 

■ I knocked at the door of the rooms which 1 had reserved 
for her, and Avhich were on the floor below ray own ; but 1 
got no answer. Supposing that Simon had taken her up- 
stairs, I mounted quickly, not doubting I should And her 
there. Judge of my surprise and dismay when I found 
that room also emptjn save for the lackey whom IM. de 
Uarabouillet had lent me ! 

‘'\There are they?’ I asked the man, speaking sharjdy, 
and standing with my hand on the door. 

'The lady and her avoraan, sir?’ he answered, coming 
forv.'.ard. 

‘Tes, yes!’ 1 cried impatiently, a sudden fear at my 
hpnrt. 

She went out immediately after her arrival with Simon 
Fieix. .sir, and has not yet returned," he answered. 

The words were searcelj’ out of his mouth before I heard 
.several persons enter the passage below and begin to ascend 
the stairs. I did not doubt that mademoiselle and the lad 
liad come home another way and been somehow detained : 
and 1 turned with a sigh of relief to receive them. But 
wiien the persons whose steps I had heard appeared, thc}- 
in-oved to be only IL de Bosny’s equerry, stout, burly, and 
bright-eyed as ever, and two armed servants. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

'UA Disrosn.’ 

Tin: moment the equerry’s foot touched the uppermost 
stair I advanced upon liim. ‘Where is your mistress, 
man?" 1 said. ‘Where is Wadcmoiselle de la Virc ? Be 
quick, tell me what you have done with her." 

Q 
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His face fell amazingly. < Where is she?’ he answered, 
faltering between surprise and alarm at my sudden on- 
slaught. ‘Here, she should be. I left her here not an 
hour ago. Mon Dieu ! Is she not here now ? ’ 

His alarm increased, mine tenfold. ‘Ho ! ’ I retorted, ‘she 
is not ! She is gone ! And you — what business had you, 
in the .fiend’s name, to leaye her here, alone and unpro- 
tected ? Tell me that ! ’ 

He leaned against the balustrade, making no attempt to 
defend himself, and seemed, in his sudden terror, anything 
but the bold, alert fellow who had ascended the stairs .two 
minutes before. ‘I was a fool,’ he groaned. ‘I saw your 
man Simon here ; and Tanehette, who is as good as a man, 
was with her mistress. And I went to stable the horses. 
I thought no evil. And now — My God ! ’ he added, sud- 
denly straightening himself, while his face grew hard and 
grim, ‘ I am undone ! My master will never forgive me ! ’ 

‘ Did you come straight here ? ’ I said, considering that, 
after all, he was no more in fault than I had been on a 
former occasion. 

‘ We went first to M. de Eosny’s lodging,’ he answered, 
‘where we found your message telling us to come here. 
We came on without dismounting.’ 

‘ Mademoiselle maj’- have gone back, and be there,’ I said. 

‘ It is possible. Do you stay here and keep a good look-out, 
and I will go and see. Let one of your men come with me.’ 

He uttered a brief assent ; being a man as ready to take 
as to give orders, and thankful now for any suggestion 
which held out a hope of mademoiselle’s safety. Followed 
by the servant he selected, I ran down the stairs^ and in a 
moment was hurrying along the Eue St. Denys. The day 
was waning. The narrow streets and allej^'S were already 
dark, but the air of excitement rvhich I had noticed in the 
morning still marked the townsfolk, of whom a great num- 
ber were strolling abroad, or standing in doorways talking 
to their gossips. Feverishly anxious as I was, I remarked 
the gloom which dwelt on all faces ; but as I set it down 
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to the king’s approaching departure, and besides was intent 
on seeing that those we sought did not by any chance pass 
us ill the crowd, I thought little of it. Five minutes’ walk- 
ing brought us to M. de Eosny’s lodging. There I knocked 
at the door ; impatiently, I confess, and with little hojie of 
success. But, to my surjirise, barely an instant elaxised 
before the door opened, and I saw before me Simon Fleix ! 

Discovering ivho it was, he cowered back, with a terrified 
face, and retreated to the wall with his arm raised. 

^You scoundrel!’ I exclaimed, restraining myself with 
difiBculty. ^Tell me this moment where Slademoiselle de 
la Vire is ! Or, by Heaven, I shall forget what my mother 
owed to you, and do j^ou a mischief ! ’ 

For an instant he glared at me viciously, with all his 
teeth exposed, as though he meant to refuse — and more. 
Tlien he thought better of it, and, raising his hand, ijointed 
sulkilj^ upwards. 

^ Go before me and knock at the door,’ I said, tapping the 
hilt of my dagger with meaning. 

Cowed by my manner, he obe3"ed, and led the wa}’ to the 
room in which jM. de Eambouillet had surprised us on a 
former occasion. Here he sto^iped at the door and knocked 
gentlj^ ; on which a sharp voice inside bade us enter. I 
raised the latch and did so, closing the door behind me, 
jMademoiselle, still wearing her riding-coat, sat in a chair 
before the hearth, on which a newly kindled fire sputtered 
and smoked. She had her back to me, and did not turn on 
my entrance, but continued to toj* in <an absent manner 
with the strings of the mask which laj^ in her lap. Fan- 
chette stood bolt upright behind her, with her elbows 
squared and her hands clasped ; in such an attitude that I 
guessed the maid had been expressing her strong dissatis- 
faction with this latest whim of her mistre.ss, and particu- 
larly with mademoiselle’s imprudence in wantonl}" exposing 
herself, with so inadequate a guard as Simon, in a place 
where she liad already suffered so much. I was confirmed 
in this notion on seeing the woman’s harsh countenaiict* 
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clear at sight of me ; though the churlish nod, which was 
all the greeting she bestowed on me, seemed to betoken 
anything but favour or good-will. She touched her mistress 
on the shoulder, however, and said, ‘ M. de Marsac is here.’ 

hlademoiselle turned her head and looked at me lan- 
guidly, without stirring in her chair or removing the foot 
she was -warming. ‘ Good evening,’ she said. 

The greeting seemed so brief and so commonplace, ignor- 
ing, as it did, both the pains and anxiety to which she had 
just put me and the great purpose for which we were here 
— ^to sa}’- nothing of that ambiguous parting which she must 
surely remember as well as I — ^that the words I had pre- 
pared died on my lips, and I looked at her in honest con- 
fusion. All her small face was pale except her lips. Her 
brow was dark, her eyes were hard as well as weary. And 
not words only failed me as I looked at her, but anger; 
having mounted the stairs hot foot to chide, I felt on a 
sudden — despite ray new cloak and scabbard, my appoint- 
ment, and the name I had made at Court — the same con- 
sciousness of age and shabbiness and poverty which had 
possessed me in her j)resence from the beginning. I mut- 
tered, ‘Good evening, mademoiselle,’ and that was all I 
could say — 1 who had frightened the burly Maignan a few 
minutes before ! 

Seeing, I have no doubt, the effect she produced on me, 
she maintained for some time an embarrassing silence. At 
length she said, frigidlj’’, ‘Perhaps M. de Marsac will sit, 
Panchette. Place a chair for him. I am afraid, however, 
that after his successes at Court he may find our reception 
somewhat cold. But we are only from the country,’ she 
added, looking at me askance, with a gleam of angei' in her 
eyes. 

I thanked her huskily, saying that I woirld not sit, as I 
could not stay. ‘Simon Pleix,’ I continued, finding my 
voice with difficulty, ‘has, I am afraid, caused you some 
trouble by bringing you to this house instead of telling you 
that I had made preparation for you at my lodgings.’ 
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'Tt-was not Simon Fleix’s fault,’ she replied curtly. ‘I 
prefer these rooms. They are more convenient.’ 

^They are, perhaps, more convenient,’ I rejoined humbly, 
'but I have to think of safety, mademoiselle, as you know. 
At my house I have a competent guard, and can answer for 
your being unmolested.’ 

' You can send your guard here,’ she said with a royal 
air. 

'But, mademoiselle ’ 

'Is it not enough that I have said that I prefer these 
rooms ? ’ she replied sharply, dropping her mask on her lap 
and looking roirnd at me in undisguised disideasure. ‘ Are 
you deaf, sir ? Let me tell you, I am in no mood for argu- 
ment. I am tired with riding. I prefer these rooms, and 
that is enough ! ’ 

ITothing could e.xceed the determination with which she 
said these words, unless it were the malicious pleasure in 
thwarting my wishes which made itself seen through the 
veil of assumed indifference. I felt myself brought up with 
a vengeance, and in a manner the most, provoking that could 
be conceived. But opposition so childish, so utterly wanton, 
by exciting my indignation, had presently the effect of 
banishing the peculiar bashfulness I felt in her presence, 
and recalling me to my dirt3% 

‘ IMademoiselle,’ I said firmly, looking at her with a fixed 
countenance, 'pardon me if I speak plainly. This is no 
time for playing with straws. The men from whom you 
escaped once are as determined and more desj)erate now. 
By this time they probably know of your arrival. Uo, 
then, as 1 ask, I pray and beseech 3'ou. Or this time I maj- 
lack the power, though never the will, to save j’ou.’ 

Wholly* ignoring nn- appeal, she looked into my face — for 
bv this time I liad advanced to her side — with a whijnsical 
smile. 'Ton are reality much improved in m.anner since I 
last saw 3'ou,’ she said. 

'Mademoiselle!’ I replied, baffled and repelled. ''.Vhat 
do 3*ou mean ? ’ 
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TVliat I say,’ sli6 answered, flippantly. ^But it was to 
be expected.’ 

'For shame!’ I cried, provoked almost beyond bearing 
by her ill-timed raillery, 'will you never be serious until 
you have ruined us and yourself ? I tell you this house is 
not safe for you! It is not safe for me! I cannot bring 
my men to it, for there is not room for them. If you have 
any spark of consideration, of gratitude, therefore ^ 

‘ G-ratitude ! ’ she exclaimed, swinging her mask slowly to 
and fro^ by a ribbon, while she looked up at me as though 
my excitement amused her. ' Gratitude — ’tis a very pretty 
phrase, and means much; but it is for those who serve us 
faithfully, jVI. de IVIai'sac, and not for other's. You receive 
so many favours, I am told, and are so successful at Court, 
that I should not be justified in monojrolising your services.’ 

'But, mademoiselle — ’ I said in a low tone. ' And there I 
stopped. I dared not proceed. 

' Well, sir,’ she answered, looking up at me after a mo- 
ment’s silence, and ceasing on a sudden to play with her toy 
'what is it?’ 

'You spoke of favours,’ I continued, vdth an effort. 'I 
never received but one from a lady. That was at Eosny, 
and from your hand.’ 

‘ From my hand ?’ she answered, with an air of cold sur- 
prise. 

' It -was so, mademoiselle.’ 

'You have fallen iirto some strange mistake, sir,’ she 
replied, rousing herself, and looking at me indifferently. 

' I never gave you a favour.’ 

I bowed low. ' If you say you did not, mademoiselle, that 
■is enough,’ I answered. 

'Hay, but do not let me do you an injustice, M. cle Mar- 
sac,’ she rejoined, speaking more quickly and in an altered 
tone. ' If you can show me the favour I gave you, I shall, 
of course, be convinced. Seeing is believing, you know,’ 
she added, with a light ner^’-ous laugh, and a gesture of 
something like shyness. 
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If I had not sufficiently regretted my carelessness, and 
loss of the bow at the time, I did so now. I looked at her 
in silence, and saw her face, that had for a moment shown 
signs of feeling, almost of shame, grow slowly hard again. 

^ Well, sir ? ^ she said impatiently. ^ The proof is easy.’ 

^It was taken from me; I believe, by ]\L de Eosiiy,’ I 
answered lamely, wondering what ill-luck had led her to 
put the question and press it to this point. 

^It was taken from youP she exclaimed, rising and con- 
fronting me with the utmost suddenness, while her eyes 
flashed, and her little hand crumpled the mask bej’ond 
future usefulness. ^ It was taken from you, sir!’ she re- 
peated, her voice and her whole frame trembling with anger 
and disdain. ‘Then I thank you, I prefer my version. 
Yours is impossible. For let me tell you, when Made- 
moiselle de la Vire does confer a favour, it will be on a man 
with the power and the wit — and the constancy, to keep it, 
even from ]M. de Eosny ! ’ 

Her scorn hurt, though it did not anger me. I felt it to 
1)6 in a measure deserved, and raged against myself rather 
than against her. But aware through all of the supreme 
importance of placing her in safety, I subjected my imme- 
diate feelings to the exigencies of the moment and stooped 
to an argument which would, I thought, have weight though 
private pleading failed. 

^Putting mj’-self aside, mademoiselle,’ I said, with more 
formality than I had yet used, ^ there is one consideration* 
which must weigh wdtli you. The king ’ 

^ The king! ’ she cried, interrupting me violentty, her face 
hot with passion and her whole person instinct witli stub- 
born self-will. ‘ I shall not see the king! ’ 

'You will not see the king?’ I repeated in amazement. 

'Xo, I will not !’ she answered, in a whirl of anger, scorn, 
and impetuosity. ' There ! I will not ! I have been made 
a toy and a tool long enough, M. de ^Marsac,’ she continued, 
'and I will serve others’ ends no more. I have made up 
my mind. Bo not talk to me : you will do no good, sir. I 
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would to Heaven,’ she added bitterly, H had stayed at Chize' 
and never seen this place ! ’ 

‘But, mademoiselle,’ I said, ‘you have not thought ’ 

‘ Thought ! ’ she exclaimed, shutting her small white teeth 
so viciously I all but recoiled. ‘I have thought enough. 
I am sick of thought. I am going to act now. I will be a 
puppet no longer. You may take me to the castle by' force 
if you will; but you cannot make me speak.’ 

I looked at her in the utmost dismay and astonishment ; 
being unable at first to believe that a woman who had gone 
through so much, had run so many risks, and ridden so many 
miles for a j)urpose, would, when all was done and the hour 
come, decline to carry out her plan. I could not believe it, 
I say, at first ; and I tried arguments and entreaties without 
stint, thinking that she only asked to be entreated or 
coaxed. 

But I found prayers and even threats breath wasted upon 
her; and beyond these I would not go. I know I have been 
blamed by some and ridiculed by others for not pushing the 
matter farther ; but those who have stood face to face with 
a woman of spirit — a woman whose very frailty and weak- 
ness fought for her— will better understand the difficulties 
with which I had to contend and the, manner in which con- 
viction was at last borne in on my mind. I 'had never 
before confronted stubbornness of this kind. As made- 
moiselle said again and again, I might force her to Court, 
but I could not make her speak. 

■When I had tried every means of persuasion, and still 
found no way of overcoming her resolution — the while 
Fanchette looked on with a face of wood, neithei;' aiding 
me nor taking part against me— I lost, I confess, in the 
chagrin of the moment that sense of duty which" had 
hitherto animated me; and though my relation to made- 
moiselle should have made me as careful as ever of her 
safety, even in her own despite, I left her at last in anger 
and went out without saying another word about removing 
her — a thing which was still in my power, I believe a 
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very brief reflection would have recalled me to myself and 
my duty ; but the opportunity was not given me, for I had 
scarcely reached the head of the stairs before Fanchette 
came after me, and called to me in a whisper to stop. 

She held a taper in her hand, and this she raised to my 
face, smiling at the disorder which she doubtless read 
there. ‘ Do you say that this house is not safe ? ’ she 
asked abruptly, lowering the light as she spoke. 

‘You have tried a house in Blois before ? ’ I replied with 
the same bluntness. ‘You should know as well as I, 
woman.’ 

‘She must be taken from here, then,’ she answered, 
nodding her head, cunningly. ‘I can persuade her. Do 
you send for your people, and be here in half an hour. It 
may take me that time to wheedle her. But I shall do it.’ 

‘ Then listen,’ I said eagerly, seizing the opportunity and 
her sleeve and drawing her farther from the door. ‘ If you 
can persuade her to that, you can persuade to all I wish. 
Listen, my friend,’ I continued, sinking my voice still 
lower. ‘ If she will see the king for only ten minutes, and 
tell him what she knows, I will give 3'ou ’ 

‘ What ? ’ the woman asked suddenly and harshh', 
drawing at the same time her sleeve from my hand. 

‘Fifty crowns,’ I reiflied, naming in my desperation a 
sum which would seem a fortune to a person in her 
position. ‘ Fiftj- crowns down, the moment the interview 
is over.’ 

‘ And for that j'ou would have me sell her ! ’ the woman 
cried with a rude intensit}’’ of passion which struck me like 
a blow. ‘For shame! For .shame, man ! You joersuaded 
her to leave her home and her friends, and the countiy 
where she was known ; and now you would have me sell 
her! Shame on j-ou ! Go!’ she added scornfully. ‘Go 
this instant and get j'our men. The king, say j'ou ? The 
king! I tell 3*011 I would not have her finger ache to save 
all vour kings ! ’ 

She flousced awa3* with that, and I retired crestfallen ; 
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wondering much, at the fidelity wfiich Providence, doubtless 
for the well-being of the gentle, possibly for the good of 
all, has implanted in the humble. Finding .Simon, to 
whom I had scarce patience to speak, waiting on the stairs 
below, I despatched him to Maignan, to bid him come to 
me with his men. Meanwhile I watched the house myself 
until their arrival, and then, going up, found that Fanchette 
had been as good as her word. Mademoiselle, with a 
sullen mien, and a red spot on either cheek, consented to 
descend, and, preceded by a couple of links, which Maignan 
had thoughtfully provided, Avas escorted safely to my 
lodgings ; where I bestowed her in the rooms beloAV my 
own, Avhicli I had designed for her. 

At the door she turned and bowed to me, her face on 
fire. 

‘ So far, sir, you have got your Avay,’ she said, breathing 
quickly. ‘ Do not flatter yourself, however, that you will 
get it farther — even by bribing my woman ! ’ 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE LAST A’-ALOIS. l 

I STOOD for a few moments on the stairs, Avondering 
what I should do in an emergency to Avhich the Marquis’s 
message of the afternoon attached so pressing a character. 
Had it not been for that I might have Avaited until morning, 
and felt tolerably certain of finding mademoiselle in a more 
reasonable mood then. But as it was I dared not wait. I 
dared not risk the delay, and I came quickly t'6 the 
conclusion that the only course oj)en to me was to go at 
once to M. de Rambouillet, and tell him frankly hoAv the 
matter stood. 

Maignan had posted one of liis men at the open dooi’Ava}'^ 
leading into the street, and fixed his OAvn quarters on the 



THE LAST VALOIS 




landing at the top^ whence he could overlook an intruder 
without being seen himself. Satisfied with the arrange- 
mentj I left Eambouillet’s man to reinforce him, and took 
with me Simon Meix, of whose conduct in regard to 
mademoiselle I entertained the gravest doubts. 

The night, I found on reaching the street, was cold, the 
sky Avhere it was visible between the eaves being bright 
with stars. A sharp wind was blowing, too, compelling us 
to wrap oiir cloaks round us and hurry on at a pace which 
agreed well with the excitement of my thoughts. Assured 
that had mademoiselle been complaisant I might have seen 
my mission accomplished within the hour, it was impossible 
I should not feel impatient with one who, to gratify a 
whim, played with the secrets of a kingdom as if they were 
counters, and risked in passing ill-humour the results of 
weeks of preparation. And I was impatient, and with her. 
But my resentment fell so far short of the occasion that 
I wondered uneasily at my own easiness, and felt more 
annoyed Avith myself for failing to be properly annoyed 
with her, than inclined to lay the blame where it was due. 
It was in vain I told myself contemptuously that she Avas a 
Avoman, and that Avomen Avere not accountable. I felt that 
the real secret and motive cf my indulgence la}", not in 
this, but in the suspicion, AAdiich her reference to the 
faAmur giA^en me on my departure from Eosny had 
couA-erted almost into a certainty, that I was myself the 
cause of her sudden ill-humour. 

I might have followed this train of thought farther, and 
to very pertinent conclusions. But on reaching ]M. de 
Eambouillet’s lodging I Avas diverted from it by the abnor- 
mally quiet aspect of the house, on the steps of Avhich half 
a dozen servants might commonly be seen lounging. Isow 
the doors were closed, no lights shone through the AvindoAvs, 
and the liall sounded empt}" and desolate Avlien I knocked. 
Not a lackey hurried to receive Jiie e\"eu then : but the slip- 
shod tread of the old porter, as he came with a lantern to 
o])en, alone broke the silence. I waited eagerly Avondering 
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what all this could mean ; and when the man at last opened, 
and, recognising my face, begged my pardon if he had kept 
me waiting I asked him impatiently what was the matter. 

' And where is the Marquis ? ’ I ad(^ed, stepping inside to 
be out of the wind, and loosening my cloak. 

_ ‘ Have you not heard, sir ? ’ the man asked, holding up 
his lantern to my face. He was an old, wizened, lean fellow. 
‘ It is a break-up, sir, I am afraid, this time.’ 

‘ A break-up ? ’ I rejoined, peevishly. ‘ Speak out, man ! 
What is the matter ? I hate mysteries.’ 

‘ You have not heard the news, sir ? That the Duke of 
Mercoeur and Marshal Ketz, with all their people, left Blois 
this afternoon ? ’ 

'Ho?’ I answered, somewhat startled. 'Whither are 
they gone ? ’ 

‘ To Paris, it is said, sir, — to join the League.’ 

' But do you mean that they have deserted the king ? ’ I 
asked. 

' For certain, sir ! ’ he answered. 

'Hot the Duke of MerccBur ? ’ I exclaimed. ' Why, man, 
he is the king’s brother-in-law. He owes everything to him.’ 

'Well, he is gone, sir,’ the old man answered positively. 
'The news was brought to M. le Marquis about four o’clock 
or a little after. He got his people together, and started 
after them to try and persuade them to return. ' Or, so it is 
said.’ 

As quickly as I could, I reviewed the situation in my 
mind. If this strange news were true, and men like Mer- 
coeur, who had every reason to stand by the king, as well as 
men like Eetz, who had long been suspected of disaifection, 
were abandoning the Court, the danger must be comlhg close 
indeed. The king must feel his throne already tottering, 
and be eager to grasp at any means of supporting it. Under 
such circumstances it seemed to be my paramount duty to 
reach him ; to gain his ear if possible, and at all risks ; that 
I and not Bruhl, Havarre not Turenne, might profit by the 
first impulse of self-preservation, 
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Bidding the i^orter shut his door and keep close, I hurried 
to the Castle, and was presently more than confirmed in my 
resolution. Bor to my surprise I found the Court in much 
the same state as j\L de Eambouillet’s liouse. There were 
double guards indeed at the gates, who let me pass after 
scrutinising me narrowly; but the courtj^ard, wliich should 
have been at this hour ablaze with torches and crowded with 
lackeys and grooms, was a dark wilderness, in which half 
a dozen links trembled mournfully. Passing through the 
doors I found things within in the same state: the hall 
ill lit and desolate; the staircase manned only by a few 
whispering groups, who scanned me as I passed ; the ante- 
chambers almost empty, or occupied by the grey uniforms 
of the Switzer guards. Where I had looked to see courtiers 
assembling to meet their sovereign and assure him of their 
fidelity, I found only gloomy faces, watchful eyes, and 
mouths ominously closed. An air of constraint and fore- 
boding rested on all. A single footstep sounded hollowlj*. 
The long corridors, which had so lately rung with laughter 
and the rattle of dice, seemed already devoted to the silence 
and desolation which awaited them when the Court should 
depart. Where any spoke I caught the name of Guise; 
and I could have fancied that his mighty shadow laj* upon 
the place and cursed it. 

Entering the chamber, I found matters little better there. 
His Majesty was not present, nor were anj' of the Court 
ladies; but half a dozen gentlemen, among whom I recog- 
nised Eevol, one of the king’s secretaries, stood near the 
alcove. They looked up on my entrance, as though expect- 
ing new.s, and then, seeing who it was, looked away again 
impatiently. The Duke of Hevers was walking moodily to 
and fro before one of the windows, his hands clasped behind 
his back : while Biron and Crillon, reconciled b}' the com- 
mon peril, talked lotxdly on the hearth. I hesitated a mo- 
ment, uncertain how to proceed, for I was not j'et so 
old at Court as to feel at home there. But, at last mak- 
ing up ray mind, I walked boldl}* up to Crillon and re- 
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quested his good offices to procure me an immediate audience 
of the king. 

‘ An audience ? Do you mean you want to see him 
alone ? ’ he said, raising his eyebrows and looking whimsi- 
cally at Biron. 

< That is my petition, M. de Crillon,’ I answered firml}' , 
though my heart sank. ' I am here on M. de Bambouillet's 
business,' and I need to see his Majesty forthwith.’ 

‘ Well, that is straightforward,’ he replied, clapping me 
on the shoulder. ‘ And you shall see him. In coming to 
Crillon you haye come to the right man. Bevol,’ he con- 
tinued, turning to the secretary, ‘this gentleman bears a 
message from M. de Bambouillet to the king. Take him 
to the closet without delay, my friend, and announce him. 
I will be answerable for him.’ 

But the secretary shrugged his shoulders up to his ears. 
‘It is quite impossible, M. de Crillon,’ he said gravely. 
‘ Qiiite impossible at present.’ 

‘ Impossible ! Chut ! I do not know the word,’ Crillon 
retorted rudely. ‘ Come, take him at once, and blame me 
if ill comes of it. Do you hear ? ’ 

‘But his Majesty ’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘ Is at his devotions,’ the secretary said stiffly. 

■ ‘His Majesty’s devotions be hanged!’ Crillon rejoined — 
so loudly that there was a general titter, and M. de Hevers 
laughed grimly. ‘ Do you hear ? ’ the Avennais continued, 
his face growing redder and his voice higher, ‘ or must I 
pull your ears, my friend ? Take this- gentleman to the 
closet, I say, and if his Majesty be angiy, tell him itbvas by 
my order. I tell you he comes from Eambouillet.’ 

I do not know whether it was the threat, or the mention 
of M. de Eambouillet’s name, which convinced the secretary. 
But at any rate, after a moment’s hesitation, he acquiesced. 

He nodded sullenly to me to follow him, and led the way 
to a curtain which masked the door of the closet. I fol- 
lowed him across the chamber, after muttering a hasty word 
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of ackno'v\'ledgineut to Crilloii; and' I had as nearly as pos- 
sible reached the door when the bustle of some one entering 
the chamber caught my ear. I had just time to turn and 
see that this was Bruhl, just time to intercept the dark look 
of chagrin and surprise which he fixed on me, and then 
Kevol, holding up the curtain, signed to me to enter. 

I expected to pass at once into the presence of the king, 
and had my reverence ready. Instead, I found myself to 
my surprise in a small chamber, or rather passage, curtained 
at both ends, and occupied by a couple of guardsmen — mem- 
bers, doubtless, of the Band of the Forty-Five — Avho rose at 
my entrance and looked at me dubiousl3^ Their guard-room, 
dimly illumined by a lamp of red glass, seemed to me, in 
spite of its curtains and velvet bench, and the thick tapes- 
try which kept out eveiy breath of wholesome air, the most 
sombre I could imagine. And the most ill-omened. But I 
had no time to make any long observation; for Eevol, pass- 
ing me brusquely, raised the curtain at the other end, and, 
with his finger on his lip, bade me b}" signs to enter. 

I did so as silentlj", the heavj^ scent of perfumes striking 
me in the face as I raised- a second curtain, and stopped 
sliort a pace beyond it ; parth^ in reverence — because kings 
love their subjects best at a distance — and partlj" in sur- 
prise. For the room, or rather that portion of it in which I 
stood, was in darkness; only the fartlier end being illumined 
by a cold pale flood of moonlight, which, passing through a 
high, straight window, lay in a silverj’ sheet on the floor. 
For an instant I thought I was alone; then I saw, resting 
against this window, with a hand on either nuillion, a tall 
figure, having something strange aboiit the head. Tliis 
peculiaritj’ presentl}" resolved itself into tlie turban in 
which 1 liad once before seen his Jlajesty. The king — for 
he it was — was talking to himself. He had not heard me 
enter, and having his back to me remained unconscious 
of mj" presence. 

I paused in doubt, afraid to advance, anxious to vrithdraw : 
yet uncertain whether I could move again unheard. At this 
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moment while I stood hesitating, he raised his voice, and 
his words, reaching my ears, riveted my attention, so 
strange and eerie were both they and his tone. ' They say 
there is ill-luck in thirteen,’ he muttered. ‘Thirteen Valois 
and last ! ’ He paused to laugh a wicked, mirthless laugh. 

— Thirteenth! And it is thirteen years since I entered 
Paris, a crowned King ! There were Quelus and Maugiron 
and St. Megrin and I— and he, I remember. Ah, those days, 
those nights 1 I would sell my soul to live them again; had 
I not sold it long ago in the living them once ! We were 
young then, and rich, and I was king ; and Quelus was an 
Apollo ! He died calling on me to save him. And Mau- 
girou died, blaspheming God and the saints. And St. 
Megrin, he had thirtj^-four wounds. And 7;e— he is dead 
too, curse him ! They are all dead, all dead, and it is all 
over ! My God I it is all over, it is all over, it is all over ! ’ 

He repeated the last four words more than a dozen times, 
rocking himself to and fro by his hold on the mullious. I 
trembled as I listened, partly through fear on my own 
account should I be discovered, and partly by reason of the 
horror of despair and remorse — no, not remorse, regret — 
which spoke in his monotonous voice. I guessed that some 
impulse had led him to draw the curtain from the window 
and shade the lamp ; and that then, as he looked down on 
the moonlit country, the contrast between it and the vicious, 
heated atmosphere, hea-vT" with intrigue and worse, in 
which he had spent his strength, had forced itself upon his 
mind. For he presentl}’’ went on. 

‘France! There it lies! And what will they do 
with it? Will tiiey cut it up into pieces, as it was before 
old Louis XI.? Will Mercoeur — curse him ! — ^be the most 
Christian Duke of Brittany ? And Mayenne, by the grace 
of God, Prince of Paris and the Upper Seine ? Or will the 
little Prince of Bearn beat them,, and be Henry IV., King 
of France and Kavarre, Protector of the Churches ? Curse 
him too ! He is thirty-six. He is my age. But he is 
young and strong, and has all before him. While I — I — 
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oh, my God, have mercy on me ! Have mercy on me, 0 
God in Heaven ! ’ 

With the last word he fell on his knees on the step 
before the window, and burst into such an agony of unmanly 
tears and sobbings as I had never dreamed of or imagined, 
and least of all in the King of France. Hardly knowing 
whether to be more ashamed or terrified, I turned at all risks, 
and stealthilj^ lifting the curtain, crept out with infinite 
care ; and happily with so much good fortune as to escape 
detection. There was space enough between the two 
curtains to admit my body and no more; and here I stood 
a short while to collect my thoughts. Then, striking my 
scabbard against the wall, as though by accident, and 
coughing loudly at the same moment, I twitched the cur- 
tain aside with some violence and re-entered, thinking that 
by these means I had given him warning enough. 

But I had not reckoned on the darkness in which the 
room lay, or the excitable state in which I had left him. 
He heard me, indeed, but being able to see only a tall, in- 
distinct figure approaching him, he took fright, and falling 
back against the moonlit window, as though he saw a ghost, 
thrust out his hand, gasping at the same time two words, 
which sounded to me like ^ Ha ! Guise ! ’ 

The next instant, discerning that I fell on my knee 
where I stood, and came no nearer, he recovered himself. 
With an effort, which his breathing made very apparent, 
he asked in an unsteady voice who it was. 

^One of your Ma3est5^’s most faithful servants,^ I an- 
swered, remaining on my knee, and affecting to see nothing. 

Keeping his face towards me, he sidled to the lamp and 
strove to withdraw the shade. But his fingers trembled so 
violently that it was some time before he succeeded, and 
set free the cheerful beams, which, suddenlj’’ filling the room 
with radiance, disclosed to my wondering eyes, instead of 
darkness and the cold gleam of the moon, a profusion of 
riches, of red stuffs and gemmed trifles and gilded arms 
crowded together in reckless disorder. A monkey chained 

11 
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ill one coriior to gibber and inov.' at mo. A cloak of 

strange cut, sf retched on a v/ooden standj deceived me for 
an instant into iliinking tliat there was a tliird per.son 
jirescnt; wliile tlie tabloj Ijeajiod with dolls and powder- 
imfTs, dog-collars and sweet-meats, a mask, a woman's slij)- 
per, a ]iair of pistols, some jKitions, a scourge, and an 
immense .(plant ity of like litter, had as melanoholy an 
appearance in my eyes as the king himself, v.-hose disorder 
the light disclosed without mercy. His turlian was awry 
and betrayed the jiremature baldne.ss of his scalp. The 
paint on his cheeks was cracked and stained, and had soiled 
the gloves he wore. He looked fifty years old; and in his 
excitement he had tugged his sword to the front, whence it 
refused to be tlirust back. 

‘AVho sent you ]i(;rcV''ho asked, when ho had .so far 
recovered Ins senses as to recognise me, which lie did with 
great surprise. 

' I am here, sire,’ I answered evasively, ‘ to place myself 
at your iM'ajesty’.s service.’ 

^‘Such loyalty is rare,’ he answered, Avith a bitter sneer. 
‘But stand up, sir. 1 suiiposo I must be thankful for 
small mercies, and, losing a Mercccur, be glad to receive 
a jMarsac.’ 

‘By your le.ave, sire,’ I rejoined hardily, ‘ the exchange 
is not so adverse. Tour Majesty may make another duke 
Avhen 3'ou Avill. But honest men arc not so easily' come bja’ 

‘So! so!’ lie answered, looking at mo Avith a fierce light 
in liis e.ye.s. ‘ You remind me in season. J may still make 
and unmake ! I am still King of France ? ‘xhat is so, 
sirrah, is it not ?’ j 

•' ‘ God forbid that it should be otherwise ! ’ I ansAvered 
oarnestlj'. ‘It is to lay before your Majesty certain means 
l)y AA’hich you may give fuller effect to your Avishes that I 
am here. The King of Kavarre desires onl}-, sire ’ 

‘Tnt, tut!’ ho e.x claimed impatientlj’’, and AAdth some 
displeasure, ‘ I knoAv his Avill better than you, man. But 
you see,’ he continued cunningl}’’, forgetting my inferior 
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position as quickly as he had remembexod it, ‘Tnr 
j)romises M'ell, too. And Tiirenne — it is true he may 
the Lorrainer. But if I trust Jleury of iSavarre, ..n . 
prove false to me ^ 

He did not complete the sentence, but strode to and lri» 
a time or two, liis miiidj vdiich had a natural inclination 
towards crooked courses, bent on some scheme by which he 
might play off. the one part}’- against tlie other. Apparently 
he was not very successful in finding one, however 5 or 
else the ill-luck with which he had supported the League 
against the Huguenots recurred to his mind. For he pres- 
ently stopped, with a sigh, and came back to the point, 

^If I knew that Tiirenne were lying, ^ he muttered, ^then 

indeed . But Eosny promised evidence, and he has 

sent me none.’ 

'It is at hand, sire,’ I answered, my heart beginning to 
beat. 'Your Majestj^ will remember that M. de Kosny 
honoured me with the task of introducing it to you.’ 

'To be sure,’ he replied, aivaking as from a dream, and 
looking and speaking eagerly. 'Matters to-day liave driven 
everything out of 1113* head. ^Yhere is 3'Our witness, man ? 
Convince me, and we ivill act i^roniptl}". We will give them 
Jarnac and Moiicontour over again. Is he outside ? ’ 

'It is a woman, sire,’ I made answer, dashed somewhat 
b}- his sudden and feverish alacrity, 

' A woman, eh ? Y'ou liave her here ? ’ 

'Ho, sire,’ I replied, wondering what he would sa}" to in}* 
next luece of information. ' She is in Blois, she has arrived, 
hut the truth is — I humbly* crave your Jlajesty’s indulgence 
— she refuses to come or speak. I cannot well bring her 
here b}* force, and I have sought 3*011, sire, for the purpose 
of taking 3*oiir commands in the matter.’ 

He stared at me in the utmost astonishment. 

'Is she 3*onng?’ he asked after a long pause. 

'Yes. sire,’ I answered. 'She is maid of honour to the 
Princess of Havarre, and a ward also of the Yicomto de 
Turemie.’ 

n2 
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‘ Gad ! then she is worth liearing, the little rebel ! ’ he 
replied. ‘A ward of Tnrenne’s is she? Ho! ho! And 
now she will not speak ? hfy cousin of Havarre now Avould 
know how to bring her to her senses, but I have eschewed 
these vanities. I might send and have her brought, it 
is true ; but a very little thing would cause a barricade 
to-night.’ . 

‘And besides, sire,’ I ventured to add, ‘she is known to 
Turenne’s people here, who have once stolen her away. 
Were she brought to your ]\rajesty with any degree of open- 
ness, they would learn it, and know that the game was 
lost.’ 

‘Which would not suit me,’ he answered, nodding and 
looking at me gloomily. ‘They might anticipate our 
Jarnac; and until we have settled matters with one or the 
other our person is not too secure. You must go and fetch 
her. She is at your lodging. She must be brought, man.’ 

‘I will do what you command, sire,’ I answered. ‘But 
I am greatly afraid that she will not come.’ 

He lost his temper at that. ‘Then why, in the devil’s 
name, have you troubled me with the matter?’ he cried 
savagely. ‘God knows— I don’t— why Eosny employed 
such a man and such a woman. He might have seen from 
the cut of your cloak, sir, which is full six moiiths behind 
the fashion, that you could not manage a woman ! Was 
ever such damnable folly heard of in this world? But 
it is Havarre’s loss, not mine. It is his loss. And I hope 
to Heaven it may be yours too ! ’ he added fiercely. 

There was so much in Avhat he said that I bent before 
the storm, and accepted with humility blame which was as 
natural on his part as it was undeserved on mine. Indeed 
I could not wonder at his Majesty’s anger; nor should I 
have wondered at it in a greater man. I knew that but for 
reasons, on which I did not wish to dwell, I should have 
shared it to the full, and spoken quite as strongly of the 
caprice which ruined hopes and lives for a whim. 

The king continued for some time to say to me all the 
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hard things he could think of. Wearied at last by my 
patience, he paused, and cried angrily. 'Well, have you 
. nothing to say for yourself ? Can you suggest nothing ? ’ 

‘I dare not mention to your Majest}^,’ I said humbly, 
'what seems to me to be the only alternative.^ ’ 

'You mean that I should go to the wench ! ’ he answered 
— for he did not lack quickness. '"xS'e no va el otero a 
Malioma. vcq/a Malioma al otero,” as Mendoza says. But 
the saucy quean, to force me to go to her ! Did my wife 
guess— but there, I will go. By God I will go !’ he added 
abruptly and fiercely. 'I will live to ruin Betz yet! 
Where is your lodging ? ’ 

I told him, wondering much at this flash of the old 
spirit, which twenty years before had won him a reputa- 
tion his later life did nothing to sustain. 

' Do you know,’ he asked, speaking with sustained energy 
and clearness, 'tiie door by which hi. de Bosny entered to 
talk with me ? Can you find it in the dark ? ’ 

'Yes, sire,’ I answered, my heart beating high. 

'Tlien be in waiting there two hours before midnight,’ 
he replied. 'Be well armed, but alone. I shall know how 
to make the girl speak. I can trust you, I suppose ? ’ he 
added suddenly, stepping nearer to me and looking fixedly 
into my eyes. 

‘I will answer for your Majesty’s life with my own,’ I 
replied, sinking on one knee. 

'I believe jmu, sir,’ he answered gravely, giving me his 
hand to kiss, and then turning away. 'So be it. Bow 
leave me. You have been here too long already. Bot a 
word to any one as jmu value your life.’- 

1 made fitting answer and was leaving him ; but when I 
had mj- hand already on the curtain, he called me back. ‘In 
Heaven’s name get a new cloak ! ’ he said peovishl}’, eyeing 
me all over with his face puckered up. ' Get a new cloak, 
man, the first thing in the moniing. It is worse seen from 
the side than the front. It would ruin the cleverest courtier 
of them all I ’ 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A KOYAli PJEltlL. 

The elation with which I had heard the king anno.nnce 
his resolution quickly diminished on cooler reflection’ It 
stood in particular at a very low ebb as I waited, an hour 
later, at the little noi’th postei'ii of the Castle, and, cowering 
within the shelter of the arch to escape the wind, debated 
whether his Majesty’s energy would sustain him to the 
point of action, or whether he might not, in one of those 
fits of treacherous vacillation which had again and again 
marred his plans, send those to keep the appointment who 
would give a final account of me. The longer I considered 
his character the more dubious I grew. The loneliness of 
the situation, the darkness, the black front, unbroken by 
slimiuer of light, which the Castle presented on this 
side, and the unusual and gloomy stillness which lay upon 
the town, all contributed to increase my uneasiness. It 
was with apprehension as well as relief that I caught at 
last the sound of footsteps on the stone staircase, and, 
standing a little to one side, saw a streak of light appear 
at the foot of the door. • 

On the latter being partially opened a voice cried my 
name. I advanced with caution and showed myself. A 
brief conversation ensued between two or three persons who 
stood within j but in the end, a masked figure, which I liad 
no^difiiculty in identifying as the king, stepped briskly out. 

You are armed? ’ he said, pausing a second opposite me. 

■ .T put back my cloak and showed him, by the light ^yjiich 
streamed from the doorway, that I carried pistols as well 
as a sword, 

‘Good!’ he answered briefly; ‘then let us go. Do you 
walk on my left hand, my friend. It is a dark night, is it 
not?’ 

‘Very dark, sire,’ I said. 
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He made no answer to this, and we started, proceeding 
with caution until we had crossed the narrow bridge, and 
then with greater freedom and at a better pace. The slen- 
derness of the attendance at Court that evening, and the 
cold wind, which swept even the narrowest streets and 
drove roisterers indoors, rendered it unlikely that we should 
be stopped or molested by any except professed thieves; 
and for these. I was prepared. The king showed no incli- 
nation to talk; and keeping silence m3^self out of respect, 
I had time to calculate the chances and to consider whether 
his Jlajesty would succeed where I had failed. 

This calculation, which was not inconsistent with the 
keenest watchfulness on my part whenever we turned a 
corner or passed the mouth of an alley, was brought to an 
end by our safe arrival at the house. Briefly apologising 
to the king for the meanness and darkness of the staircase, 
I begged leave to precede him, and rapidly mounted until 
I met !Maignan. Whispering to him that all was well, I 
did not wait to hear his answer, but, bidding him be on the 
watch, I led the king on with as mucli deference as was 
possible until we stood at the door of mademoiselle’s apart- 
ment, which I have elsewhere stated to consist of an outer 
and inner room. The door was opened by Simon Fleix, 
and him I promptly sent out. Then, standing aside and 
uncovering, I begged the king to enter. 

He did so, still wearing his hat and mask, and I followed 
and secured the door. A lamp hanging from the ceiling 
diffused an imperfect light through the room, which was 
smaller but more comfortable in appearance than that which 
I rented overhead. I observed that Fa-uchette, whose 
liarsli countenance looked more forbidding than usual, occu- 
pied a stool which she had set in a strange fashion against 
the inner door; but I thought no more of this at the 
moment, my attention passing quicklj" to mademoiselle, 
who sat crouching before the fire, enveloped in a large out- 
door cloak, as if s]ie felt the cold. Her back was towards 
us, and she was, or luetended to be, still ignorant of our 



264 


A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE 


presence. Witli a muttered word I pointed her out to the 
king, and went towards her with him. 

‘Mademoiselle,’ I said in a low voice, ‘Mademoiselle de 

la Vire! I have the honour ’ 

She would not turn, and I stojDped. Clearly she heard, 
but she betrayed that she did so only by drawing her cloak 
more closely round her. Primed by my respect for the 
king, I touched her lightly on the shoulder. ‘Mademoi- 
selle!’ I said impatientty, ‘you are not aware of it, 
but ’ 

She shook herself free from my hand with so rude a gest- 
ure that I broke off, and stood gaping foolishly at her. 
The king smiled, and nodding to me to step back a pace, 
took the task on himself. ‘Mademoiselle,’ he said with 

dignity, ‘I am not accustomed ’ 

His voice had a magical effect. Before he could add 
another word she sprang up as if she had been struck, and 
faced us, a cry of alarm on her lips. Simultaneously we 
both cried out too, for it was not mademoiselle at all. The 
woman who confronted us, her hand on her mask, her eyes 
glittering through the slits, was of a taller and fuller fig- 
ure. We stared at her. Then a lock of bright golden hair 
which had escaped from the hood of her cloak gave us the 
clue. ‘Madame!’ the king cried. > 

‘Madame de Bruhl!’ I echoed, my astonishment greater 
than his. 

Seeing herself known, she began with trembling fingers 
to undo the fastenings of her mask; but the king, Avho had 
hitherto displayed a trustfulness I had not expected in him, 
had taken alarm at sight of her, as at a thing u7-Llooked 
for, and of which I had not warned him. ‘How is this?’ 
he said harshly, drawing, back a pace from her and regard- 
ing me with anger and distrust. ‘Is this some pretty 
arrangement of yours, sir? Am I an intruder at an assigna- 
tion, or is this a trap with M. de Brulil in the background? 
Answer, sirrah!’ he continued, working himself rapidly 
into a passion. ‘Which am I to understand is the case? ’ 
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‘Neither, sire/ I answered with as much dignity as I 
could assume, utterly surprised and mystified as I was by 
Madame^s presence. ‘Your Majesty wrongs Madame de 
Bruhl as much by the one suspicion as you injure me by 
the other. I am equally in the dark with you, sire, and as 
little expected to see madame here.’ 

‘I came, sire,’ she said proudly, addressing herself to the 
king, and ignoring me, ‘out of no love to M. de Marsac, 
but as any person bearing a message to him might come. 
Nor can you, sire,’ she added with spirit, ‘feel h^^lf as much 
surprise at seeing me here, as I at seeing your Majesty.’ 

‘I can believe that,’ the king answered drily. ‘I would 
you had not seen me.’ 

‘The King of France is seen only when he chooses,’ she 
replied, curtseying to the ground. 

‘Good,’ he answered. ‘Let it be so, and you will oblige 
tlie King of France, madame. But enough,’ he continued, 
turning from her to me; ‘since this is not the ladj^ I came 
to see, M. de Marsac, where is she? ’ 

‘In the inner room, sire, I opine,’ I said, advancing to 
Fanchette with more misgiving at heart than my manner 
evinced. ‘Your mistress is here, is she not?’ I continued, 
addressing the woman sharply. 

‘Ay, and will not come out,’ she rejoined, sturdily keep- 
ing her place. 

‘Nonsense!’ I said. ‘Tell her ’ 

‘You may tell her what you please,’ she replied, refusing 
to budge an inch. ‘She can hear.’ 

‘But, woman!’ I cried impatientlj", ‘you do not under- 
stand. I inxLst speak with her, I must speak with her at 
once! On business of the highest importance.’ 

‘As j'ou please,’ she said rudely, still keeping her seat. 
‘I have told you you can speak.’ 

Perhaps I felt as foolish on this occasion as ever in my 
life; and surely never was man placed in a more ridiculous 
position. After overcoming numberless obstacles, and 
escaping as many perils, I had brought the king here, a 
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feat beyond my highest hopes— only to be baffled anc 
defeated by a waiting-woman ! I stood irresolute; witlesi 
and confused; while the king waited half angry and hal: 
amused, and madame kept her place by the entrance, tc 
which she had retreated. 

I Avas delivered from my dilemma by the curiosity Avhicl 
is, providentially perhaps, a part of Avoman’s character, 
and AAdiicli led mademoiselle to interfere herself. Keenlj 
on the Avatch inside, she had heard part of Avhat passed 
betAAmen us, and been rendered inquisitive by the sound oi 
a strange man’s Amice, and by the deference Avhich she 
could discern I paid to the visitor. At this moment, she 
cried out, accordingly, to knoAv Avho AAms there; and Fan- 
chette, seeming to take this as a command, rose and dragged 
her stool aside, saying peeA'ishly and AA’^ithout any increase 
of respect, ‘There, I told you she could hear.’ 

‘Who is it? ’ mademoiselle asked again, in a raised voice. 

I Avas about to ansAAmr AAdien the king signed to me to 
stand back, and, adA'^ancing himself, knocked gently on the 
door. ‘Open, I pray you, mademoiselle,’ he said courte- 
ously. 

‘Who is there? ’ she cried again, her voice trembling. 

‘It is I, the king,’ he ansAvered softly; but in that tone 
of majesty Avhich belongs not to the man, but to the descend- 
ant, and seems to be the outcome of centuries of command. 

She uttered an exclamation and sloAvly, and AA’^ith seeming 
reluctance, turned the key in the lock. It grated, and the 
door opened. I caught a glimpse for an instant of her pale 
face and bright eyes, and then his Majesty, removing his 
hat, passed in and closed the door; and I Avithdrewdo the 
farther end of the room, Avhere madame continued to stand 
by the entrance. 

I entertained a suspicion, I remember, and not unnatu- 
rally, that she had come to my .lodging as her husband’s 
spy ; but her first Avords Avhen I joined her dispelled this. 
‘Quick! ’ she said with an imperious gesture. ‘Hear me 
and let me go! I have waited long enough for you, and 
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suffered enougli through j’-ou. As for that woman in there, 
she is mad, and her servant too ! jS’^ow, listen to me. You 
spoke to me honestly to-daj-, and I hare come to repay you. 
You have an appointment with my husband to-morrow at 
Chaverny. Is it not so? ’ she added impatientl3^ 

I replied that it was so. 

‘You are to go with one friend,’ she went on, tearing the 
glove she had taken oif, to strips in her excitement. ‘He 
is to meet you with one also? ’ 

‘Yes,’ I assented reluctantly, ‘at the bridge, madame.’ 
‘Then do not go,’ she rejoined emphatically. ‘Shame on 
me that I should betray my husband; but it were worse to 
send an innocent man to his death. He will meet you with 
one- sword only, according to his challenge, but there will 
be those under the bridge who will make certain work. 
There, I have betrayed him now!’ she continued bitterlj'. 
‘It is done. Let me go! ’ 

‘Haj', but, madame,’ I said, feeling more concerned for 
her, on whom from the first moment of meeting her I had 
brought nothing but misfortune, than surprised bj'’ this new 
treachery on his part, ‘will jmu not run some risk in return- 
ing to him? Is there nothiirg I can do for ^mu — no step I 
can take for j’our protection? ’ 

‘hTonel’ she said repellently and almost rudely, ‘except 
to speed mj’ going. ’ 

‘But 3-0U will not pass through the streets alone? ’ 

She laughed so bitterly my heart ached for her. ‘The 
uuhappj' are alwaj's safe,’ she said. 

Bemembering how short a tinre it was since I had sur- 
prised her in the first happiness of wedded love, I felt for 
her all the pitj- it was natural I should feel. But the re- 
sponsibility' under which his ]Majestj'’s presence and the 
charge of mademoiselle laid jne forbade me to indulge in 
the luxury of evincing my gratitude. Gladly would I have 
escorted lier back to lier home — even if I could not make 
tliat home again what it had been, or restore her liusband 
to the pinnacle from which I had dashed him — but 1 dared 
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not do this. I was forced to content mj^self with less, and 
was about to offer to send one of iny men with her, when a 
hurried knocking at the outer door arrested the words on 
my lips. 

Signing to her to stand still, I listened. The knocking 
was repeated, and grew each moment more urgent. There 
was a little .grille, strongly wired, in the upper part of the 
door, and this I was about to open in order to learn what 
was amiss, when Simon’s voice reached me from the far- 
ther side imploring me to open the door quickly. Doubt- 
ing the lad’s prudence, yet afraid to refuse lest I should 
lose some warning he had to give, I paused a second, and 
then undid the fastenings. The moment the door gave way 
he fell in bodily, crying out to me to bar it behind him. I 
caught a glimj)se through the gap of a glare as of torches, 
and saw by this light half a dozen flushed faces in the act 
of rising above the edge of the landing. The men who 
owned them raised a shout of triumph at sight of me, and, 
clearing the upper steps at a bound, made a rush for the 
door. But in vain. We had just time to close it and drop 
the two stout bars. In a moment, in a second, the fierce 
outcry fell to a dull roar; and safe for the time, we had 
leisure to look in one another’s faces and learn the different 
aspects of alarm. Madame was white to the lijis, while 
Simon’s eyes seemed starting from his head, and he shook 
in every limb with terror. 

At first, on my asking him what it meant, he could not 
speak. But that would not do, and I was in the act of seiz- 
ing him by the collar to force an answer from him when the 
inner door opened, and the king came out, his face wearing 
an air of so much cheerfulness as proved both his satisfac- 
tion with mademoiselle’s story and his ignorance of all we 
were about. In a word he had not yet taken the least 
alarm ; but seeing Simon in my hands, and madame leaning 
against the wall by the door like one deprived of life, he 
stood and cried out in surprise to know what it was. 

‘I fear we are besieged, sire,’ I answered desperately. 
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feeling my anxieties increased a hundredfold by his appear- 
ance — ‘bnt bj^ whom I cannot say. This lad knows, how- 
ever,’ I continued, giving Simon a vicious shake, ‘and he 
shall speak. l^Tow, trembler,’ I said to him, ‘tell 3’-our 
tale? ’ 

‘The Provost-Marshal! ’ he stammered, terrified afresh 
by the king’s imesence : for Henry had removed his mask. 
‘I was on guard below. I had come up a few steps to be 
out of the cold, when I heard them enter. There are a 
round score of them. ’ 

I cried out a great oath, asking him whj’- he had not gone 
up and warned hlaignan, who with his men was now cut off 
from us in the rooms above. ‘You fool!’ I continued, 
almost beside myself with rage, ‘if you had not come to 
this door they would have mounted to my rooms and beset 
them! "What is this follj’’ about the Provost-Marshal? ’ 

‘He is there,’ Simon answered, cowering awa}"- from me, 
his face working. 

I thought he was lying, and had merely fancied this in 
his fright. But the assailants at this moment began to 
hail blows on the door, calling on us to open, and using 
such vollej's of threats as penetrated even the thickness of 
the oak; driving the blood from the women’s cheeks, and 
arresting the king’s step in a manner which did not escape 
me. Among their cries I could plainly distinguish the 
words, ‘In the king’s name! ’ which bore out Simon’s state- 
ment. 

At the moment I drew comfort from this ; for if we had 
merely to deal with the law we had that on our side which 
was. above it. And I speedily made up my' mind wliat to 
do. ‘I think the lad speaks the trutli, sire,’ I said coollj*. 
‘This is only your IMajesty’s Provost-Marshal. The worst 
to be feared, therefore, is that lie may learn your presence 
here before j'ou would have it known. It should not be a 
matter of great difiicultj', ho-wever, to bind him to silence, 
and if j'ou will please to mask, I will open the grille and 
spe.ak with him.’ 
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The king, who had taken liis stand in the miildle of the 
loom, and seemed dazed and coninsed bv the snddeiiiiess of 
the alarm and the uproar, assented with a brief word. Ac- 
cordingly I was preparing to 0]3en the grille wlicn l^ladame 
de Bruhl seized my arm, and forcibly pushed me back 
from it. 

‘Wliat would you do?’ she cried, her face full of terror. 
‘Do you not hear? He is there.’ 

TV ho is there i I said, stai’tled more by her manner 
than her words. 

‘Who?’ she answered; ‘who should be there? My hus- 
band! I hear his voice, I tell you! He lias tracked me 
here! He has found me, and will kill me! ’ 

‘God forbid! ’ I said, doubting if she had really heard his 
voice. To make sure, I asked Simon if he had seen him; 
and my heart sank when I heard from him too that Bruhl 
was of the party. For the first time I became fully sensi- 
ble of the danger which threatened us. For the first time, 
looking round the ill-lit room on the women’s terrified faces, 
and the king’s masked figure instinct Avith ill-repressed 
nervousness, I recognised hoAv hopelessly Ave AA^ere en- 
meshed. Fortune had served Bruhl so Avell that, Avhether 
he kneAv it or not, he had us all trapped— alike the king 
whom he desired to compromise, and his Avife vdiom he 
hated, mademoiselle who had once escaped him, and me who 
had twice thwarted him. It was little to be wondered at 
if my courage sank as I looked from one to another, and 
listened to the ominous creaking of the door, as the stout 
panels complained under the bloAvs rained upon them. 
For my first duty, and that Avdiich took the pas of all others, 
Avas to the king — to saA''e him harmless. How, then, Avas I 
to be ansAverable for mademoiselle, how protect Madame lie 
Bruhl? — hoAA", in a Avord, redeem all those pledges in which 
my honour was concerned? 

It Avas the thought of the' Provost-lVIarshal-AYhich at this 
moment. -rallied my failing spirits. I remembered that 
until the mystery of his presence here in alliance with 
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Bmlil Tvas explained there Tvas no need to despair; and 
turning briskly to the king I begged him to favour me by 
standing v'ith the women in a corner ^yhich was not visible 
from the door. He complied mechanicalh^, and in a manner 
which I did not like; but lacking time to weigli trifles^ I 
turned to the grille and oj)ened it without more ado. 

The appearance of my face at the trap was greeted with a 
savage cry of recognition, which subsided as quickly into 
silence. It was followed by a momentary pushing to and 
fro among the crowd outside, which in its turn ended in the 
Provost-Marshal coming to the front. Hn the king’s 
name! ’ he said fussily. 

^What is it?’ I replied, eyeing rather the flushed, eager 
faces which scowled over his shoulders than himself. The 
light of two links, borne by some of the party, shone rud- 
dily on the heads of the halberds, and, flaring up from time 
to time, filled all the place with wavering, smoky light. 

^ What do you want? ’ I continued, ^rousing m3’ lodging at 
this time of night? ’ 

H hold a warrant for your arrest,’ he replied bluntly. 
^Eesistance will be vain. If you do not surrender I shall 
send for a ram to break in the door.’ 

WHiere is 3’our order?’ I said sharpl}". ‘The one 3’ou 
held this morning was cancelled by the king himself.’ 

‘Suspended onl}^,’ he answered. ‘Suspended onl}’. It 
was given out to me again this evening for instant execu- 
tion. And I am here in pursuance of it, and call on 3^11 to 
surrender.’ 

‘Wlio delivered it to 3’ou? ’ I retorted. 

‘i\r, de Villequier,’ lie answered readily. ‘And here it 
is. Xow, come, sir,’ he continued, ‘3’ou are onty making 
matters worse. Open to us.’ 

‘Before I do so,’ I said dril}’, ‘I should like to know what 
part in the pageant m3’ friend M. de Bruhl, whom I see on 
the stairs 3'onder, proposes to pla3’. And there is my old 
friend Fresno3’,’ I added. ‘And I see one or two others 
whom I know, M. Provost. Before I surrender I must 
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know among otlaer tilings what M. de Briihl’s business is 
here. ’ 

‘It is the business of evciy loyal man to execute the 
king’s warrant,’ the Provost answered evasivel5^ ‘It is 
yours to surrender, and mine to lodge yon in the Castle. 
But I am loth to have a disturbance. I will give you until 
that torch goes out, if you like, to make up your mind. 
At the end of that time, if you do not surrender, I shall 
batter down the door. ’ 

‘You will give the torch fair play?’ I said, noting its 
condition. 

He assented; and thanking him sternly for this indul- 
gence, I closed the grille. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

TERMS OF SURRENDER. 

I STILL had my hand on the trap when a touch on the 
shoulder caused me to turn, and in a moment apprised me 
of the imminence of a new peril; a peril of such a kind 
that, summoning all my resolution, I could scarcely hope 
to cope Avith it. Henry was at my elboAv. He had taken 
off his mask, and a single glance at his countenance Avarned 
me that that had happened of Avhich I had already felt 
some fear. The glitter of intense excitement shone in his 
eyes. His face, darkly-flushed and wet Avith sweat, be- 
trayed overmastering emotion, Avhile his teeth/, tight 
clenched in the effort to restrain the fit of trembling w^ich 
possessed him, showed between his lips like those; of a 
corpse. The novelty of the danger which menaced him, 
the absence of his gentlemen, and of all the familiar faces 
and surroundings Avithout Avhich he never moved, the hour, 
the mean house, and his isolation among strangers, had 
proved too much for nerves long Aveakened by his course of 
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living, and for a courage, proved indeed in the field, but 
unequal to a sudden stress. , Though he still strove to pre- 
serve his dignity, it vas alarmingly plain to my eyes that 
he was on the point of losing, if he had not already lost, 
all self-command. - 

‘Open!’ he muttered between his teeth, pointing impa- 
tiently to the trap with the hand with which he had already 
touched me. ‘Open, I say, sir! ’ 

I stared at him, - startled and confounded. ‘But your 
Majesty,’ I ventured to stammer, ‘forgets that I have not 
yet ’ 

‘Open, Isayl’ he repeated passionately. ‘Do you hear 
me, sir? I desire that this door be opened.’ His lean 
hand shook as with the palsy, so that the gems on it 
twinkled in the light and ]-attled as he spoke. 

I looked helplessly from him to the women and back 
again, seeing in a flash all the dangers which might 
follow from the discovery of his presence there — dangers 
which I had not before formulated to myself, but which 
seemed in a moment to range themselves with the utmost 
clearness before my eyes. At the same time I saw what 
seemed to me to be a way of escape ; and emboldened by 
the one and the other, I kept my hand on the trap and 
strove to parley with him. 

‘hfaj’', but, sire, ’ I said hurriedl3’-, still with as much 
deference as I could command, ‘I beg 3-ou to permit me 
first to repeat Avliat I have seen. M. de Bruhl is without, 
and I counted six men whom I believe to be his following. 
Tlic}’- are ruffians ripe for au}' crime; and I implore your 
Majestj' rather to submit to a short imprisonment ’ 

I paused struck dumb on that word, confounded b}’ the 
passion which lightened in tlie king’s face. ISH ill-chosen 
e.xpression had indeed applied the spark to his wrath. 
Predisposed to suspicion bj' a hundred treacheries, he 
forgot the i)erils outside in the one idea which on the 
instant possessed his mind; that I would confine his person, 
and had brought him hither for no other purpose. He 
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glared round him with eyes full of rage and fear, and his 
trembling lips breathed rather than spoke the word ^Im- 
prison? ^ 

^ TJnluckilj'-, a trifling occurrence added at this moment to 
his disorder^ and converted it into frenzy. Someone out- 
side fell heavily against the door; this, causing madame to 
utter a low sliriek, seemed to shatter the last remnant of the 
king s self-control. Stamping his foot on the floor, he 
cried to me with the utmost wildness to. open the door— by 
which I had hitherto kept my place. 

But, wrongly or righ%, I Avas still determined to put off 
opening it; and I raised my hands Avith the intention of 
making a last appeal to him. He misread the gesture, and 
retreating a step, Avith the greatest suddenness AA'hipped 
out his sword, and in a moment had the point at my breast, 
and his AAwist draAvn back to thrust. 

It has alAA’^ays been my belief that he AA'ould not haA'^e dealt 
the bloAA’-, but that the mere touch of the hilt, aAAmking the 
courage Avhich he undoubtedly possessed, and AAdflch did not 
desert him in his last moments, Avould have recalled him to 
himself. But the opportunity Avas not given him, for AAdiile 
the blade yet quivered, and I stood motionless, controlling 
myself by an effort, my knee half bent and my eyes on his. 
Mademoiselle de la Vire sprang forAAmi’d at his back, and 
Avith a loud scream clutched his elboAV. The king, sur- 
prised, and ignorant avIio held him, flung up his point 
Avildly, and striking the lamp above his head Avith his 
blade, shattered it in an instant, bringing doAvn the pottery 
Avith a crash and reducing the room to darkness ; Avhile the 
screams of the Avomen, and the kuoAvledge that AAi;e had a 
madman among us, peopled the blackness with a hundred 
horrors. '' 

Bearing above all for mademoiselle, I made my Avay as 
soon as I could recover my Avits to the embers of the fire, 
and regardless of the king’s SAVord, Avhich I had a vague 
idea Avas darting about in the darkness, I searched for and 
found a half -burnt stick, Avhich I blew into a- blaze. With 
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this, still keeping my back to tlie room, I contrived to 
light a taper that I had noticed standing by the hearth ; and 
then, and then only, I turned to see what I had to confront. 

i\rademoiselle de la Vire stood in a corner, half-fierce, 
half-terrified, and wholly flushed. She had her hand 
wrapped up in a ’kerchief already stained with blood; and 
fi-om this I gathered that the king in his frenzy had 
wounded her slightly. Standing before her mistress, with 
her hair bristling, like a wild-cat’s fur, and her arms 
akimbo, was Fanchette, her harsh face and square form 
instinct with fury and defiance. Madame de Bruhl and 
Simon cowered against the wall not far from them ; and in 
a cliair, into which lie had apparently just thrown "himself, 
sat the king, huddled up and collapsed, the point of his 
sword trailing on the ground beside him, and his nerveless 
hand scarce retaining force to grip the pommel. 

In a moment I made up mj’’ mind what to do, and going 
to him in silence, I laid iny pistols, sword, and dagger on 
a stool by his side. Then 1 knelt. 

‘The door, sire,’ I said, ‘is there. It is for your ]\Iajesty 
to open it when you please. Here, too, sire, are my weap- 
ons. I am your prisoner, the Provost-Marshal is outside, 
and you can at a word deliver me to him. Only one thing 
I beg, sire,’ I continued earnestly, ‘that jmur l\Iajest3- 
treat as a delusion the idea that I meditated for a moment 
disrespect or violence to your person.’ 

He looked at me dully, his face pale, his e3-es fish-like. 
‘Sanctus, man !’ he muttered, ‘why did jmu raise j'our hand? ’ 
*Onl3' to implore your klajest}’' to pause a moment,’ I an- 
swered, watching the intelligence return slowlj' to his face. 
‘If you will deign to listen I can explain in half a dozen 
words, sire. kl. de Bruhl’s men are six or seven, the Pro- 
vost has eight or nine: but the former are the wilder 
blades, and if M. de Bruhl find your klajest}' in my lodg- 
ing, and infer his own defeat, he will be capable of anj' 
desperate stroke. Your person would hardly be safe in 
his compain- through the streets. And there is another 

■s2 
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consideration,^ I went on, observing with joy that the 
king listened, and was gradually regaining his composure. 
'That is, the secrecy you desired to preserve, sire, until this 
matter should be well advanced-. M. de Eosny laid the 
strictest injunctions on me in that respect, fearing an 
in Blois should your Majesty’s plans become Icnown.’ 

'You siDeak fairly,’ the king answered with returning 
energy, though he avoided looking at the women. 'Bruhl 
is likely enough to raise one. But how am I to get out, 
sir?’ he continued, querulously. 'I cannot remain here. 
I shall be missed, man ! I am not a hedge-captain, neither 
sought nor wanted! ’ 

'If your Majesty would trust me?’ I said slowly and 
with hesitation. 

'Trust you! ’ he retorted peevishly, holding up his hands 
and gazing intently at his nails, of the shape and white- 
ness of which he was prouder than any woman. 'Have I 
not trusted you? If I had not trusted you, should I have 
been here? But that you were a Hugitenot — God forgive 
me for saying it! — I would have seen you in hell before I 
would have come here with you ! ’ 

I confess to having heard this testimony to the Eeligion 
with a pride which made me forget for a moment the im- 
mediate circumstances — ^the peril in which We stood, tlie 
gloomy room darkly lighted by a single candle, the scared 
faces in the background, even the king’s huddled figure, in 
which dejection and pride struggled for expression. For a 
moment onlyj then I hastened to repty,, sa3dng that I 
doubted not I could still extricate his Majesty without dis- 
covery. * 

■' 'In Heaven’s name do it, then!’ he answered sharply. 
'Ho what you like, man! Only get me back into the castle, 
and it shall not be a Huguenot will entice me out again. I 
am over old for these adventures ! ’ 

A fresh attack on the door taking place as he said this 
induced me to lose no time in explaining my plan, wliich 
he was good enough to approve, after again upbraiding me 
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for bringing him into such a dilemma. Fearing lest the 
door should give way prematurely, notwithstanding the 
bars I had provided for it, and goaded on by IMadame de 
BriihFs face, which evinced the utmost terror, I took the 
candle and attended his Majestj’* into the inner room; where 
I placed my pistols beside liim, but silently resumed my 
sword and dagger. I then returned for the women, and 
indicating by signs that thej^ were to enter, held the door 
open for them. 

]\Iademoiselle, whose bandaged hand I could not regard 
without emotion, though the king’s presence and the respect 
I owed him forbade me to utter so much as a word, ad- 
vanced readily until she reached the doorway abreast of me. 
There, however, looking back, and seeing jSIadaine de Bruhl 
following her, she stopped short, and darting a haughty 
glance at me, muttered, ‘And — that lady? Are we to be 
shut up together, sir? ’ 

‘Mademoiselle,’ I answered quickly in the low tone s ■ 
had used herself, ‘have I ever asked anything dislumt^-. 
ble of you? ’ 

She seemed hy a sliglit movement of the head to 
in the negative. 

‘Xor do I now,’ I replied with earnestness. ‘I »*ntni t 
to your care a ladj" who lias risked great peril for ils; and 
the rest I leave to you.^ 

She looked me veiy keenl}' in the face for a second, and 
then, without answering, she passed on, ^fadame and Fan- 
chette following her in that order. I closed the door and 
turned to Simon; who b}’ my direction had blown the 
embers of tlic lire into a blaze so as to partially illumine 
the room, in which onlj^ he and T now remained. The lad 
seemed afraid to meet my eye, and owing to the scene at 
which he had just assisted, or to the onslaught on the door, 
which grew each moment more furious, betrayed greater 
restlessness than I had Intel}- observed in him. I did not 
doubt his fidelity, however, or his devotion to mademoi- 
selle; and the orders I had to give him were simple enougli. 
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‘This is what you have got to do/ I said, any hand already 
on the bars. ‘The inoanent I am outside secure this door. 
After that, open to no one except Jlaignan. When he 
applies, let him in with caution, and hid him, as he loves 
M. de Eosny, take his men as soon as tlie coast is clear, 
and guard the King of France to the castle. Charge him to 
be brave and wary, for his life will answer for the king’s.’ 

Twice I repeated this; then fearing lest the Provost- 
Marshal should make good his word and apply a ram to the 
door, I opened the trap. A dozen angry voices hailed my 
appearance, and this Avitli so much violence and impatience 
that it Avas some time befoi*e I could get a hearing; the 
knaves threatening ine if I would not instantly open, and 
persisting tliat I should do so without more Avords. Their 
leader at length quieted them, but it AAms plain that his 
patience too Avas Avorn out. ‘Do you surrender or do you 
not?’ he said. ‘I am not going to stay out of my bed all 
night for you ! ’ 

‘I Avarn you,’ I ansAvered, ‘that the order you have there 
has been ^cancelled by the king! ’ 

‘That is not my business,’ Jie rejoined hardily. 

‘Ko, but it Avill be AAdien the king sends for you to-morroAV 
morning,’ I retorted; at AAdiich he looked somewhat moA'’ed. 
‘HoAvever, I will surrender to you on tAvo cbnditions,’ I 
continued, keenly observing the coarse faces of his follow- 
ing. ‘First, that j^'ou let me keep my arms until Ave reach 
the gate-house, I giving you my parole to come with you 
quietly. ' That is number one. ’ 

‘Well,’ the Provost-Marshal said more civilly, ‘I have 
no objection to that.’ ^ 

>, ‘Secondly, that you do not allow your men to break into 
my lodgings. I Avill come out quietly, and so an end. 
Your order does not direct you to sack my goods.’ 

‘Tut, tut!’ he replied; ‘I Avant you to come out. I do 
not want to go in.’ 

‘Then draw your men back to the stairs,’ I said. ‘And 
if you keep terms Avith me, I Avill uphold you to-morroAV. 
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For 3’'0iir orders 'will certainly bring yon into trouble. ]\I. 
de Retz, Avbo procured it this morning, is away, you know. 
]\r. de Villequier ma}" be gone to-morrow. But depend 
upon it, I\r. de Rambouillet will be here! ^ 

The remark was well timed and to the point. It startled 
the man as much as I had hoped it would. "Without rais- 
ing any objection he ordered his men to fall back and guard 
the stairs 5 and I on my side began to undo the fastenings 
of the door. 

The matter was not to be so easily concluded, however; 
for BruliBs rascals, in obedience, no doubt, to a sign given 
by their leader, who stood with Fresnoy on the upper flight 
of stairs, refused to withdraw; and even hustled the Pro- 
vost-MarshaPs men when the latter would have obeyed the 
order. The officer, already heated by dela}^, replied hj lay- 
ing about him with liis staff, and in a twinkling there 
seemed to be every prospect of a very pretty the end 

of whicli it was impossible to foresee. 

Reflecting, however, that if BruhPs men routed their 
opponents our position might be made worse rather than 
better, I did not act on my first impulse, which was to see 
the matter out where I was. Instead, I seized the oppor- 
tunity" to let myself out, wliile Simon fastened the door be- 
hind me. The Provost-jMarshal was engaged at the moment 
in a wordy dispute with Fresnoy; whose villainous coun- 
tenance, scarred by the wound which I had given him at 
Chize, and flushed with passion, looked its worst by the 
light of the single torch which remained. In one respect 
the villain had profited by’ his present patronage, for he 
was decked out in a style of tawdiy magnificence. But I 
have alway-s remarked this about dress, that while a shabby ] 
exterior does not entirely" obscure a gentleman, the extreme 1 
of fashion is powerless to gild a knave. 

Seeing me on a sudden at the Provost^s elbow, he recoiled 
with a change of countenance so ludicrous that that officer 
was himself startled, and only- held his ground on my- 
saluting him civilly and declaring my-self his j)risoner. I 
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added a warning that he should look to the torch which 
remained; seeing that if it failed we were both like to 
have our throats cut in the confusion. 

He took the hint promptly, and calling the link-man to 
his side prepared to descend, bidding Fresnoy and his men, 
who remained clumped at the head of the stairs, make way 
for us without ado. They seemed much inclined, however, 
to dispute our passage, and replying to his invectives with 
rough taunts, displayed so hostile a demeanour that the 
Provost, between regard for his own importance and respect 
for Bruhl, appeared for a moment at a loss what to do ; and 
seemed rather relieved than annoyed when I begged leave 
to say a word to M. de Bruhl. 

‘If you can bring his men to reason,’ he replied testily, 
‘speak your fill to him! ’ 

Stepping to the foot of the upper flight, on which Bruhl 
retained his position, I saluted him formally. He returned 
my greeting with a surly, watchful look only, and draw- 
ing his cloak more tightly round him affected to gaze down 
at me with disdain ; which ill concealed, however, both the 
triumph he felt and the hopes of vengeance he entertained. 
I was especially anxious to learn whether he had tracked 
his wife hither, or was merely here in pursuance of his 
general schemes against me, and to this end Ii asked him 
■V, ‘.th as much irony as I could compass to what I was to 
attribute his presence. ‘I am afraid I cannot stay to offer 
you hospitality,’ I continued; ‘but for that you have only 
your friend M. Villequier to thank! ’ 

‘I am greatly obliged to you,’ he answered with a devil- 
ish smile, ‘but do not let that affect you. When^you are 
gone I propose to help myself, my friend, to whatever takes 
my taste.’ 

‘Do you? ’ I retorted coolly — ^not that I was unaffected 
by the threat and the villainous hint which underlay the 
words, but that, fully expecting them, I was ready with my 
answer. ‘We will see about that.’ And therewith I 
raised my fingers to my lips, and,, whistling shrilly, cried 
‘Maignan! Maignan! ’ in a clear voice, 
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I had no need to cry the name a third time, for before 
the Provost-Marshal could do more than start at this unex- 
pected action, the landing above us rang under a heavy 
tread, and the man I called, descending the stairs swiftty, 
appeared on a sudden within arm’s length of M. de Bruhl; 
who, turning with an oath, saw him, and involuntarily 
recoiled. At all times Maignan’s hardy and confident 
bearing was of a kind to impress the strong; but on this 
occasion there was an added dash of recklessness in his 
manner which was not without its effect on the spectators. 
As he stood there smiling darkl}^ over BriihPs head, while 
his hand toyed carelessly with his dagger, and the torch 
shone ruddily on his burly figure, he was so clearly an ’ 
antagonist in a thousand that, had I sought through Blois, 

I might not have found his fellow for strength and sang- 
froid. He let his black ej^es rove from one to the other, 
but took heed of me only, saluting me with effusion and 
a touch of the Gascon which was in place here, if ever. 

I knew how M. de Kosny dealt with him, and followed 
the pattern as far as I could. ^Maignan! ’ I said curtly, 
have taken a lodging for to-night elsewhere. When I am 
gone you will call out your men and watch this door. If 
anyone tries to force an entrance j^ou will do your duty.’ 

‘You may consider it done,’ he replied. 

‘Even if the i^erson be M. de Bruhl here,’ I continued;,- 

‘Precisely.’ 

‘You will remain on guard,’ I went on, ‘until to-morrow 
morning if i\r. de Bruhl remains here; but whenever he 
leaves 3^011 will take your orders from the persons inside, 
and follow them implicitly.’ 

‘Your Excellenc3"’s mind may be eas}’’,’ he answered, 
handling his dagger. 

Dismissing him with a nod, I turned with a smile to jM. 
de Bruhl, and saw that between rage at this unexi:)ccted 
check and chagrin at the insult put upon him, his discom- 
fiture was as complete as I could wish. As for Fresno}*, 
if he had seriousl}- intended to dispute our passage, he was 
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no longer in the mood for the attempt. Yet I did not let 
his master off without one more prick. ‘That being set- 
tled, M. de Bruhl,’ I said pleasantly, ‘I may hid you good 
evening. You will doubtless honour me at Chaverny to- 
morrow. But we will first let Maignan look under the 
bridge ! ’ 


CHAPTEK XXVI. 

MEDITATIONS. 

Either the small respect I had paid M. de Bruhl, or the 
words I had let fall respecting the possible disappearance 
of M. Villequier, had had so admirable an effect on the 
Provost-Marshal’s mind that from the moment of leaving 
my lodgings he treated me with the utmost civility; per- 
mitting me even to retain my sword, and assigning me a 
sleeping-place for the night in his own apartments at the 
Gate-house. 

Late as it was, I could not allow so much politeness to 
pass unacknowledged. I begged leave, therefore, to dis- 
tribute a small gratuity among his attendants, and re- 
quested him to do me the honour of drinking a bottle of 
wine with me. This being speedily procured, at such an 
expense as is usual in these places, where prisoners pay, 
according as they are rich or poor, in purse or person, 
kept us sitting for an hour, and finally sent us to our pal- 
lets perfectly satisfied Avith one another. 

The events of the day, hoAvever, and particularly one 
matter, on which I have not dAvelt at length, proved as 
effectual to prevent my sleeping as if I had been place'd in 
the dampest cell below the castle. So much had been 
croAvded into a time so short that it seemed as if I had had 
until noAv no opportunity of considering whither I was 
being- hurried, or what fortune awaited me at the end of 
this turmoil. From the first appearance of M. d’Agen in 
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tlio morning, witli the startling news that the Provost- 
7\rarshal vras seeking me, to my linal surrender and encoun- 
ter vrith Pruhl on the stairs, the chain of events had run 
out so swiftly that I had scarcely had time at any particu- 
ar period to consider how I stood, or the full import of the 
V ’atest check or victory, Xow that I had leisure I lived the 
day over again, and, recalling its dangers and disappoint- 
ments, felt thankful that all had ended so fairlJ^ 

I had the most perfect confidence in JIaignan, and did 
not doubt that Bruhl would soon weary, if he had not 
already wearied, of a profitless siege. In an hour at most 
— and it was not yet midnight — ^the king would be free to 
go home; and with that would end, as far as he was con- 
eeriicd, the mission with which JL de Rosny had lionoured 
me. The task of communicating his l\rajesty’s decision to 
the King of Xavarre would doubtless be entrusted to M. dc 
Ptamboiiillet, or some person of similar position and influ- 
ence; and in the same hands would rest the honour and 
responsibility of the treaty which, as we all know now, 
gave after a brief interval and some bloodshed, and one 
great providence, a lasting peace to France. But it must 
ever be — and I recognised this that night with a bounding 
heart, wliich told of some store of youth yet unexhausted 
— a matter of lasting pyride to me that I, whose career but 
now seemed closed in failure, had proved the means of 
conferring so especial a benefit on my countiy and religion. 

Ilemembering, however, the King of Xavarre^s warning 
that I must not look to him for reward, I lelt greatly doubt- 
ful in wliat direction the scene would next open to me; my 
main dependence being upon de Rosny’s promise that 
he would make my fortune his own care. Tired of the 
Court at Blois, and the atmosphere of intrigue and treach- 
ery vrhicli pervaded it, and with which I hoped I had now 
done, I was still at a loss to see how 1 could recross the 
Loire in face of the Vicomte de Tureane’s enmit}'. I 
might liavc troubled myself much more with speculating 
n]>on this point had I not found — in close connection with 
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it — other and more engrossing food for thought in the 
capricious heliavionr of Mademoiselle de la Vire. 

To that behaviour it seemed to me that I now held the 
clue. I suspected with as much surprise as pleasure that 
only one construction could be placed upon it — a construc- 
tion which had stronglj’- occurred to me on catching sight 
of her face when she intervened between me and the king. 

Tracing the matter back to the moment of our meeting in 
the antechamber at St. Jean d’Angel}'-, I remembered the 
jest which Mathurine had uttered at our joint exjDense. 
Doubtless it had dwelt in mademoiselle’s mind, and excit- 
ing her animosit}' against me had prepared her to treat me 
with contumely when, contrary to all probability, we met 
again, and she found herself placed in a manner in my 
hands. It had inspired her harsh words and harsher looks 
on our journey northwards, and contributed with her native 
pride to the low opinion I had formed of her when I con- 
trasted her with my honoured mother. 

But I began to think it irossible that the jest had worked 
in another way as well, by keeping me before lier mind and 
impressing upon her the idea — after my re-appearance at 
Ohize more particular!}'- — that our fates were in some way 
linked. Assuming this, it was not hard to understand her 
manner at Rosny when, apprised that I Avas no impostor, 
and regretting her former treatment of me, she still re- 
coiled from the feelings Avhich she began to recognise in 
her OAvn breast. From that time, and Avith this clue, I had 
no difficult}' in tracing her motiA'es, alAA'ays supposing that 
this suspicion, upon Avhich I dAvelt Avith feelings of Avonder 
and delight, Avere Avell founded. 

Middle-aged and grizzled, with the best of my life behind 
me,' T had never dared to think of her in this Avay befo'i'e. 
Poor and comparatively obscure, I had never raised ' my 
eyes to the Avide possessions said to be hers. Even noAV I 
felt myself dazzled and bcAvildered by the prospect so sud- 
denly unveiled. I could scarcely, Avithout A'ertigo, recall 
her as I had last seen her, Avith her hand Avounded in my 
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defence; nor, without emotions painful in their intensity, 
fancy myself restored to the j^outh of which I had taken 
leave, and to the rosy hopes and plannings which visit most 
men once only, and then in early years. Hitherto I had 
deemed such things the lot of others. 

Daylight found me — and no wonder — still diverting my- 
self with these charming speculations; which had for me, 
be it remembered, all the force of novelty. The sun chanced 
to rise that morning in a clear sky, and brilliantly for the 
time of year; and words fail me when I look back, and try 
to describe how delicately this simple fact enlianced my 
pleasure! I sunned myself in the beams, which penetrated 
my barred window; and tasting the early freshness with a 
keen and insatiable ai)petite, I experienced to the full that 
peculiar aspiration after goodness which Providence allows 
such moments to awaken in us in youth ; but rarely when 
time, and the camp have blunted the sensibilities. 

I had not yet arrived at the stage at which difficulties 
have to be reckoned up, and the chief drawback to the 
tumult of joy I felt took the shape of regret that my mother 
no longer lived to feel the emotions proi:)er to the time, and 
to share in the prosperity which slie had so often and so 
fondlj’' imagined. Nevertheless, I felt myself di-awn closer 
to her. I recalled with the most tender feelings, and at 
greater leisure than had before been the case, her last da3"s 
and words, and particularlj" the appeal she had uttered on 
mademoiselle’s behalf. And I vowed, if it were possible, to 
paj" a visit to her grave before leaving the neighbourhood, 
that I might there devote a few moments to the tliouglit of 
the affection which had consecrated all women in m3" e3’es. 

I was presently interrupted in these reflections b3" a cir- 
cumstance which proved in the end diverting enough, tliough 
far from reassuring at the first blush. It began in a dismal 
rattling of chains in the passage below and on the stairs 
outside m3" room; which were paved, like the rest of ilie 
building, with stone. I waited with impatience and some 
uneasiness to see what would come of this; and 1113" sur- 
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prise may be imagined ■\vlieii, the door being unlocked, 
gave entrance to a man in whom I recognised on the in- 
stant deaf hiatthew — the villain whom I had last seen with 
I'resnoj’’ in the house in tlic Eue Valois. Amazed at seeing 
him here, I sprang to my feet in fear of some treachery, 
and for a moment apprehended that the ]?rovost-l\Iarshal 
had basely given me over to Bruhl’s custody. Biit a 
second glance informing me that tlie man was in irons — 
hence the noise I Iiad heard — I sat down again to see what 
would happen. 

It then appeared that he merely brought me 1113" break- 
fast, and was a prisoner in less fortunate circumstances 
than mj’-self; but as he pretended not to recognise jne, and 
placed the things before me in obdurate silence, and I liad 
no power to make him hear, I failed to learn how he came 
to be in durance. The Provost-hlarshal, liowever, came 
presentl}'' to visit me, and brought me in token that the 
good-fellowship of the evening still existed a pouch of the 
Queen’s herb; which I accepted for politeness’ sake rather 
than from an.}'" virtue I found in it. And from him I 
learned how the rascal came to be in his charge. 

It appeared that Fresno}’^, having no mind to be hampered 
with a wounded man, had deposited him on the night of our 
at the door of a hospital attached to a religious house 
in that part of the town. The Fathers had opened to him, 
but before taking him in put, according to their custom, 
certain questions, hlatthew had been ijrimed with the 
right answers to these questions, which were commonly a 
form; but, unhappily for him, the Superior by chance or 
mistake began with the wrong one. ^ 

‘You are not a Huguenot, my son? ’ he said. 

• .‘in God’s name, I am! ’ Matthew replied with simplicity, 
believing he was asked if he was a Catholic. 

‘What? ’ the scandalised Prior ejaculated, crossing him- 
self in doubt, ‘are you not a true son of the Church? ’ 
‘FTever! ’ quoth our deaf friend — thinking all went well. 
‘A heretic! ’ cried the monk. 
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^Amen to replied Alattliew innocently; never 

doubting but that he ■was asked the third question, wliich 
was, cominonlj', whether he needed aid. 

JTaturally after this there was a very pretty coinniotion, 
and l\Iatthew, vainly protesting that he was deaf, was hur- 
ried off to the Provost-Marshahs custody. Asked how he 
communicated with him, the Provost answered that he 
could not, but that his little godchild, a girl only eight 
years old, had taken a strange fancj^ to the rogue, and was 
never so happy as when talking to him b}* means of signs, 
of which she had invented a great number. I thought this 
strange at the time, but I had proof before the morning 
was out that it was true enough, and that the two were 
seldom apart, the little child governing this grim cut-throat 
with unquestioned authority. 

After the Provost was gone I heard the man’s fetters 
clanking again. This time he entered to remove my cup 
and plate, and surprised me by speaking to me. Maintain- 
ing his former sullenness, and scarcelj^ looking at me, he 
said abruptlj’-: ^You are going out again? ’ 

I nodded assent. 

‘Do you remember a bald-faced ba}^ horse that fell with 
yon?^ he muttered, keeping his dogged glance on the floor. 

I nodded again. 

‘I want to sell the horse,’ he said. ‘There is not such 
another in Blois, no, nor in Paris ! Touch it on the near 
hip with the Avhip and it will go down as if shot. At other 
times a child might ride it. It is in a stable, tlie third 
from the Three Pigeons, in the Puelle Amanc}’. Fresnoy 
does not know where it is. He sent to' ask yesterda}', but 
I would not tell him.’ 

Some spark of human feeling which appeared in his low- 
ering, brutal visage as he spoke of the horse led me to 
desire further information. Fortunately the little girl 
appeared at that moment at the door in search of her pla}'- 
fcllow; and through her I learned that tlie man’s motive 
for seeking to sell the horse was fear lest the dealer in 



288 


A GENTLEMAIV OF FRANCE 


whose charge it stood should dispose of it to repay himself 
for its keep, and he, Matthew, lose it without return. 

Still I did not understand why he applied to me, hut I 
was well pleased when I learned the truth. Base as the 
knave was, he had' an affection for the bay, which had been 
his only property for six years. Having this in his mind, 
he had conceived the idea that I should treat it well,' and 
should not, because he was in prison and powerless, cheat 
him of the price. 

In the end I agreed to buy the horse for ten crowns, pay- 
ing as well what was due at the stable. I had it in my 
head to do something also for the man, being moved to this 
partly by an idea that there Avas good in him, and partly 
by the confidence he had seen fit to place in me, Avhich 
seemed to deserve some return. But a noise beloAV stairs 
diverted my attention. I heard myself named, and for the 
moment forgot the matter. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

TO ME, MV emends! t 

I WAS impatient to learn Avho had come, and Avhat was 
their errand Avith me; and being still in that state of ex- 
altation in Avhich Ave seem to hear and see more than at 
other times, I remarked a peculiar lagging in the ascending 
footsteps, and a lack of buoyancy, Avhich Avas quick to com- 
municate itself to my mind. A vague dread fell upon me 
as I stood listening. Before the door opened I had already 
conceived a score of disasters. I Avondered that I had not 
inquired earlier concerning the king’s safety, and in fine I 
experienced in a moment that complete reaction of the 
spirits -Avhich is too frequently consequent upon an exces- 
sive fioAv of gaiety. 
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I -vras prepared, therefore, for liea\y looks, but not for 
tbo persons who wore them nor the strange bearing the 
latter displayed on entering. Sly visitors proved to Ije iM. 
d’Agen and Simon Fleix. And so far well. But tlio 
former, instead of coming forward to greet me with the 
punctilious politeness which always characterised him, and 
which 1 had thought to be proof against every kind of sur- 
prise and peril, met me with downcast eyes and a counte- 
nance so gloomy as to augment my fears a hundredfold; 
since it suggested all those vague and formidable pains 
which ]\I. de Ramhouillet had hinted might await me in a 
])rison. I thought nothing more probable than the en- 
trance after them of a gaoler laden with gyves and hand- 
cuffs ; and saluting jM. Frangois with a face which, do what 
I would, fashioned itself upon his, I had scarce composure 
sufficient to place the poor accommodation of mj* room at 
his disposal. 

He thanked me ; but he did it with so much gloom and 
so little naturalness that I grew more impatient Avith each 
laboured syllable. Simon Fleix had slunk to the AvindoAV 
and turned his hack on us. Neither seemed to have any- 
thing to sa 3 \ But a state of suspense was one Adiich I 
could least endure to suffer; and impatient of the con- 
straint which my friend^s manner was fast imparting to 
mine, I asked him at once and abruptly if his imcle had 
returned. 

‘He rode in about midnight,’ he answered, ti-acing a pat- 
tern on the floor Avith the jAoint of his riding-switch, 

I felt some surprise on hearing this, since d’Agen aaus 
still dressed and armed for the road, and was without all 
those prettinesses which commonly marked his attire. But 
as he A’olunteered no further information, and did not even 
refer to the place in Avhich he found me, or question me as 
to tlie adA'entures which had lodged me there, I let it pass, 
and asked him if his part}* had overtaken the deserters. 

‘Yes,’ he answered, ‘with no result.’ 

‘Ami the king? ’ 
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‘M. de Rambouillet is with him now,’ he rejoined, still 
bending over his tracing. 

This answer relieved the worst of my anxieties, but the 
manner of the speaker was so distrait and so much at vari- 
ance with the studied insouciance which he usually affected, 
that I only grew more alarmed. I glanced at Simon Tleix, 
but he kept his face averted, and I could gather nothing 
from it; Though I observed that he, too, was dressed for 
the road, and wore his arms. I listened, but I could hear 
no sounds which indicated that the Provost-Marshal was 
approaching. Then on a sudden I thought of Mademoiselle 
de la Vice. Could it be that Maignan had proved unequal 
to his task? 

I started impetuously from my stool under the influence 
of the emotion which this thought naturally aroused, and' 
seized M. d’Agen by the arm. ‘What has haj)pened?’ I 
exclaimed. ‘Is it Bruhl? Bid he break into my lodgings 
last night? What! ’ I continued, staggering back as I read 
the confirmation of my fears in his face. ‘He did? ’ 

M. d’Agen, who had risen also, pressed my hand with 
convulsive energy. Gazing into my face, he held me a 
moment thus embraced, his manner a strange mixture of 
fierceness and emotion. ‘Alas, yes,’ he answered, ‘he did, 
and took away those whom he found there I Those whom 
he found there, you understand I But M. de Rambouillet 
is on his way here, and in a few minutes you will be free. 
We will follow together. If we overtake them — well. If 
not, it will be time to talk.’ 

He broke off, and I stood looking at him, stunned by the 
blow, yet in the midst of my own horror and surprise re- 
gaining sense enough to wonder at the gloom on. his brow 
and the passion which trembled in his Avords. 'What had 
this to do Avith him? ‘But Bruhl? ’ I said at last, recover- 
ing myself Avith an effort — ‘how did he gain access to the 
room? I left it guarded. ’ 

‘By a ruse, while Maignan and his men were away, ’ was 
the ansAver. ‘Only this lad of yours was there. Bruhl’s 
men overpowered him.’ 
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‘Wliich Avay lias Brulil gone?’ 1 muttered, my throat 
diy, m}’ lieart beating ivildly. 

He shook his liead. ‘All we knoiv is tliat he passed 
through the south gate ivith eleven liorsemen, turn ivomen, 
and six led horses, at daj'break this morning, ’ he answered. 
‘IMaignan came to my uncle with the news, and lil. de Kam- 
bouillet went at once, early as it was, to the king to pro- 
cure your release. He should be here now.’ 

I looked at' the barred window, the most horrible fears at 
my heart: from it to Simon Fleix, who stood beside it, his 
attitude expressing the utmost dejection. I went towards 
him. ‘You hound! ’ I said in a low voice, ‘how did it 
happen? ’ 

To my surprise he fell in a moment on his knees, and 
raised his arm as though to ward off a blow. ‘They imi- 
tated Maignan’s voice,’ he muttered hoarsely. ‘We 
opened.’ 

‘And jmu dare to come here and tell me! ’ I cried, scarcely 
restraining my passion. ‘You, to whom I entrusted heil 
You. whom I thought devoted to her. You have destroyed 
her, man ! ’ 

He rose as suddenly as he had cowered down. His thin, 
nervous face underwent a startling change; growing on a 
sudden hard and rigid, while his eyes began to glitter with 
excitement. ‘I — I have destroyed her? Ay, mon dieu ! 
I have,' he cried, speaking to my face, and no longer flinch- 
ing or avoiding my eye. ‘You may kill me, if .you like. 
You do not know all. It was I who stole the favour she 
gave 3'ou from your doublet, and then said JI. de Pwosny 
had taken it! It was I who told her 3’ou had given it awa3'! 
It was I who brought her to the Little Sisters’, that she 
might see 3^11 with ^Madame de Bruhl! It was I who did 
all, and destroyed her! How 3mu know! Do with me 
what 3'ou like! ’ 

He opened his arms as though to receive a blow, while I 
stood before him astounded he3'ond measure 133* a disclosure 
so unexpected; full of righteous wrath and indignation. 
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and yet uncertain wlaat I onglit to do. 'Did yon also let 
Brulil into the room on purpose? ’ I cried at last. 

'I? ’ he exclaimed, with a sudden flash of rage in his 
eyes. 'I would have died first! ’ . 

I do not know how I might have taken this confession ; 
but at the moment there was a trampling of horses outside, 
and before I could ansAver him I heard M. de Eambouillet 
speaking ‘in haughty tones, at the door beloAv. The Pro- 
vost-Marshal was Avith him, but his loAver notes Avere lost 
in the ring of bridles and the stamping of impatient hoofs. 
I looked toAvards the door of my room, Avhich stood ajar, 
and presently the tAVO entered, the Marquis listening Avith 
an air of contemptuous indifference to the apologies Avhich 
the other, Avho attended at his elboAv, Avas pouring forth. 
M. de Eambouillet’s face reflected none of the gloom and 
despondency Avhich M. d’Agen’s exhibited in so marked a 
degree. He seemed, on- the contrary, full of gaiety and 
good-humour, and, coming forward and seeing me, emlDraced 
me Avith the utmost kindness and condescension. 

'Ha! my friend,’ he said cheerfull}'-, 'so I find you here 
after all! But never fear. I am this moment from the 
king with an order for your release. His Majesty has 
told me all, making me thereby your lasting friend and 
debtor. As for this gentleman, ’ he continued, turning AAuth 
a cold smile to the ProAmst-Marshal, who seemed to be 
trembling in his boots, 'he may expect an immediate order 
also. M. de Villeqnier has wisely gone a-hunting, and aauII 
not be back for a day or tAvo.’ 

Backed as I AAms by suspense and anxiety, I could not 
assail him Avith immediate petitions. It behoA'-ed ;ne first 
to thank him for his prompt intervention, and this in terms 
as AAmi’m as I could inA-ent. Hor could I in justice fail to 
commend the ProAmst to him, representing the officer’s 
conduct to me, and lauding his ability. All this, though 
my heart Avas sick with thought and fear and disappoint- 
ment, and eA^ei-}'- minute seemed an age. 

'Well, Avell,’ the Marquis said with stately good-nature. 
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Sve will lay the blame on Villequier then. He is an old 
fox. however, and ten to one he will go scot-free. It is not 
the first time he has played this trick. But I have not yet 
come to the end of mj’ commission/ he continued pleasantI 3 ^ 
‘His ^lajestj’ sends you this, jM. de Marsac, and bade me sn^y 
that lie had loaded it for j^on.’ 

He drew from under his cloak as he spoke the pistol 
which I had left with the king, and which happened to be 
the same 51. de Eosny had given me. I took it, marvel- 
ling impatientlj' at the careful manner in which he handled 
it; but in a moment I understood, for I found it loaded to 
the muzzle with gold-pieces, of which two or three fell and 
rolled upon the floor, iluch moved by this substantial 
mark of the king’s gratitude, I vras nevertheless for pocket- 
ing them in haste; but the Alarquis, to satisfy a little curi- 
osify on his part, would have me count them, and brought 
tlie tale to a little over two thousand livres, without count- 
ing a ring set with precious stones which I found among 
them. This handsome present diverted my thoughts from 
Simon Fleix, but could not relieve the anxiety I felt on 
mademoiselle’s account. The thought of her position so 
tortured me that 51, de Eambouillet began to perceive my 
state of mind, and hastened to assure me that before going 
to the Court he had already issued orders calculated to 
assist me. 

‘You desire to follow this ladj*, I understand? ’ he said. 
‘YTiat Avith the king, who is enraged bej’ond the ordinary 
1)3' this outrage, and Francois there, Avho seemed 1)eside 
liimself wlien he heard the ucaa^s, I haA^e not got an 3 ’ veiy 
clear idea of tlie position.’ 

‘She Avas entrusted to me b 3 ' — b 3 " one, sir, Avell IniOAvn to 
3mu,’ I ansAvered hoarscfy. ‘513^ honour is engaged to him 
and to her. If I folloAv on m3' feet and alone, I must fol- 
low, If I cannot save her, I can at least punish the villains 
AA'ho haA’C AATonged lior.’ 

‘But the man’s AA’ifc is Avith them,’ lie said in sojne 
Avonder. 
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‘That goes for nothing,’ I answered. 

He saw the strong emotion under which I laboured, and 
which scarcely suffered me to ansAver him with patience; 
and he looked at me curiously, but not unkindly. ‘The 
sooner you are off, the better then,’ he said, nodding. ‘I 
gathered as much. The man Maignan Avill have his fellows 
at the south gate an hour before noon, I understand. 
Francois "has two lackeys, and he is Avild to go. With your- 
self and the lad there you Avill muster nine SAVords. I will 
lend you two. I can spare no more, for Ave may have an 
immte at any moment. You Avill take the road, therefore, 
eleven in all, and should overtake them some time to-night 
if your horses are in condition. ’ 

I thanked him Avarmly, Avithout regarding his kindly 
statement that my conduct on the previous day had laid 
him under lasting obligations to me. We Avent doAvn to- 
gether, and he transferred tAvo of his fellows to me there 
and then, bidding them change their horses for fresh ones 
and meet me at the south gate. He sent also a man to my 
stable — Simon Fleix having disappeared in the confusion 
— for the Cid, and Avas in the act of inquiring Avhether I 
needed anything else, Avhen a Avoman slipped through the 
knot of horsemen Avho surrounded us as Ave stood in the 
dooi’Avay of the house, and, throAving herself* upon me, 
grasped me by the arm. It Avas Fanchette. Her harsh 
features Avere distorted with grief, her cheeks Avere mottled 
Avith the violent Aveeping in Avhich such persons vent their 
sorroAV. Her hair hung in long wisps on her neck. Her 
dress was torn and draggled, and there Avas a great bruise 
over her eye. She had the air of one frantic with^ despair 
and misery. 

She caught me by the cloak, and shook me so that 1’ stag- 
gered. ‘I have found you at last! ’ she cried joyfully. 
‘You Avill take me Avith you! You Avill take me to her! ’ 

Though her Avords tried my composure, and my heart 
Avent out to her, I strove to ansAver her according to the 
sense of the matter. ‘It is impossible,’ I said sternly. 
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‘This is a man’s errand. "We shall have to ride day ami 
night, my good "woman.’ 

‘But I will ride daj- and night too! ’ she replied passion- 
ately, flinging the hair from her eyes, and looking u-ildly 
from me to 31. de Kambouillet. ‘What would I not do for 
her? I am as strong as a man, and stronger. Take me, 
take me, I say, and when I meet that villain I will tear 
liim limb, from limb! ’ 

1 shuddered, listening to her; but remembering that, 
being country bred, she was really as strong as she said, 
and that lilcely enough some advantage might accrue to us 
from her perfect fidelily and devotion to her mistress, I 
gave a reluctant consent. I sent one of 31. de Bambouil- 
let’s men to the stable where the deaf man’s bay was stand- 
ing, bidding him pay whatever was due to the dealer, and 
bring the horse to the south gate; my intention being to 
mount one of my men on it, and furnish the woman with a 
less tricky steed. 

The briskness of these and the like preparations, which 
even for one of my age and in my state of anxiety were 
not devoid of pleasure, prevented my thoughts dwelling on 
the future. Content to have 31. Franqois’ assistance with- 
out following up too keenly the train of ideas wliich his 
readiness suggested, I was satisfied also to make use of 
Simon without calling him to instant account for his 
treachery. The bustle of the streets, which the confirma- 
tion of the king’s speedy departure had filled with surly, 
murmuring crowds, tended still further to keep my fears 
at bay; while the contrast between my present circum- 
stances, as I rode through them well-appointed and well- 
attended, with the 3rarquis by my side, and the i)Oor appear- 
ance I had exhibited on my first arrival in Blois, could not 
fail to inspire me with hope that I might surmount this 
d.'ingcr also, and in the event find 3radiMnoiscllc safe and 
uninjured. T took leaw of 31. do Rambouillet with many 
expressions of c.stcem on both sides, and a few minutes 
before eleven reached the rendezvous outside the south gate. 



296 


A GENTLEMAN' OF FRANCE 


M. cPAgen and Maignan advanced to meet me, the 
former still presenting an exterior so stern and grave that 
I wondered to see him, and could scarcely believe he was 
the same gay spark whose elegant affectations had more 
than once caused me to smile. He saluted me in silence; 
Maignan with a sheepish air, Avhieh ill-concealed the sa^mge 
temper defeat had roused in him. Counting my men, I 
found Ave^ mustered ten only, hut the equerry explained that 
he had despatched a rider ahead to make inquiries and leaA'e 
Avord for us at convenient points; to the end that we might 
follow the trail Avith as feAv delays as possible. Highly 
commending Maignan for his forethought in this, I gave 
the Avord to start, and crossing the rh^er by the St: Gervais 
Bridge, we took the road for Selles at a smart trot. 

The Aveather had changed much in the last tAventy-four 
hours. The sun shone brightly, with a Avarm Avest Avind, 
and the country already shoAved signs of the early spring 
which marked that year. If, the first hurry of departure 
over, I had noAv leisure to feel the gnawing of anxiety and 
the tortures inflicted by an imagination AAdiich, far outstrip- 
ping us, rode with those AAdiom Ave pursued and shared their 
perils, I found two sources of comfort still open to me. Ho 
man who has seen service can look on a little baud of well- 
appointed horsemen AAdthout pleasure. I revieAv^ed the 
stalwart forms and stern faces which moved teside me, 
and comparing their decent order and sound equipments 
Avith the scui’Ay foulness of the men aaIio had ridden north 
Avith me, thanked God, and ceased to Avonder at the indig- 
nation which IMattheAV and his fellows had aroused in 
mademoiselle’s mind. My other source of satisfaction, 
the regular beat of hoofs and ring of bridles continually 
augmented. EAmr}^ step took us farther from Blois — fartlier 
from the close toAvn and reeking streets and the Court; 
Avhich, if it no longer seemed to me a shambles, l)efouled 
by one great deed of blood — experience had removed tliat 
imj^ression — retained an appearance infinitely mean and 
miserable in my eyes. I hated and loathed its intrigues 
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and its jealousies, tlie follj’ 'v\diich trifled in a closet vrhilo 
rebellion mastered France, and the pettiness ndiicli recog- 
nised no wisdom save that of balancing party and party. I 
thanked God that my work there was done, and could have 
welcomed any other occasion that forced me to turn my 
back on it, and sent me at large over the pure lieaths, 
through the woods, and under the wide heaven, speckled 
with moving clouds. 

But such springs of comfort soon ran diy. M. d^Agen's 
gloomy rage and the fiery gleam in ]\Iaignan’s ej^e would 
have reminded me, had I been in aiy danger of forgetting 
the errand on which we were bound, and the need, exceed- 
ing all other needs, which compelled us to lose no moment 
that might be used. Those whom we followed had five 
hours’ start. The thought of what might happen in those 
five hours to the two helpless women whom I had sworn to 
protect burned itself into m}^ mind; so that to refrain from 
putting sjmrs to my horse and riding recklessly forward 
taxed at times all my self-control. The horses seemed to 
crawl. The men rising and falling listlessty in their sad- 
dles maddened me. Though I could not hope to come upon 
any trace of our quarry for many hours, perhaj^s for da3^s, 
I scanned the long, flat heaths unceasingly, searched every 
marshy bottom before we descended into it, and panted for 
the moment when the next low ridge should expose to our 
view a fresh track of wood and waste. The ros}" visions of 
the past night, and those fancies in particular whicli liad 
made the dawn memorable, recurred to me, as his deeds in 
the body (so men say) to a hopeless drowning wretch. I 
grew to think of nothing but Bruhl and revenge. Even 
the absurd care with which Simon avoided the neighbour- 
hood of Fanchette, riding aiywhere so long as he miglit 
ride at a distance from tlie angry woman’s tongue and 
hand — which provoked many a laugli from the men, and 
came to be the joke of the companj* — failed to draw a smile 
from me. 

We i)assed through Contres, four leagues from Blois, an 
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hour after noon, and three hours later crossed the Cher at 
Selles, where we stayed awliile to bait our horses. Here 
we had news of the party before us, and henceforth had 
little doubt that Bruhl was making for the Limousin; a 
district in which lie might rest seciu-e under the protection 
of Turenne, and safely defy alike the King of Brance and 
the King of Kavarre. TJie greater the necessity, it was 
plain, for speed; but the roads in that neighbourhood, and 
forward as far as Valanc}’-, proved heavy and foundrous, 
and it was all we could do to reach Levroux Avith jaded 
horses three hours after sunset. The probability that Bruhl 
Avould lie at Chateauroux, five leagues farther on — for I 
could not conceive tliat under the circumstances he would 
spare the Avomen — Avould have led me to push foi-Avard had 
it been possible ; but the darkness and the difficulty of find- 
ing a guide Avho Avould venture deterred me from the hope- 
less attempt, and Ave stayed the night AAdiere Ave Avere. 

Here Ave first heard of the plague; AA'hich Avas said to be 
ravaging Chateauroux and all the country farther south. 
The landlord of the inn Avould haA^e regaled us Avith many 
stories of it, and particularly of the SAviftness Avith Avliich 
men and eA^en cattle succumbed to its attacks. But aa'-c had 
other tilings to think of, and betiveen anxiety and Aveariness 
had clean forgotten the matter when Ave rose ne?ct morning. 

We started shortly after daybreak, and for three leagues 
pressed on at tolerable speed. Then, for no reason stated, 
our guide gave us the slip as Ave passed through a AA^ood, 
and Avas seen no more. We lost the road, and had to 
retrace our steps. We strayed into a slough, and extracted 
ourselves Avith difficulty. The man who Avas riding the bay 
I had purchased forgot the secret Avhich I had imparted to 
him, and got an ugly fall. In fine, after all these mi'shajis 
it Avanted little of noon, and less to exhaust our patience, 
Avhen at length Ave came in sight of Chateauroux. 

Before entering the toAvn Ave had still an adA^enture ; for 
Ave came at a turn in the road on a scene as surprising as 
it Avas at first inexplicable. A little north of the toAvn, in 
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a coppice of box facing the soutli and Tvest^ we happed 
suddenly on a rude encampment; consisting of a dozen huts 
and boothS; set back from the road and formed, some of 
branches of evergreen trees laid clumsily together, and 
some of sacking stretched over poles. A number of men 
and women of decent appearance lay on the short grass be- 
fore the boothS; idly sunning themselves ; or moved about, 
cooking and tending fires, while a score of children raced 
to and fro with noisy shouts and laughter. The appear- 
ance of our party on the scene caused an instant panic. 
The women and children fled screaming into the wood, 
spreading the sound of breaking branches fartlier and far- 
ther as they retreated; Avhile the men, a miserable pale- 
faced set, drew together, and seeming half-inclined to fly 
also, regarded us with glances of fear and suspicion. 

Eemarking that their appearance and dress were not those 
of vagrants, while the booths seemed to indicate little skill 
or experience in the builders, I bade my companions halt, 
and advanced alone. 

‘What is the meaning of this, my men? ’ I said, address- 
ing the first group I reached. ‘You seem to have come 
a-^JIaying before the time. Whence are you? ^ 

‘From Chateauroux,^ the foremost answered sullenly. 
His dress, now I saw him nearer, seemed to be that of a 
respectable townsman. 

‘Why? ^ I replied. ‘Have you no homes? ^ 

‘Ay, we have homes,’ he answered with the same brevitj", 
‘Then why, in God’s name, are you liere?’ I retorted, 
marking the gloomy air and downcast faces of the group. 
‘Have you been harried? ’ 

‘Ay, harried b}’' the Plague! ’ he answered bitterly. ‘Do 
3"ou mean to saj" j’ou have not lieard? In Chatenuroux 
there is one man dead in three. Take my advice, sir — 
3’ou are a brave companj* — turn, and go home again.’ 

‘Ts it as bad as that? ’ I exclaimed. I had forgotten the 
landlord’s gossip, and the explanation struck me with the 
force of surprise. 
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‘Ay, is it! Do you see the blue haze?’ he continued, 
pointing with a sudden gesture to the lower ground before 
us, over which a light pall of summery vapour hung still 
and motionless. ‘Do you see it? Well, under that there 
is death! You may find food in Chateauroux, and stalls 
for your horses, and a man to take money; for there are 
still men there. But cross the Indre, and you will see 
sights worse than a battle-field a week old! You will find 
no living soul in house or stable or church, but corpses 
plenty. The land is cursed ! cursed for heresy, some say ! 
Half are dead, and half are fled to the woods ! And if you 
do not die of the plague, you will starve.’ 

‘God forbid!’ I muttered, thiuking with a shudder of 
those before us. This led me to ask him if a party resem- 
bling ours in munber, and including two women, had passed 
that way. He answered. Yes, after sunset the evening 
before ; that their horses were stumbling with fatigue and 
the men swearing in pure weariness. He believed that 
they had not entered the town, but had made a rude encamp- 
ment half a mile bejmnd it; and had again broken this up, 
aud ridden southwards two or three hours before our arrival. 

‘Then we maj* overtake them to-day?’ I said. 

‘By your leave, sir,’ he answered, with grave meaning. 
‘I think you are more likely to meet them.’ , 

Shrugging my shoulders, I thanked him shortly and left 
him; the full importance of preventing my men hearing 
what I had heard — lest the panic which possessed these 
townspeople should seize on them also — being already in 
my mind. Nevertheless the thought came too late, for on 
turning my horse I found one of the foremost, a long, 
solemn-faced man, had already found his way to Maignan’s 
stirrup; where he was dilating so eloquently upofi the 
enemy which awaited us southwards that the countenances 
of half the troopers were as long as his OAvn, and I saw 
nothing for it but to interrupt his oration by a smart ap- 
plication of my switch to his shoulders. Having thus 
stopped him, and rated him back to his fellows, I gave the 
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■n'ord to march. The men obej^ed mechanically, rve symiig 
into a canter, and for a moment the danger was over. 

But I knew that it would recirr again and again, .‘stealth- 
ily marking the faces round me, and listening to the whis- 
pered talk which went on, I sa^y the terror spread from one 
to another. Voices which earlier in the day had been 
raised in song and jest grew silent. Great reckless fellows 
of jMaignan’s fpllowing, who had an oath and a blow fur all 
comers, and to whom the deepest ford seemed to be child’s 
play, rode with drooping heads and knitted brows; or 
scanned with ill-concealed anxiety the strange haze before 
us, through whieh the roofs of the town, and here and there 
a low hill or line of poplars, rose to plainer view. Jlai- 
gnan himself, the stoutest of the stout, looked graye, and 
had lost his swaggering air. Only three persons preserved 
their sang-froid entire. Of these, 1\I. d’Agen rode as if he 
had heard nothing, and Simon Fleix as if he feared noth- 
ing; while Fanchette, gazing eagerlj’- forward, saw, it was 
plain, only one object in 'the mist, and that was her mis- 
tress’s face. 

We found the gates of the town open, and this, which 
proved to be the herald of stranger sights, daunted the 
hearts of my men more than the most hostile reception. 
As we entered, our horses’ hoofs, clattering loudly on the 
pavement, awoke a hundred echoes in the empty houses 
to right and left. The main street, flooded with sunshine, 
which made its desolation seem a liundred times more formi- 
dable, stretched away before us, bare and empty ; or liauntcd 
only by a few slinking dogs, and prowling wretches, who 
fled, affrighted at the unaccustomed sounds, or stood and 
eyed us listlessly as we passed. A bell tolled : in the dis- 
tance we heard the wailing of women. The silent ways, 
the black cross which marked every second door, the fright- 
ful faces which once or twice looked out from upper win- 
dows and blasted our sight, infected ra}' men with terror so 
profound and so ungovernable that at last discipline was for- 
gotten ; and one shoving his horse before another in narrow 
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places, there was a scuffle to be first. One, and then a sec- 
ond, began to trot. The trot grew into a shuffling canter. 
. The gates of the inn lay open, nay seemed to in^dte us to 
enter; but no one turned or halted. Moved by a single 
impulse we pushed breathlessl}’- on and on, until the open 
country was reached, and we who had entered the streets 
in silent awe, swept out and over the bridge as if the fiend 
were abour heels. 

That I shared in this flight causes me no shame even 
now, for my men were at the time ungovernable, as the 
best-trained troops are when seized by such panics ; and, 
moreover, I could have done no good bj'’ remaining in the 
town, where the strength of the contagion was probably 
greater and the inn larder like to be as bare as the. hillside. 
Few towns are without a hostelry outside the gates for the 
convenience of knights of the road or those who would 
avoid the dues, and Ohateauroux proved no exception to 
this rule. A short half-mile from the walls we drew rein 
before a second encampment raised about a waj'^side house. 
It scarcely needed the sound of music mingled with braAvl- 
ing voices to inform us that the wilder spirits of the town 
had taken refuge here, and were seeking to drown in riot 
and debauchery, as I have seen happen in a besieged place, 
the remembrance of the enemy which stalke,d abroad in 
the sunshine. Our sudden appearance, while it put a stop 
to the mimicry of mirth, brought out a score of men and 
women in every stage of drunkenness and dishevelment, of 
whom some, with hiccoughs and loose gestures, cried to us 
to join them, while others swore horridly at being recalled 
to the present, which, with the future, they were endeavour- 
ing to forget. 

I cursed them in return for a pack of craven wi'etches, 
and threatening to ride down those who obstructed us, 
ordered my men forward ; halting eventually a quarter of 
a mile farther on, where a wood of groundling oaks which 
still wore last year’s leaves afforded fair shelter. Afraid 
to leave my men myself, lest some should stray to the inn 
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aivi others desert altogether, I requested Jl, (rAgen to 
returji tliither with llaignan and Simon, and bring us wliat 
forage and food we required. This he did with perfect 
success. Though not until after a scuffle, in whith i^Iaignan 
showed himself a match for a hundred. We watered the 
liorses at a neighbouring brook, and assigning two hours to 
rest and refreshment — a great part of which M. d'Agen 
and I spent walking up and down in moody silence, each 
immersed in his own thoughts — we presently took the road 
again with renewed spirits. 

But a panic is not easily shaken off, nor is any fear so 
difficult to combat and defeat as the fear of the invisible. 
The terrors which food and drink had for a time thrust out 
presently returned with sevenfold force. Men looked un« 
easily in one another’s faces, and from them to the haze 
which veiled all distant objects. The}" muttered of the 
h(?at, which was sudden, strange, and abnormal at that time 
of the year. And by-and-by they had other things to speak 
of. We met a man, who ran beside us and begged of us, 
crying out in a dreadful voice that his wife and four chil- 
dren lay unburied in the house. A little farther on, beside 
a w’ell, the corpse of a woman with a child at her breast lay 
poisoning the water 5 she had crawled to it to appease her 
thirst, and died of the draught. Last of all, in a beech- 
wood near Lotier we came upon a lady living in her coach, 
with one or two panic-stricken women for her only attend- 
ants. Her husband was in Paris, she told me ; half her 
servants were dead, the rest had fled. Still she retained in 
a remarkable degree both courage and courtesy, and accept- 
ing with fortitude my reasons and excuses for perforce leav- 
ing her in such a plight, gave me a clear account of Bruhl 
and his party, who had passed her some hours before. The 
picture of this lady gazing after us with perfect good- 
breeding, as we rode away at speed, followed by the 
lamentations of her women, remains with me to this da}' ; 
filling my mind at once with admiration and melancholy. 
For, as I learned later, she fell ill of the plague where we 
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left her in the beech-wood, and died in a night with both 
her servants. 

Tlie intelligence we had from her inspired us to push, 
forward, sparing neither spur nor horseflesh, in the hope 
that we might overtake Bruhl before night should expose 
his captives to fresh hardships and dangers. But the pitch 
to wliich the dismal sights and sounds I have mentioned, 
and a hundred like them, had raised the fears of my follow- 
ing did much to balk my endeavours. For a while, indeed, 
under the influence of momentary excitement, they spurred 
their horses to the gallop, as if their minds were made up 
to face the worst ; but presently thej’- checked them despite 
all my efforts, and, lagging slowly and more slowly, seemed 
to lose all spirit and energy. The desolation which met 
our eyes on eveiy side, no less than the death-like stillness 
which prevailed, even the birds, as it seemed to us, being 
silent, chilled the most reckless to the heart. Maignan’s 
face lost its colour, his voice its ring. As for the rest, start- 
ing at a sound and wincing if a leather galled them, the}’’ 
glanced backwards twice for once the}'- looked forwards, 
and held themselves ready to take to their heels and be 
gone at the least alarm. 

Noting these signs, and doubting if I could trust even 
Maigiiau, I thought it prudent to change my place, and fall- 
ing to the rear, rode there with a grim face and a pistol 
ready to my hand. It was not the least of my annoyances 
that M. d’Agen appeared to be ignorant of any cause for 
apprehension save sucli as lay before us, and riding on in 
the same gloomy fit which had possessed him from the 
moment of starting, neither sought mj'- opinion nor gave 
his own, but seemed to have undergone so complete and 
mysterious a change that I could think of one thirig only 
that could have power to effect so marvellous a transforma- 
tion. I felt his presence a trial rather than a help, and 
reviewing the course of our short friendship, which a day 
or .two before had been so great a delight to me — as the 
friendship of a young man commonly is to one growing 
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OGuld be rivulry between us. 

Suni^et. which was w’elconie to niy company, since it 
removed the hazC; v>diich the}- regarded with superstitious 
dread, found us still plodding through a country of low 
ridges and shallovr valleys, both clothed in oak-woods. Its 
short brightness died awaj’', and with it my last hope of 
surprising Bruhl before I slept. Darkness fell upon us as 
we wended our way slowly down a steep hillside where the 
path was so narrow and difficult as to permit only one to 
descend at a time. A stream of some size, if we might 
judge from the noise it made, poured through the ravine 
below us, and presently, at the point where we believed the 
crossing to be, we espied a solitary light shining in the black- 
ness. To proceed farther was impossible, for the ground 
grew more and more precipitous ; and, seeing this, I bade 
^laignan dismount, and leaving ns where we were, go for a 
guide to tlie house from whicli the light issued. 

He obej^ed, and plunging into the night, which in that 
pit between the hills was of an inkj" darkness, presently 
returned with a peasant and a lanthorn. I was about to 
bid the man guide us to the ford, or to some level ground 
where we could picket the horses, when jMaignan gleefully 
cried out that he liad news. I asked what news. 

^ Speak up, manoMV he said, holding up his lanthorn so 
that the light fell on the man’s haggard face and unkempt 
hair, ^ Tell his Excellencj^ what j^ou have told me, or I will 
skin you alive, little man ! ’ 

^Yo'ar other party came to the ford an hour before sun- 
set,’ the peasant answered, staring dull}" at us. H savr 
tbem-corniug, and hid myself. They quarrelled by the ford. 
Some were for crossing, and some not.’ 

^They had ladies with them?’ j\[. d’Agen said suddenly. 

^Ay, two, your Excellency,’ the clown aiisvrered, ^riding 
like men. In the end they did not cross for fear of tlic 
plague, but turned up the river, and rode westwards towards 
St. Gaultier.’ 

n 
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‘ St. Gaultier ! ’ I said. ‘ Where is that ? Where does 
the road to it go to besides ? ’ 

But the peasant’s knowledge was confined to his own 
neighbourhood. He knew no world beyond St. Gaultier, 
and could not answer mj'' question. I was about to bid 
him show us the way down, w’’hen Maignan cried out that 
he Imew more. 

‘What?’ I asked. 

‘ Arnidieu ! he heard them say where they were going to 
spend the night ! ’ 

‘ Ha ! ’ I cried. ‘ Where ? ’ 

‘ In an old ruined castle two leagues from this, and be- 
tween here and St. Gaultier,’ the equerry answered, for- 
getting in his triumph both plague and panic. ‘ What do 
you say to that, your Excellenc}’’ ? It is so, sirrah, is it 
not ? ’ he continued, turning to the peasant. ‘ Sjjeak, 
Master Jacques, or I will roast you before a slow fire !’ 

But I did not wait to hear the answer. Leaping to the 
ground, I took the Cid’s rein on my arm, and cried impa- 
tiently to the man to lead us down. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE CASTLE OH THE HILL. 

The certainty that Bruhl and his captives were not far 
off, and the likelihood that we might be engaged within the 
hour, expelled from the minds of even the most, timorous 
,-,among us the vapourish fears which had before haunted 
them. In the hurried scramble which presently landed us 
on the bank of the stream, men who had ridden for hours 
in sulky silence found their voices, and from cursing their 
horses’ blunders soon advanced to swearing and singing 
after the fashion of their kind. This change, by relieving 
me of a great fear, left me at leisure to consider our posi- 



THE CASTLE OH THE HILL 


307 


rioii. and estimate more clearly than 1 niiiilit have done the 
advantages of hastening, or postponing, an attack. We 
mimbered eleven; the enemy, to the best of my belief, 
twelve. Of this slight superiority I should have recked 
little iu the daytime ; nor, perhaps, counting Maignan as 
two, have allowed that it existed. But the resuk of a 
night attack is more difficult to forecast ; and I had also to 
take into account the perils to which tlie two ladies would 
ijc c.xposei 1 , between the darkness and tumult, in the event 
of the issue remaining for a time in doubt. 

Tliese considerations, and particularly the last, weighed 
so powerfully with me, that before I reached tlie bottom of 
the gorge I had decided to postpone the attack until morn- 
ing. The answers to some questions which I put to the 
inhabitant of the house by the ford ns soon as I reached 
level ground only confirmed me in this resolution. The 
road Bruhl had taken ran for a distance by the river- 
side, and along the bottom of the gorge ; and, difficult by 
day, was reported to be impracticable for horses by night. 
The castle he had mentioned la}' full two leagues away, 
and on the farther edge of a tract of rough woodland. 
Finally, 1 doubted whether, in the absence of any other 
reason for delay, I could have marched my men, weary ns 
they were, to the place before daybreak. 

When I came to announce this decision, however, and to 
inquire what accommodation the peasant could afford us, I 
found myself in trouble. Fanchette, mademoiselle’s woman, 
suddenly confronted me, her face scarlet with rage. Thrust- 
ing herself forward into the circle of light cast by the lan- 
thorn, she assailed me with a 'I'irulence and fierceness wliich 
said more for her devotion to her mistress than her respect 
for me. Her w’ild gesticulations, her threats, and the aj)- 
pcals which she made now to me, and now to the men wlio 
stood in a circle round us, their faces in shadow, discomfited 
as much as they surprised me. 

‘What!’ she cried liolently, ‘you call yourself a gentle- 
man, and lie here and let m 3 * mistress be murdered, or 

u2 
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worse, within a league of j-ou ! Two leagues ? A groat 
for your two leagues ! I would walk them barefoot if that 
Avoulcl shame you. iknd you, you call yourselves men, and 
suffer it ! It is God’s truth 3*011 ai‘e a set of cravens and 
sluggards. Give me as many women, and I Avould-^ ’ 

‘ Peace, woman ! ’ Maignan said in his deep voice. ‘You 
had your way and came with us, and you will obey orders 
as wmll as another ! Be off, and see to the victuals before 
worse happen to 3*011 ! ’ 

‘ Ay, see to the victuals ! ’ she retorted. ‘ See to the 
victuals, forsooth ! That is all you think of — to lie warm 
and eat your fill! A set of dastardl3^, drinking, droning 
guzzlers 3*011 are ! You are ! ’ she retorted, her voice rising 
to a shriek. ‘ IMay the plague take 3mu ! ’ 

‘ Silence ! ’ IMaignan growled fiercel3^, ‘ or have a care to 
yourself ! For a copper-piece I would send you to cool your 
heels in the water below — for that last word ! Begone, do 
you hear,’ he continued, seizing her b3* the shoulder and 
tlirusting her towards the liouse, ‘or worse may happen to 
3'ou. We are rough customers, as 3’-ou -will find if you do 
not lock up your tongue ! ’ 

I heard her go wailing into the darkness ; and Heaven 
knows it was not without compunction I forced myself to 
remain inactive in the face of a devotion winch seemed so 
much greater than mine. The men fell away one by one to 
look to their horses and choose sleeping-quarters for the 
night; and presently IM. d’Agen and I were left alone 
standing beside tlie hinthorn, which the man had hung on 
a bush before his door. The brawling of the water as it 
poured between the banks, a score of paces from us, and 
the black darkness which hid everything be3*ond'the little 
ring of light in which we stood — so tliat for all wd could 
see we were in a pit — had tlie air of isolating us fi-om all 
tlie Avorld. 

I looked at the 3’oung man, who had not once lisped that 
da3- ; and I plainly read in his attitude his disapjiroval of 
1113* caution. Though he declined to meid nu* eye, he stood 
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with hi'? arms folded and his head thrown back, making no 
to disguise the scorn and ill-temper which his face 
e?:presspd. Hurt by the woman's taunts, and possibly 
shaken in my ot)inion, I grew restive under his silence, and 
unwisely gave way to my feelings. 

• Vou" do not appear to approve of my decision. M. 
d’Agen ’ I said. 

‘It is yours to command, sii’,’ he answered proudly. 

There are truisms which have more power to annoy than 
the veriest reproaches. I should liave borne in mind the 
suspense and anxiety he was suffering, and which had so 
changed him that I scarcely knew him for the gay young 
spark on whoso toe I had trodden. I should have remem- 
bered that he was young and I old, and that it behoved me 
to be patient. But on my side also there was anxiety, and 
responsibility as well ; and, above all, a rankling soreness, 
to which I refrain from giving the name of jealousy, though 
it came as near to that feeling as the difference in our ages 
and personal advantages (whereof the balance was all on 
his side) would permit. This, no doubt, it was which im- 
pelled me to contimie the argument. 

‘You would go on?’ I said persistently. 

* It is idle to say what I would do,’ he answered with a 
flash of anger. 

‘I asked for your ppiniou, sir,’ I rejoined stiffly. 

‘To what purpose? ’ he retorted, stroking his small mous- 
tache haughtilj'. ‘We look at the thing from opposite 
points. You are going about your business, wliieh appears 
to be the rescuing of ladies who are — ^maj' I venture to say 
it ?— -so unfortunate as to entrust themselves to your charge. 
I. JL 'de Marsac, am more deeply* interested. More deeply 
interested,’ he repeated lamelj'. ‘ I — ^in a word, I am jffe- 
pared, sir, to do what others only talk of — and if I cannot 
follow otherwise, would follow on my feet ! ’ 

‘ Whom ? ’ I asked curtly, stung by this repetition of niy 
»iwn words. 

He laughed hai-shly and bitterly. ‘ Why explain ? or 
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wliy quarrel? ’ he replied cynically. ' God knows, if I could 
afford to quarrel with you, I should have done so fifty hours 
ago. But I need your helj) ; and, needing it, I am prepared 
to do that which must seem to a person of your calm pas- 
sions and perfect judgment alike futile and incredible — pay 
the full price for it.’ 

' The full price for it ! ’ I muttered, understanding noth- 
ing, except that I did not understand. 

‘ Ay, the full price for it ! ’ he repeated. And as he spoke 
he looked at me with an expression of rage so fierce that I 
recoiled a step. That seemed to restore him in some de- 
gree to himself, for without giving me an opportunity of 
answering he turned hastily from me, and, striding away, 
was in a moment lost in the darkness. 

He left me amazed beyond measure. I stood repeating 
his phrase about ‘the full price’ a hundred times over, but 
still found it and his passion inexplicable. To cut the mat- 
ter short, I could come to no other conclusion than that he 
desired to insult me, and aware of my poverty and the 
equivocal position in which I stood towards mademoiselle, 
chose his words accordingly. This seemed a thing unworthy 
of one of whom I had before thought highly; but calmer 
reflection enabling me to see something of youthful bombast 
in the tirade he had delivered, I smiled a liti^le sadly, and 
determined to think no more of the matter for the present, 
but to persist firmly in that which seemed to me to be the 
right course. 

Having settled this, I was about to enter the house, when 
Maignan stopped me, telling me that the plague had killed 
five people in it, leaving only the man we had seen; 
who had, indeed, been seized, but recovered. This ghastly 
•news had scared my company to such a degree that they 
had gone as far from the house as the level ground per- 
mitted, and there lighted a fire, round which they were 
going to pass the night, Banchette had taken up her quar- 
ters- in the stable, and the equerry announced that he had 
kept a shed full of sweet hay for M, d’Agen and myself. 
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T asspiitoil to this urrangoiiient, and after supping off soup 
anti Muck bread. Avliicli 'v\’as all we could procure, bade the 
peasant rouse us two liours before sunrise: and so, being 
loo weary and old in service to remain aAvakc thinking, I 
foil asleep, and slej)! soundly till a little after four. 

My first business on rising was to see that the men before 
mounting made a meal, for it is ill work fighting empty. I 
went romid also and saw that all had their arms, and that 
such as carried pistols had them loaded and primed. ]\L 
I'ranqois did not put in an appearance until this Avork Avas 
done, and then showed a very pale and gloom}* countenance. 
1 took no heed of him, however, and Avdth the first streak 
of daylight AA*e started in single file and at a snail's pace up 
the AMlley, the peasant, AA*hom I placed in Jlaignan’s charge, 
going before to guide us, and M. d^Agen and I riding in the 
rear. By the time the sun rose and warmed our chilled and 
shivering frames Ave Avere over the worst of the ground, and 
were able to advance at some speed along a track cut through 
a dense forest of oak-trees. 

Though we had now risen out of the Amlley, the close-set 
trunks and the undergroudih round them preAmnted our see- 
ing in any direction. For a mile or more Ave rode on blindly, 
and presently started on finding oiirseh^es on the broAv of a 
hill, looking doAA*n into a Amlley, the nearer end of Avliich 
Avas clothed in woods, Avhile the farther widened into green 
sloping pastures. From the midst of these a hill or mount 
rose sharply uj), until it ended in AAmlls of grey stone scarce 
to he distinguished at that distance from the native rock 
on AAdiich the}^ stood. 

^ See ! ’ cried our guide. ^ There is the castle ! ’ 

Bidding the men dismount in haste, that the chance of 
our being seen hy the enemy — which was not great — might 
be farther lessened, I began to inspect the position at leis- 
ure; my first feeling while doing so being one of thankful- 
ness that I had not attempted a night attack, which must 
inevitablA^ haA’e miscarried, possibly Avith loss to ourseB'es. 
and certainly AAuth the result of informing the enein}* of our 
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presence. Tlie castle, of which, we had a tolerable view, was 
long and narrow in shape, consisting of two towers connected 
by walls. The nearer tower, through which lay the en- 
trance, was roofless, and in every way seemed to be more 
ruinous than the inner one, which apxJeared to be x)erfect in 
both its stories. This defect notwithstanding, the ^flace was 
so strong that my heart sank lower the longer I looked ; and 
a glance at J\Iaignan’s face assured me that his experience 
was also ut fault. Tor M. d’Agen, I clearly saw, when I 
turned to him, that he had never until this moment realised 
what we had to expect, but, regarding our xmrsuit in the 
light of a hunting-party, had looked to see it end in like 
easy fashion. His blank, surprised face, as he stood eyeing 
the stout grey walls, said as much as this. 

^Aruidieu ! ’ Maignan muttered, ^give me ten men, and I 
would hold it against a hundred ! ’ 

‘ Tut, man, there is more than one way to Eonie ! ’ I an- 
swered oracularly, though I was far from feeling as confident 
as I seemed. ‘ Come, let us descend and view this nut a little 
nearer.’ 

We began to trail downwards in silence, and as the path 
led us for a while out of sight of the castle, we were able 
to proceed with less caution. We had nearly reached with- 
out adventure the farther skirts of the wood, between which 
and the ruin lay an interval of open ground, when we came 
suddenly, at the edge of a little clearing, on an old hag; 
who was so intent upon tying up faggots that she did not 
see us until Maignan’s hand was on her shoulder. When 
she did, she screamed out, and escaping from him with an 
activity wonderful in a woman of her age, ran with great 
swiftness to the side of an old man who lay at the foot of a 
tree half a bowshot off ; and whom we had not before seen. 
Snatching up an axe, she put herself in a posture of defence 
before him with gestures and in a manner as touching in 
the eyes of some among us as they were ludicrous in those 
of others ; who cried to Maignan that he had met his match at 
last, with other gibes of the kind that pass current in camps. 
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I called to him to let her be, and -went forward myself to 
the old man, who lay on a rude bed of leaves, and seemed 
unable to rise. Appealing to me with a face of agonj- not 
to hurt his wife, he bade her again and again laj^ down her 
axe ; but she woidd not do this until I had assured her that 
we meant him no harm, and that my men should molest 
neither the one nor the othei\ 

^ We only want to know this,’ I said, speaking slowly, in 
fear lest my language should be little more intelligible to 
them than their 2'>citois to me. ^ There are a dozen horsemen 
in the old castle there, are there not ? ’ 

The man stilled his wife, who continued to chatter and 
mow at us, and answered eagerly that there were ; adding, 
with a trembling oath, that the robbers had beaten him, 
robbed him of his small store of meal, and when he would 
have protested, thrown him out, breaking his leg. 

^ Then how came you here ? ’ I said. 

^She brought me on her back,’ he answered feebly. 

Doubtless there were men in my train who would have 
done all that these others had done ; but hearing the simple 
story told, thej’' stamped and swore great oaths of indigna- 
nation ; and one, the roughest of the party, took out some 
black bread and gave it to the woman, whom under other 
circumstances he would not have hesitated to rob. i\rai- 
gnan, who knew all arts appertaining to war, examined the 
man’s leg and made a kind of cradle for it, while I ques- 
tioned the woman. 

^They are there still?’ I said. ‘I saw their horses 
tethered under the walls.’ 

^ Yes, God requite them !’ she answered, trembling 
violently. 

‘ Tell me about the castle, my good woman,’ I said. ^ITow 
many roads into it are there ? ’ 

^ Only one.’ 

‘ Tlirough the nearer tower ?’ 

She said 5'es, and finding that she understood me, and 
was less dull of intellect than her wretched appearance led 
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me to expect, I put a series of questions to her which it 
would be tedious to detail. Suffice it that I learned that it 
was impossible to enter or leave the ruin except thi-ough 
the nearer tower ; that a rickety temporary gate barred the 
entrance, and that from this tower, which was a mere shell 
of four walls, a narrow square-headed doorway without a 
door led into the court, beyond which rose the habitable 
tower of two stories. 

‘ Do you know if they intend to stay there ? ’ I asked. 

‘ Oh, ajq they bade me bring them faggots for their fire 
this morning, and I should have a handful of my own meal 
back,’ she answered bitterly ; and fell thereon into a passion 
of impotent rage, shaking both her clenched hands in the 
direction of the castle, and screaming frenzied maledictions 
in her cracked and quavering voice. 

I pondered awhile over what she had said; liking very 
little the thought of that narrow square-headed doorway 
through which we must pass before we could effect any- 
thing. And the gate, too, troubled me. It might not be a 
strong one, but we had neither powder, nor guns, nor any 
siege implements, and could not pull down stone walls with 
our naked hands. By seizing the horses we could indeed 
cut off Bruhl’s retreat; but he might still escape in the 
night ; and in any case our pains would only increase the 
women’s hardships while adding fuel to his rage.* We must 
have some other plan. 

The sun was high by this time ; the edge of the wood 
scarcely a hundred paces from us. By advancing a few 
yards through the trees I could see the horses feeding 
peacefully at the foot of the sunny slope, and even follow 
with my eyes the faint track which zigzagged up tliQ hiU to 
the closed gate. Ho one appeared— doubtless they^were 
sleeping off the fatigue of the journey — and I drew^no in- 
spiration thence ; but as I turned to consult Maignan my 
eye lit on the faggots, and I saw in a flash that here was a 
chance of putting into practice a stratagem as old as the 
hills, -yet ever fresh, and not seldom successful. 
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It was no time for o\’^er-reliuement. I\ly knaves were 
beginning to stray forward out of curiosity, and at any 
moment one of our horses, scenting those of the enemy, 
might neigh and give the alarm. Hastily calling i\L d’Agen 
and Maignan to me, I laid my plan before them, and satis- 
fied myself that it had their api>roval ; the fact that I had 
reserved a special i>art for the former serving to thaw the 
reserve which had succeeded to his outbreak of the night 
before. After* some debate Maignan persuaded me that the 
old woman had not sufficient nerve to play the part T pro- 
posed for her, and named Fanchette ; who being called into 
council, did not belie the opinion we had formed of her 
courage. In a few moments our preparations were com- 
plete: I had donned the old charcoal-burneFs outer rags, 
Fanchette had assumed those of the woman, while M. 
d’Agen, who Avas for a time at a loss, and betrayed less 
taste for this part of the plan than for any other, ended by 
putting on the jerkin and hose of the man Avho liad served 
us as guide. 

When all Avas read}^ I commended the troop to Slaignan’s 
discretion, charging him in the eAmnt of anything happening 
to ns to continue the most persistent efforts for mademoi- 
selle’s release, and on no account to abandon her. Having 
recehmd liis promise to this effect, and being satisfied that 
he would keep it, Ave took up each of us a great faggot, 
Avhich being borne on the bead and shotilders served to hide 
the features Amiy effectually ; and thus disguised Ave boldly 
left the shelter of the trees. Fanchette and I Aveut first, 
tottering in a most natural fashion under the Aveight of our 
burdens, Avhile ]M. d’Agen followed a hundred yards behind. 
I had gh'en ^ilaignan orders to make a dash for the gate tlie 
moment he saAv the last named start to run. 

The perfect stillness of the valley, the clearness of the 
air, and the absence of any sign of life in the castle before 
tis — Avliich might have been that of the Sleeping Princess, 
so fair3Mike it looked against the skj^— with the suspense 
and excitement in our own breasts, wliich these peculiarities 
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seemed to inei’ease a Inmdred-i'old, made the time that fol- 
lowed one of the strangest in my experience. It was nearly 
ten o’clock, and tlie warm snnshine flooding everything 
about ns rendered the ascent, laden as we were, laborious 
in the extreme. The crisp, short turf, which had scarcely 
got its spring growth, was slippery and treacherous. We 
dared not hasten, for we knew not wliat eyes were upon us, 
and we dared as little — after we had gone half-Avay — lay 
our faggots down, lest the action should disclose too mncli 
of our features. 

When we had reached a point within a hundred j)aces of 
the gate, which still remained obstinately closed, we stood 
to breathe ourselves, and balancing my binidle on my head, 
I turned to make sure that all was right behind us. I found 
that kl. d’Agen, intent on keeping his distance, had chosen 
the same moment for rest, and was sitting in a very natural 
manner on his faggot, mopping his face with the sleeve of 
his jerkin. I scanned the brown leafless wood, in which we 
had left klaignan and our men ; but I could detect no glitter 
among the trees nor any appearance likely to betraj* us. 
Satisfied on these points, I muttered a few words of encour- 
agement to Fanchette, whose face was streaming with per- 
spiration; and together we turned and addressed ourselves 
to our task, fatigue — for we had had no practice in carrying 
burdens on the head — enabling us to counterfeit the decrepi- 
tude of age almost to the life. 

The same silence prevailing as we drew nearer inspired 
me with not a few doubts and misgivings. Even the bleat 
of a sheep would have been welcome in the midst of a still- 
ness which seemed ominous. But no sheep bleated, no voice 
hailed us. The gate, ill-hung and full of fissures, remained 
closed. Step by step we staggered up to it, and at length 
reached it. Afraid to speak lest my accent should betray 
me, I struck the forepart of my faggot against it and waited ; 
doubting whether our whole stratagem had not been per- 
ceived from the beginning, and a pistol-shot might not be 
the retort. 
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ITothing of the kind happened. hoAvever. The sound of 
the blo^r, which echoed dully through the building, died 
away, and the old silence resumed its sway. We kuoclced 
again, but fully two minutes elapsed before a grumbling 
voice, as of a man aroused from sleep, was heard drawing 
near, and footsteps came slowly and heavily to the gate. 
Probably the fellow inspected us through a loophole, for he 
paused a moment, and my heart sank; but the next, seeing 
nothing suspicious, he unbarred the gate with a querulous 
oatli, and, pushing it open, bade us enter and be quiclc 
about it. 

I stumbled forward into the cool, dark shadow, and the 
woman followed me, while the man, stepping out with a 
yawn, stood in the entrance, stretching himself in the sun- 
shine. The roofless tower, which smelled dank and un- 
wliolesome, was einj^ty, or cumbered only with rubbish and 
heaps of stones 5 but looking through the inner door I saw 
in the courtyard a smouldering fire and half a dozen men in 
the act of rousing themselves from sleep. I stood a second 
balancing my faggot, as if in doubt where to lay it down ; 
and then assuring myself b}’' a swift glance that the man 
wlio had let us in still had his back towards us, I dropped 
it across the inner doorway. Panchette, as she had been 
instructed, plumped hers upon it, and at the same moment 
I sprang to the door, and taking the man there hy surprise, 
dealt him a violent blow between the shoulders, which sent 
him headlong down the slope. 

A cry behind me, followed by an oath of alarm, told me 
that the action was observed and that now was the pinch. 
In a second I was back at the faggots, and drawing a pistol 
frorn under m3' blouse was in time to meet the rush of the 
nearest man, who, comprehending all, sprang up, and made 
for me, with his sheathed sword. I shot him in the chest 
as lie cleared tlie faggots — ^^vhicli, standing iiearl3' as high 
as a mams waist, formed a tolerable obstacle — and he pitched 
forward at mv feet. 

This balked his companions, who drew back; but unfor- 



3 i 8 a GENTLEMA/^ OF FRANCE 

kinately it was necessary for me to stoop to get my sword, 
which was hidden in the faggot I had carried. The fore- 
most of the rascals took ad.vantage of this. Eushing at me 
with a long knife, he failed to stab me — for I caught his 
wrist — but he succeeded in bringing me to the ground. I 
thought I was undone. I looked to have the others swarm 
over upon us ; and so it would doubtless have happened had 
not Fanchette, with rare courage, dealt the first who followed 
a lusty blow on the body with a great stick she snatched up. 
The man collapsed on the faggots, and this hampered the 
rest. The check was enough. It enabled M. d’Agen to 
come up, who, dashing in through the gate, shot down the 
first he saw before him, and running at the doorway with 
his sword with incredible fury and the courage which I had 
always known him to possess, cleared it in a twinkling. The 
man with whom I was engaged on the ground, seeing what 
had happened, wrested himself free with the strength of 
despair, and dashing through the outer door, narrowly es- 
caped being ridden down by my followers as they swept up 
to the gate at a gallop, and dismounted amid a whirlwind 
of cries. 

In a moment they thronged in on us pell-mell, and as 
soon as I could lay my hand on my sword I led them 
through the doorway with a cheer, hoping to be able to 
enter the farther tower with the enemy. But the latter had 
taken the alarm too early and too thoroughly. The court 
was empty. We were barely in time to see the last man 
dart up a flight of outside stairs, which led to the first 
story, and disappear, closing a heavy door behind him. I 
rushed to the foot of the steps and would have ascended 
also, hoping against hope to find the door unsecuAd ; but 
a shot which was fired through a loop hole and narrowly 
missed my head, and another ^vhich brought down ^one of 
my men, made me pause. Discerning all the advantage to 
be on Bruhl’s side, since he could shoot us down from his 
cover, I cried a retreat ; the issue of the matter leaving us 
masters of the entrance-tower, while they retained the inner 
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and stronger tower, the narrow court between the tivo being 
neutral ground unsafe for either pa^t3^ 

Two of their men had fled outwards and were gone, and 
two laj' dead; while the loss on our side was confined to 
the man who was shot, and Fanchette, who had received a 
blow on the head in the mllUe, and was found, when we 
retreated, Ijdng sick and dazed against the walk 
It surjjrised me inuch, when I came to think upon it, that 
I had seen nothing of Brulil, though the skirmish had 
lasted two or three minutes from the first outer}', and been 
attended by an abundance of noise. Of Fi’esnoy, too, I 
now remembered that I had caught a glimpse only. These 
two facts seemed so strange that I was beginning to augur 
the worst,' though I scarcely know whj^, when mj’ spirits 
were marvellously raised and my fears relieved by a thing 
which Maignan, who was the first to notice it, pointed out 
to me, - This was the appearance at an upper window of a 
w'hite flcerchief, which was waved several times towards us. 
The window was little more than an arrow-slit, and so nar- 
row and high besides that it was impossible to see who gave 
the signal 5 but mj experience of mademoiselle's coolness 
and resource left me in no doubt on the point. With high 
hopes and a lighter heart than I had worn for some time I 
* bestirred mj^self to take every precaution, and began b}^ 
bidding Maignan select two men and ride round the hill, 
to make sure that the enemy had no way of retreat open to 
him. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 


rKSTILUXCE AKD FAisrixi:. 

WnrnK Maignan was away about this business I de- 
spatched two men to catch our horses, which were running 
loose in the vallc}’, and to remove those of BruhPs party 
to a safe distance from the castle. I also blocked up tiie 
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lower part of the door leading into the courtyard, and 
named four iner to remain under arms beside it, that we 
might not he taken by surprise ; an event of which I had 
the less fear, however, since the enemy were now reduced 
to eight swords, and could only escape, as we could only 
enter, through this doorway. I was still busied with these 
arrangements when M. d’Agen joined me, and I broke off 
to compliment him on his courage, acknowledging in par- 
ticular the service he had done me personally. The heat 
of the conflict had melted the young man’s reserve, and 
flushed his face Avith pride ; but as he listened to me he ' 
gradually froze again, and when I ended he regarded me 
with the same cold hostility. 

‘ I am obliged to you,’ he said, bowing. ' But may I ask 
Avhat next, M. de Marsac ? ’ 

nVe have no choice,’ I answered. ‘We can only starve 
them out.’ 

‘But the ladies?’ he said, starting slightly. ‘What of 
them ? ’ 

‘ They Avill suffer less than the men,’ I replied. ‘ Trust 
.me, the latter will not bear starving long.’ 

He seemed surprised, but I explained that Avith our small 
numbers we could not hope to storm the tOAver, and might 
think ourselves fortunate that Ave now had the enemy 
cooped up Avhere he could not escape, and must eA^entually 
surrender. 

‘Ay, but in the meantime hoAV will you ensure the Avomen 
against violence ? ’ he asked, Avith an air which shoAved he 
was far from satisfied. 

‘ I Avill see to that Avhen Maignan comes back,’ I answered 
pretty confidently. 

The equerry appeared in a moment- Avith the assurance 
that egress from the farther side of the toAver Avas impos- 
sible. I bade him nevertheless keep a horseman moving 
round the hill, that Ave might have intelligence . of any 
attempt. The order was scarcely given when a man — one 
of those I had left on guard at the door of the courtyard — 
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came to tell me that Fresnoj desired to speak with me on 
behalf of M* de BruhL 

^ Where is he ? ’ I asked. 

‘ At the inner door \vith a flag of ^ truce/ the answer. 

^ Tell him, then/ I said, without offering to move, ^ that 
1 will communicate with no one except his leader, ]\r. de 
Bruhl. And add this, my friend,^ I continued. ^Say it 
aloud : that if the ladies whom he has in charge are injured 
b}' so much as a! hair, I will hang every man within these 
walls, from M. de Bruhl to the 'youngest lackey.^ And? I 
added a solemn oath- to that effect. 

The man nodded, and went on his errand, while I and M, 
d'Agen, with Maigrian,. remained standing outside the gate, 
looking idl}" over. the valley and the brown woods through 
which we had ridden in the early morning, ‘My eyes rested 
chiefly on the latter, Maignan^s as it proved on the former. 
Doubtless we all had our own thoughts. Certainly I had, 
and. for a while, in my satisfaction at the result of the 
attack and the manner in which we had Bruhl confined, I 
did not remark the gravity which was gradually overspread- 
ing the equerry*s countenance. Wlien I did I took the 
alarm, and asked him sharply what was the matter. 

. don’t like that, yoim Excellency/ he answered, point- 
ing into the valley. * ■ 

I looked anxiously, and looked, and saw nothing. 

^ What ? ’ I said in astonishment. 

^The blue mist,’ he mnttered, with a shiver. have 
been watching it this half-hour, j’^our Excellency. It is 
rising fast/ 

I cried out on him for a maudlin fool, and d’Agen 
swore impatiently: hut for all that, and despite the con- 
tempt I strove to exhibit, I felt a sudden chill at my heart 
as I recognised in the valley below 'the same blue haze 
which had attended ns through yesterday’s ride, and left ns 
only at nightfall, Involuntarily we both feU to watching 
it as it I'ose slowly and more slowly, first enveloping tho 
lower woods, and then spreading itself abroad in the sun- 
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shine. It is hard to witness a bold man’s terror and 
remain unaffected by it ; and I confess I trembled. Here, 
in the moment of our seeming success, was something 
which I had not taken into account, something against 
which I could not guard either myself or others ! 

‘ See ! ’ Maignan whispered hoarsely, pointing again with 
his finger. ‘ It is the Angel of Death, your Excellency ! 
Where he kills by ones and twos, he is invisible. But when 
he slays by hundreds and by thousands, men see the shadow 
of his wings ! ’ 

^ Chut, fool ! ’ I retorted with anger, which was secretly 
proportioned to the impression his weird saying made on 
me. ‘You have been in battles? Did you ever see him 
there ? or at a sack ? A truce to this folly,’ I continued. 

, ‘And do you go and inquire what food we have with us. It 
may be necessary to send for some.’ 

I watched him go doggedly off, and knowing the stout 
nature of the man and his devotion to his master, I had no 
fear that he would fail us ; but there were others, almost as 
necessaiy to us, in whom I could not place the same confi- 
dence. And these had also taken the alarm. When I 
turned I found groups of pale-faced men, standing by twos 
and threes at my back ; who, pointing and muttering and 
telling one another what Maignan had told us, looked where 
we had looked. As one spoke and another listened, I saw 
the old panic revive in their eyes. Men who an hour or 
two before had crossed the court under fire with the utmost 
resolution, and dared instant death without a thought, grew 
pale, and looking from this side of the valley to that with 
faltering eyes, seemed to be seeking, like hunted animals, a 
place of refuge. Dear, once aroused, hung in the 'air. Men 
talked in whispers of the abnormal heat, and, gazing at the 
cloudless sky, fled from the sunshine to the shadow ; or, 
looking over the expanse of woods, longed to be under cover 
and away from this lofty eyrie, which to their morbid eyes 
seemed a target for all the shafts of death. 

I was not slow to perceive the peril with which these 
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fears and apprehensions, 'svhich rapidly became general, 
threatened my plans. I strove to keep the men emplo3'ed, 
and to occupy their thoughts as far as possible vdth the 
enem3r and his jmoceedings ; but I soon found that even 
^ here a danger lurked; for Maignan, coming to me bj'-aud-b}" 
with a grave face, told me that one of Bruhl’s men had 
ventured out, and was parleying with the guard on our side 
of the court. I went at once and broke the matter off. 
threatening to shoot the fellow if he was not under cover 
before I counted ten. But the scared, sulky faces he left 
behind him told me that the mischief was done, and I could 
think of no better remedy for it than to give M. d’Agen a 
hint, and station him at the outer gate with his pistols 
ready. 

The question of provisions, too, threatened to become a 
serious one ; I dared not leave to procure them myself, nor 
could I trust any of my men with the mission. In fact the 
besiegers were rapidly becoming the besieged. Intent on 
the rising haze and their own terrors, the^" forgot all else. 
Vigilance and caution were thrown to the winds. The still- 
ness of the valley, its isolation, the distant woods that 
encircled us and liung quivering in the heated air, all added 
to the panic. Despite all rnj efforts and threats, the men 
gradually'' left their posts, and getting together in little 
parties at the gate, worked themselves up to such a pitch 
of dread that by two hours after noon they were iit for anj- 
folly ; and at the mere cry of * plague ! ^ would have rushed 
to their horses and ridden in every direction. 

It was plain that I could depend for useful service on 
myself and three others onlj’' — of whom, to his credit be it 
said, Simon Fleix was one. Seeing this, I was immensely 
relieved when I presently heard that Fresnoj" was again 
seeking to speak with me, I was no longer, it will be 
believed, for standing on formalities ; but glad to waive in 
silence the punctilio on which I had before insisted, and 
anxious to afford him no opportunit}' of marking the slack- 
ness which prevailed among my men, I hastened to meet 
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him at the door of the courtyard, where Maignau had 
detained him. 

I might have spared my pains, however. I had no more 
than saluted him and exchanged the merest preliminaries 
before I saw that he w'as in a state of panic far exceeding 
that of iny following. His coarse face, which had never 
been prepossessing, was mottled and bedabbled with sweat ; 
his bloodshot eyes, when they met mine, wore the fierce yet 
terrified expression of an animal caught in a trap. Though 
his first word was an oath, sworn for the purpose of raising 
his courage, the bully’s bluster was gone. He spoke in a 
low voice, and his hands shook ; and for a penny-piece I 
saw he would have bolted past me and taken his chance in 
open flight. 

I judged from his first words, uttered, as I have said, with 
an oath, that he was aware of his state. ‘M. de Marsac,’ 
he said, whining like a cur, 'you know me to be a man of 
courage.’ 

I needed nothing after this to assure me that he meditated 
something of the basest ; and I took care how I answered 
him. ' I have known you stiff enough upon occasions,’ I 
replied drily. ‘ And then, again, I have known you not so 
stiff, M. Fresnoy.’ 

‘ Only when you were in question,’ he muttered with an- 
other oath. 'But flesh and blood cannot stand this. You 
could not yourself. Between him and them I am fairly 
worn out. Give me good terms — good terms, you under- 
stand,, M. de Marsac ? ’ he whispered eagerly, sinking his 
voice still lower, ' and you shall have all you want.’ 

'Your lives, and liberty to go where you please,’ I an- 
swered coldly. 'The two ladies to be first given up to me 
uninjured. Those are the terms.’ '' 

' But for me ? ’ he said anxiously. 

' For you ? The same as the others,’ I retorted. ' Or I 
will make a distinction for old acquaintance sake, M. Fres- 
noy ; and if the ladies have aught to complain of, I will 
hang you flrst.’ 
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He tried to bluster and bold out for a sum of money, or 
at least for his horse to be given up to him. But I had 
made up my mind to re^vard my followers with a present of 
a horse apiece ; and I was besides well aware that this was 
only an aftertliought on his part, and that he had fully 
decided to yield. I stood fast, therefore. The result justi- 
fied my firmness, for he presently agreed to surrender on 
those terms, 

^Ay, but jM. de Bruhl I said, desiring to learn clearly 
wliether he had authority to treat for all. * "What of him ? ^ 

He looked at me impatiently. ‘ Come and see ! ^ he said, 
with an ugly sneer. 

^Ho, no, my friend,^ I answered, shaking my head warily. 
^That is not according to rule. You are the surrendering 
party, and it is for you to trust us. Bring out the ladies, 
that I may have speech with them, and then I will draw off 
my men.^ 

^Nom de Dieu ! ’ he cried hoarsel}’^, Avith so much fear and 
rage in his face that I recoiled from him, ^That is just 
Avhat I cannot do.’ 

'You cannot?’ I rejoined with a sudden thrill of horror. 
'Why not ? Avhy not, man ? ’ And in the excitement of the 
moment, conceiving the idea that the worst had liappened 
to the women, I pushed him back with so much fury that he 
laid his hand on his sword. 

'Confound you!’ he stuttered, 'stand back! It is not 
that, I tell you! Mademoiselle is safe and sound, and 
madame, if she had her senses, woiild be sound too. It is 
not our fault if she is not. But I have not got the key of 
the rooms. It is in Bruhl’s pocket, I tell you I ’ 

' Oh ! ’ I made answer dril3\ ' And Brulil ? ’ 

'Hush, man,’ Fresnoy replied, wiping the perspiration 
from his brow, and bringing his pallid, uglj- face, near to 
mine, 'he has got the plague ! ’ 

I stared at him for a moment in silence; wliich he was 
the first to break. 'Hush!’ he muttered again, laA’ing a 
trembling hand on my arm, 'if the men knew it — and not 
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seeing him they arc beginning to suspect it — they ■would 
rise oil us. The devil himself could not keep them here. 
Between him and them I am on a razor’s edge. Madame is 
with him, and the door is locked. Mademoiselle is in a 
room upstairs, and the door is locked. And he has the 
keys. What can I do ? What can I do, man ? ’ he cried, 
his voice hoarse with terror and dismay. 

‘ Get the keys,’ I said instinctively. 

‘What? Broin him?’ he muttered, with an irrepressible 
shudder, which shook his bloated cheeks. ‘God forbid I 
should see him ! It takes stout men infallibly. I should 
be dead by night ! By God, I should ! ’ he continued, 
whining. ‘How you are not stout, hi. de Marsac. If you 
will come with me I will draw oil the men from that part ; 
and you may go in and get the key from him.’ 

His terror, which surpassed all feigning, and satisfied me 
without doubt that he was in earnest, was so intense that 
it could not fail to infect me. I felt m}’- face, as I looked 
into his, grow to the same hue. I trembled as he did and 
grew sick. For if there is a word which blanches the sol- 
dier’s cheek and tries his heart more than another, it is the 
name of the disease which travels in the hot noonda}’’, and, 
tainting the strongest as he rides in his pride, leaves him 
in a few hours a poor mass of corruption, i The stoutest 
and the most reckless fear it ; nor could I, more than an- 
other, boast myself indifferent to it, or think of its presence 
without shrinking. But the respect in which a man of 
birth holds himself saves him from the unreasoning fear 
which masters the vulgar; and in a moment I recovered 
myself, and made up my mind what it behoved me to do. 

‘ Wait awhile,’ I said sternly, ‘ and I will come with you.’ 

He waited accordingl}'’, though with manifest impatience, 
while I sent for M. d’Agen, and communicated to him what 
I was about to do. I did not think it necessary to enter 
into details, or to mention Bruhl’s state, for some of the 
men were well in hearing. I observed that the young gen- 
tleman received my directions Avith a gloom}’- and dissatis- 
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fied air. But I had become by this time so used to his 
moods, and found myself so much mistaken in his char- 
acter, that I scarce!}’' gave the matter a second thought. I 
crossed the court \vith Fresnoy, and in a moment had 
mounted the outside staircase and passed through the heavy 
door^vay. 

The moment I entered, I was forced to do Fresnoy the 
justice of admitting that he had not come to me before he 
was obliged. The three men who were on guard inside 
tossed down their weapons at sight of me, while a fourth, 
who was posted at a neighbouring window, hailed me with 
a cry of relief. From the moment I crossed the threshold 
the defence was practically at an end. I might, had I 
chosen or found it consistent with honour, have called in 
my following and secured the entrance. Without pausing, 
however, I j)assed on to the foot of a gloomy stone staircase 
winding up between walls of rough masonry ; and here 
Fresnoy stood on one side and stopped. He pointed up- 
wards with a pale face and muttered, ^The door on the left.’ 

Leaving him there watching me as I went upwards, I 
mounted slowly to the landing, and by the light of an 
arrow-slit wdxich dimly lit the ruinous place found the door 
he had described, and tried it with m3" hand. It was 
locked, but I heard someone moan in the room, and a step 
crossed the floor, as if lie or another came to tlie door and 
listened. I knocked, hearing my heart beat in the silence. 

At last a voice quite strange to me cried, ^ Who is it ? ’ 

^A friend,’ I muttered, striving to dull my voice that 
they might not hear me below. 

A friend!’ the bitter answer came. ^Go! You have 
made a mistake 1 We have no friends.’ 

^It is I, ;M. de IMarsac,’ I rejoined, knocking more imper- 
ativel}". ‘I would see !i\L de Brulil. I must see him.’ 

The person inside, at wdiose identity I could now make a 
guess, uttered a low exclamation, and still seemed to hesi- 
tate. But on m3’ repeating m3’ demand I heard a rust}’ bolt 
witlulrawn, and !Madame de Bruhl, opening the door a few 
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inches, showed lier face in the gap. ‘What do yon want ? ^ 
she murmured jealously. 

Prepared as I was to see her, I was shocked by the 
change in her appearance, a change which even that im- 
perfect light failed to hide. Her blue eyes had grown 
larger and harder, and there were dark marks under them. 
Her face, once so brilliant, was grey and pinclied ; her hair 
had lost its golden lustre. ‘ What do you want ? ^ she re- 
peated, eyeing me liercety. 

‘ To see him,’ I answered. 

‘ You know ? ’ she muttered. ‘ You know that he ’ 

I nodded. 

‘ And you still want to come in ? My God ! Swear you 
will not hurt him ? ’ 

‘ Heaven forbid ! ’ I said ; and on that she held the door 
open that I might enter. But I was not half-way across 
the room before she had passed me, and was again between 
me and the wretched makeshift pallet. Hay, when I stood 
and looked down at him, as he moaned and rolled in sense- 
less agony, with livid face and distorted features (which 
the cold grey light of that miserable room rendered doubl}’’ 
appalling), she hung over him and fenced him from me : so 
that looking on him and her, and remembering how he had 
treated her, and why he came to be in this iplace, I ’ felt 
unmanly tears rise to my eyes. The room was still a 
prison, a prison with broken mortar covering the floor and 
loopholes for windoAvs ; but the captive Avas held by other 
chains than those of force. When she might 'haAm gone 
free, her Avoraan’s loAm surviving all that he had done to 
kill it, chained her to his side AAuth fetters AA'hich old AAu-ongs 
and present danger were poAverless to break. 

- It Avas impossible that I could vieAV a scene so Strange 
Avithout feelings of admiration as Avell as pity ; or without 
forgetting for a Avhile, in my respect for Madame de Bruhl’s 
devotion, the risk Avhich had seemed so great to me on the 
stairs. I had come simj)ly for a purpose of my own, and 
Avith no thought of aiding him who lay here. But so great, 
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as I have noticed on other occasions, is the poorer of a noble 
example, that, before I knev it, I found myself vonderiug 
'ivhat I could do to help this man, and how I could relieve 
madam e in the discharge of offices which her husband had 
as little right to expect at her hands as at mine. At the 
mere sound of the word Plague I knew she would be de- 
serted in this wilderness by all, or nearly all ; a reflection 
uhich suggested to me that I should first remove mademoi- 
selle to a distance, and then consider what help I could 
afford here. 

I was about to tell her the purpose with which I had 
come when a paroxysm more than ordinarily violent, and 
induced perhaps b}' the excitement of m}’ presence — though 
he seemed beside himself — seized him, and threatened to 
tax her powers to the utmost. I could not look on and see 
her spend herself in vain ; and almost before I knew what I 
was doing I had laid my hands on him and after a brief 
struggle thrust him back exhausted on the couch. 

_ Slie looked at me so strangely after that that in the half- 
light which the loopholes afforded I tried in vain to read 
her meaning. 'Why did you come?’ she cried at length, 
breathing quickly. 'You, of all men? Yffiy did you 
come ? He was no friend of yours. Heaven knows I ’ 

'Ho, madame, nor I of his,’ I answered bitterly, with a 
sudden revulsion of feeling. 

'Tfien why are you here ? ’ she retorted. 

'I could not send one of my men,’ I answered. 'And I 
want the key of the room above.’ 

At the mention of that — tlie room above — she flinched as 
if I had struck her, and looked as strangely at Bruhl as she 
bad before looked at me. Ho doubt the reference to IMade- 
moiselle de la Vire recalled to her mind her liusband’s wild 
passion for the girl, which for the moment she had forgot- 
ten. Hcvertheless she did not speak, though her face 
turned very pale. Slie stooped over the couch, such as it 
was, and searching liis clotlies, presently stood up, and 
held out the key to me. 'Take it, and let lier out,’ she 
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said with a forced smile. ‘ Take it up yourself, and do it. 
You have done so much for her it is right that you should 
do this.’ 

I took the key, thanking her with more haste than 
thought, and turned towards the door, intending to go 
straight up to the floor above and release mademoiselle. 
My hand was already on the door, which madame, I found, 
had left ajar in the exeitement of my entrance, when I 
heard her step behind me. The next instant she touched 
me on the shoulder. ^ You fool!’ she exclaimed, her eyes 
flashing, ‘ would you kill her ? Would you go from him to 
her, and take the iflague to her ? God forgive me, it was 
in my mind to send you. And men are sueh puppets you 
would have gone ! ’ 

I trembled with horror, as much at _my stupidity as at 
her craft. For she was right : in another moment I should 
have gone, and comprehension and remorse would have 
come too late. As it was, in my longing at once to re- 
proach her for her wickedness and to thank her for her 
timelj'’ repentance, I found no words ; but I turned away in 
silence and went out with a full heart. 


CHAPTEE XXX. 

STEICKEN. 

Outside the door, standing in the dimness of the landing, 
I found M. d’Agen. At any other time I should have been 
the first to ask him why he had left the post which I had 
■ assigned to him. But at the moment I was off my balance, 
and liis presence suggested nothing more than that here was 
the very person who could best execute my Avishes. I held 
out the key to him at arm’s length, and bade him release 
Mademoiselle de la Yire, who was in the room, above, and 
escort her out of the castle. ‘Do not let her linger here,’ I 
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continued urgently. ‘Take lier to the place ^vhe^e we found 
the wood-cutters. Ton need fear no resistance.’ 

‘But Bruhl? ’ he said, as he took the key mechanically 
from me. 

‘He is out of the question,’ I answered in a low voice. 
‘AYe have done with him. He has the plague.’ 

He uttered a sharp exclamation. ‘What of madame, 
then?’ he muttered. 

‘She is with him,’ I said. 

He cried out suddenly at that, sucking in his breath, as 
I have known men do in pain. And but that I drew hack 
he would have laid his hand on my sleeve. ‘AYith him? ’ 
he stammered. ‘How is that? ’ 

‘Why, man, where else should she be?’ I answered, 
forgetting that the sight of those tvvo together had at first 
surprised me also, as well as moved me. ‘Or who else 
should be with him? He is her husband.’ 

He stared at me for a moment at that, and then he turned 
slowly away and began to go up; while I looked after him, 
gradually thinking out the clue to his conduct. Could it 
be that it was not mademoiselle attracted him, but Madame 
de Bruhl? 

And with that hint I understood it all. I saw in a 
moment the conclusion to which he had come on hearing 
of the presence of madame in my room. In my room at 
night! The change had dated from that time; instead of a 
careless, light-spirited youth he had become in a moment 
a morose and restive churl, as difficult to manage as an 
unbroken colt. Quite clearly I saw now the meaning of 
the, change ; Avhy he had shrunk from me, and wliy all in- 
tercourse between us had been so difficult and so constrained. 

I laughed to think how he had deceived liimself, and how 
nearly I had come to deceiving myself also. And what 
more I might have thought I do not know, for my medita- 
tions wore cut short at this point bj* a loud outcry below, 
which, beginning in one or two sharp cries of alarm and 
warning, culminated quickly in a roar of anger and dismay. 
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Fancying I recognised Maignan’s voice, I ran down the 
stairs, seeking a loophole whence I could command the 
scene; hnt finding none, and becoming more and more 
alarmed, I descended to the court, which 1 found, to my 
great surprise, as empty and silent as an old battle-field, 
hieither on the enemy’s side nor on ours was a single man 
to be seen. With growing dismay 1 sprang across the 
court and darted through the outer tower, only to find that 
and the gateway equally miguarded. ISTor was it until 1 
had passed through the latter, and stood on the brow of the 
slope, which we had had to clamber with so much toil, that 
I learned what was amiss. 

Far below me a string of men, bounding and running at 
speed, streamed down the hill towards the horses. Some 
were shouting, some running silently, with their elboAvs at 
their sides and their scabbards leaping against their calves. 
The horses stood tethered in a ring near the edge of the 
Avood, and by some OAmrsight had been left unguarded. The 
foremost runner I made out to be Fresnoy; but a number 
of his men were close upon him, and then after an inter- 
val came Maignan, waA’^ing his blade and emitting. frantic 
threats Avith every stride. Comprehending at once that 
Fresnoy and his folloAving, rendered desperate by panic and 
the prospective loss of their horses, had taken advantage of 
my absence and given Maignan the slip, 1 saw I could do 
nothing save AA^atch the result of the struggle. 

This was not long delayed. Maignan’s threats, which 
seemed to me mere Avaste of breath, Avere not Avithout effect 
on those' he folloAved. There is nothing which demoralises 
men like flight. Troopers Avho have stood charge after 
charge Avhile victory Avas possible Avill fly like she'ej), and 
like sheep alloAV themselves to be butchered, Avhen ''they 
have once turned the back. So it Avas here. Many of 
Fresnoy’ s men Avere stout felloAvs, but having started to 
run they had no stomach for fighting. Their fears caused 
Maignan to appear near, Avhile the horses seemed distant; 
and one after another they turned aside and made like rab- 
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bits for the Avood. Onlj^ Fresnoy, ^vho had taken care to 
liave the start of all, kept on, and, reaching the liorses, cut 
the rope Tillich tethered tlie nearest, and vaulted nimbly 
on its back. Safely seated there, he tried to frighten the 
otliers into breaking loose; but not succeeding at the first 
attempt, and seeing Maignan, breathing vengeance, coming 
up with him, he started his horse, a bright bay, and rode 
off laughing along the edge of the wood. 

Fully content with the result — for our carelessness might 
have cost us very dearly — I was about to turn away when 
I saw that Maignan had mounted and was preparing to 
follow. I stayed accordingly to see the end, and from my 
elevated position enjoyed a first-rate view of the race which 
ensued. Both were hea\y weights, and at first Maignan 
gained no ground. But when a couple of hunderd jtivds 
had been covered Fresnoy had the ill-luck to blander into 
some lieavy ground, and this enabling his pursuer, who had 
time to avoid it, to get within two-score paces of him, the 
race became as exciting as I could wish. Slowly and surely 
IMaignan, who had chosen the Oid, reduced tlie distance 
between them to a score of paces — ^to fifteen — to ten. Then 
Fresnoj^, becoming alarmed, began to look over his shoul- 
der and ride in earnest. He had no whip, and I saw him 
raise his sheathed sword, and stidke his beast on the flanlc. 
It sprang forward, and appeared for a few strides to be 
holding its own. Again he repeated the blow — but this 
time with a different result. While his hand was still in 
the air, his horse stumbled, as it seemed to me, made a 
desperate effort to recover itself, fell headlong and rolled 
over and over. 

Something in the fashion of the fall, wliich reminded me 
of the mishap I had suffered on the way to Chize, led me 
to look more particularlj- at the horse as it rose trembling 
to its feet, and stood with di’ooping head. Sure enough, a 
carefiil glance enabled me, even at that distance, to identify 
it ns ilatthew’s bay — the trick-horse. Shading my eyes, 
and gazing on the scene with increased interest, I saw 
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Maignan, who had dismounted, stoop over something on the 
ground, and again after an interval stand upright. 

But Fresnoy did not rise. hTor was it without awe that, 
guessing what had happened to him, I remembered how he 
had used this very horse to befool me ; how heartlessly he 
had abandoned Matthew, its owner ; and by what marvel- 
lous haps — ^which men call chances — ^Providence had brought 
it to this place, and put it in his heart to choose it out of a 
score which stood ready to his hand! 

I was right. The man’s heck Avas broken. He Avas quite 
dead. Maignan passed the word to one, and he to another, 
and so it reached me on the hill. It did not fail to aAvaken 
memories both graA^e and wholesome. I thought of St. 
Jean d’Angely, of Chiz4, of the house in the Ruelle d’Arcy; 
then in the midst of these reflections I heard voices, and 
turned to find mademoiselle, with M. d’Agen behind me. 

Her hand was still bandaged, and her dress, which she 
had not changed since leaving Blois, was torn and stained 
Avith mud. Her hair was in disorder j she Avalked with a 
limp. Fatigue and apprehension had stolen the colour 
from her cheeks, and in a Avord she looked, when I turned, 
so Avan and miserable that for a moment I feared the plague 
had seized her. 

The instant, however, that she caught sight of me a wave 
of colour invaded, not her cheeks only, but her brow and 
neck. From her hair to the collar of her gown she Avas 
all crimson. For a second she stood gazing at me, and 
then, as I saluted her, she sprang forward. Had I not 
stepped back she Avould have taken my hands. 

My heart so overfloAved with joy at this sight, that in 
the certainty her blush gave me I was fain to toy ^ith my 
happiness. All jealousy of M. d’Agen Avas forgotten ;»•» only 
I thought it well not to alarm her by telling her what I 
knew of the Bruhls. ‘Mademoiselle,’ I said earnestly, 
boAving, but retreating from her, ‘I thank God for your 
escape. One of your enemies lies helpless here, and 
another is dead yonder. ’ 
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‘It is not of laj enemies I am thinking,' she ansirered 
quif-Jcly, 'but of God, of whom you rightly remind me; and 
then of my friends.’ 

•ycverrheloss,’ I answered as quicklj’, ‘I beg you will 
nr.t ft'iy to thank them now, but go down to the wood T.'ith 
M. d'A^en, vdio will do all that may be ijossible to make 
yc:i cnuJortable.’ 

"And j-ou, sir?’ she said, with a charming air of confu- 
sion. 

•1 must stay here,’ I answered, ‘for a while.’ 

‘^Aliy ? ’ she asked with a slight frown. 

I dill not linow how to tell her, and I began lamely. 
* Someone must stop with madame,’ I said without thought. 

* il adiune ? ’ she exclaimed. ‘Does she require assistance? 
I will .ctop.’ 

•God forbid!’ I cried. 

I do not know how she understood the words, but her 
face, which had been full of softness, grew hard. She 
moved quickly towards me; but, mindful of the danger I 
carried about me, I drew farther back. ‘Xo nearer, made- 
mnis'dle.’ Immmured, ‘if you please.’ 

SIk looked puzzled, and finally angry, turning awaj’ with 
a .sarcastic bow. ‘So he it, then, sir,’ she said proudlj*, 
‘if y<»u desire it. ^f. d’Agen, if j'ou are not afraid of me, 
will you hiad me down? ’ 

I stood and watched them go down the hill, comforting 
myself with tlie reflection that to-morrow, or tlie next day, 
or within a few days at most, all would he well. Scanning 
her liu'ure as she moved, 1 fancied that she went with less 
spirit as the space increased between us. And I pleased 
myself w:th the notion. A few days, n few hmirs, I 
tliought, and all would be well. The sunset which blazed 
in the we.'st was no more than a faint rcilccMon of the glow 
wiiicli for a few ininiitcs pervaded my mind, long accustomed 
to colli pro.-pects and the chill of neglect. 

A i^erm was ]mt to these pleasant imaginings by the arri- 
val of .Maignan ; who, paining from the ascent of the hill. 
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informed me with a shamefaced air that the tale of horses 
was complete, but that four of our .men were missing, and 
had doubtless gone off with the fugitives. These proved 
to be M. d’Agen’s two lackeys and the two varlets M. de 
Kamhouillet had lent us. There remained besides Simon 
Fleix only Maignan’s three men from Eosny; but the state 
in which our affairs now stood enabled us to make light of 
this. I informed the equerry — who visibly paled at the 
news— that M. de Bruhl lay ill of the plague, and like to 
die; and I bade him form a camp in the wood below, and, 
sending for food to the house Avhere we had slept the night 
before, make mademoiselle as comfortable as circumstances 
permitted. 

He listened with surprise, and when I had done asked 
with concern what I intended to do myself. 

‘Someone must remain with Madame de Bruhl,’ I an- 
swered. ‘I have already been to the bedside to procure the 
key of mademoiselle’s room, and I run no farther risk. 
All I ask is that you will remain in the neighbourhood, and. 
furnish us with supplies should it be necessary. ’ 

He looked at me with emotion, which, strongly in con- 
flict with his fears as it was, touched me not a little. ‘But 
morbleu! M. de Marsac,’ he said, ‘you will take the iDlague 
and die.’ 

‘If God wills,’ I answered, very lugubriously I confess, 
for pale looks in one commonly so fearless could not but 
depress me. ‘But if not, I shall escape. Any wajq my 
friend,’ I continued, ‘I owe you a quittance. Simon Fleix 
has an inkhorn and paper. Bid him bring them to this 
stone and leave them, and I will write that Maignan, the 
equerry of the Baron de Bosny, served me to the end as a 
brave soldier and an honest friend. What, mon umil’’ I 
continued, for I saw that he was overcome by this, which 
was, indeed, a happy thought of mine. ‘Why not? It 
is true, and will aquit you with the Baron. Do it, - and go. 
Advise M. d’Agen, and be to him what you have been 
to ‘me,’ 
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Hp svrorfi two or three great oaths, such as men of liis 
kin.-i use to hide an excess of feeling, and after some fur- 
ri.cr renionstrauee went away to carry out my orders; leav- 
ing m-’ to stand on the brow in a strange kind of solitude, 
:”iil watf'h horses and men withdraw to the wood, until the 
whole -'nUey seemed left to me and stillness and the grey 
■- ver.ing. For a time I stood in thought. Then reminding 
myst-li. for a fillip to my spirits, that I had been far more 
al mp when I walked the streets of St. Jean friendless and 
tiireadbare (than I was now), I turned, and swinging my 
spabbard against mj* boots for company, stumbled through 
t;;e dark, silent courtyard, and mounted as cheerfully as I 
could to madame’s room. 

To df-tail all that passed dtiring the next five days would 
bo tcilioTis and in indifferent taste, seeing that I am writing 
this memoir for the perusal of men of honour: for though 
I consider the offices w'hich tlie whole can perform for the 
sick to lip worthj' of the attention of cverj' man, however 
wpH born, who jiroposes to see service, they seem to be 
more honounible in the doing than the telling. One epi- 
sode, hijwever, which marked those days filled me then, as 
it dons :iow, with the most lively ijlcasure; and tliat was 
the unexpected devotion displayed by Simon Fleix, wbo, 
co:ni:i" to ni”, refused to leave, and showed himself at this 
pinch to ],0s5csscd of such sterling qualities that I freely 
forg.ovc him the deceit he had formerly practised on me. 
The fits of moody silence into ■which he still fell at times 
and an occasional irascibility seemed to show that he had 
not .".itogether conquered his insane fancy; but the mere 
fact th.nt he had come to me in a situation of hazard, and 
voluntarily removed himself from mademoiselle’s neigh- 
bourhood. gave me good hope for the future. 

^I. do llruhl died earl}’ on the morning of the second day, 
.'■.nd Simon and I buried Iiim at noon. He was a innii of 
c'.mragp and address, lacking only principles. In spite of 
mnda:.i<:'s grief and prostration, which were as grc.it as 
though she had lost the best husband in the world, we re- 

■H’ 
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moved before uight to a sejiarate camp in the woods; and 
left with the utmost relief the grey ruin on the hill, in 
which, it seemed to me, Ave had lived an age. In our iibav 
bivouac, where, game being abundant, and the Aveather 
AA'arm, Ave lacked no comfort, except the society of our 
friends, avc remained four days longer. On the fifth morn- 
iug Ave met the others of our company by appointment on 
the north road, and commenced the return journey. 

Thankful that Ave had escaped contagion, Ave nevertheless 
still proposed to observe for a time such precautions in 
regard to the others as seemed necessary; riding in the 
rear and having no communication Avith them, though the}'^ 
shoAved by signs the pleasure they felt at seeing us. Trom 
the frequenc}’- Avith Avhich mademoiselle turned and looked 
behind her, I judged she had OA'ercome her pique at my 
strange conduct; Avhich tlie others should by this time haA'e 
explained to her. Content, therefore, Avith the present, 
and full of confidence in the future, I rode along in a rare 
state of satisfaction ; at one moment planning Avhat I AAmuld 
do, and at another revieAving Avhat I had done. 

The brightness and softness of the day, and the beauty of 
the Avoods, Avhich in some places, I remember, Avere burst- 
ing into leaf, contributed miich to establish me in this 
frame of mind. The hateful mist, Avhich had so greatly 
depressed us, had disappeared; leaving the face of the 
eountry visible in all the brilliance of early sirring. The 
men who rode before us, cheered by the happy omen, 
laughed and talked as they rode, or tried the paces of their 
horses, where the trees grew sparsely; and their jests and 
laughter coming pleasantlj’- to our ears as Ave folloAved, 
warmed even madame’s sad face to a semblance of happi- 
ness. 

I Avas riding along in this state of contentment Avhen a 
feeling of fatigue, Avhich the distance Ave had come did not 
seem to justify, led me to spur the Cid into a. brisker pace. 
The sensation of lassitude still continued, hoAvever, and 
indeed greAV worse ; so that I Avondered idly Avhether I had 
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over-eaten myself at my last meal. Then the thing passed 
for a while from my mind, which the descent of a steep 
hill sufficiently occupied. 

But a few minutes later, happening to turn in the saddle, 
I experienced a strange and sudden dizziness ; so excessive 
as to force me to grasp the cantle, and cling to it, while 
trees and hills appeared to dance round me. A quick, hot 
pain in the side followed, almost before I recovered the 
power of thought; and this increased so rapidly, and -was 
from the first so definite, that, with a dreadful apprehen- 
sion already formed in my mind, I thrust my hand inside 
my clothes, and found that swelling which is the most sure 
and deadly symptom of the plague. 

The horror of that moment — in which I saw all those 
tilings on the possession of which I had just been congratu- 
lating myself, pass hopelessly from me, leaving me in 
dreadful gloom — I will not attempt to describe in this place. 
Let it suffice that the world lost in a moment its joyous- 
ness, the sunshine its warmth. The greenness and beauty 
round me, which an instant before had filled me witli 
pleasure, seemed on a sudden no more than a grim and cruel 
jest at my expense, and I an atom perishing unmarked 
and unnoticed. Yes, an atom, a mote; the bitterness of 
that feeling I well remember. Then, in no long time — 
being a soldier — I recovered my coolness, and, retaining 
the power to think, decided what it behoved me to do. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

TJXDER THE GREENWOOD. 

To escape from my companions on some pretext, which 
should enable me to ensure their safety without arousing 
their fear.s,. was the one thought which possessed me on 
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tlie subsidence of my first alarm. Probably it answered to 
that instinct in animals which bids them get away alone 
when wounded or attacked by disease; and with me it had 
tlie fuller play as the pain prevailed rather by paroxysms 
tlian in permanence, and, coming and going, allowed inter- 
vals of ease, in which I was able to think clearly and con- 
secutively, and even to sit lirmh^ in the saddle. 

The moment one of these intervals enabled me to control 
myself, I used it to think where I might go without danger 
to others ; and at once and naturally ni}^ thoughts turned to 
the last place we had passed: which happened to be the 
house in the gorge where we had received news of P>ruhPs 
divergence from the road. The man who lived there alone 
had had the plague; therefore he did not fear it. The place 
itself was solitary, and I could reach it, riding slowh^, in 
half an hour. On the instant and witliout more dela}' I 
determined on this course. I would return, and, commit- 
ting myself to the fellow’s good offices, bid him deny me 
to others, and especially to my friends — should they seek me. 

Aware that I had no time to lose if I Avould put this plan 
into execution before the pains returned to sap my courage, 
I drew bridle at once, and muttered some excuse to madame; 
if I remember rightly, that I had dropped mj’- gauntlet. 
Whatever the pretext — and my dread was great lest she 
should observe an}’- strangeness in my manner — it passed 
with her; by reason, chiefi}'-, I think, of the grief which 
monopolised her. She let me go, and before anyone else 
could mark or miss me I was a hundred yards away on the 
back-track, and already sheltered from observation by a 
turn in the road. 

. The excitement of m}" evasion supported me for a while 
after leaving her; and then for another while, a parox3'sm 
of pain deprived me of the imwer of thought. But when 
this last was over, leaving me weak and shaken, jmt clear 
in my mind, the most miserable sadness and depression 
that can be conceived came upon me; and, accompan^ying 
me through the wood, filled its avenues (which doubtless 
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were fair eiiougli to others^ eyes) with the blackness of 
despair. I saw but the charnel-house, and that every- 
where. It was not only that the horrors of the first discov- 
ery returned upon me and almost unmanned me; nor oiilj’- 
that regrets and memories, pictures of the past and plans 
for the future, crowded thick upon my mind, so that I 
could have wept at the thought of all ending here. But in 
mj’' weakness mademoiselle's face shone where the wood was 
darkest, and, tempting and provoking me to return — were 
it only to tell her that, grim and dull as I seemed, I loved 
her — tried me with a subtle temptation almost beyond lu}* 
strength to resist. All that was mean in me rose in arms, 
all that was selfish clamoured to know wh}’' I must die in 
tlie ditch while others rode in the sunshine; why I must 
go to the pit, while others loved and lived! 

And so hard was I pressed that I think I should have 
given way had the ride been longer or my horse less smooth 
and nimble. But in the midst of my miseiy, which Imdily 
pain was beginning to augment to such a degree that I 
could scarcely see, and had to ride gripping the saddle 
with both hands, I reached the mill. Isly horse stopped of 
its OUT! accord. The man we had seen before came out. I 
had just strength left to tell him what was the matter, and 
what I wanted; and then a fresh attack came on, with 
sickness, and overcome b}^ vertigo I fell to the ground, 

I have but an indistinct idea what happened after that; 
until I found luj’^self inside the house, clinging to the man^s 
arm. He pointed to a box-bed in one corner of tlie room 
(which was, or seemed to my sick eyes, gloomy and dark- 
some in the extreme), and would have had me lie down in 
it. But something inside me revolted against the bed, and 
despite the force he used, I broke away, and threw myself 
on a heap of straw which I saw in another corner. 

‘Is not the bed good enough for yon? ^ he grumbled. 

I strove to tell him it was not that. 

‘It should be good enough to die on,’ he continued bru- 
tally. ‘There’s five have died on that bed, I’d have j’ou 
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know ! I\Iy wife one, and niy son another, and iny daugh- 
ter another; and then my son again, and a daughter again. 
Five! Ay, iive in that bed! ’ 

Brooding in the gloom of the chimne 3 ’’-corner, where he 
was busied about a black pot, lie continued to mutter and 
glance at me askance; but after a while I swooned away 
with pain. 

When : I opened my eyes again the room was darker. 
The man still sat where I had last seen him, but a noise, 
the same, perhaps, which had roused me, drew him as I 
looked to the unglazed window. A voice outside, the tones 
of which I seemed to know, inquired if he had seen me; 
and so- carried away was I by the excitement of the moment 
that I rose on my elbow to hear the answer. But the man 
was staunch. I heard him den}' all knowledge of me, and 
presently the sound of retreating hoofs and tlie echo of 
voices d 3 ’’ing in the distance assured me I was left. 

Then, at that instant, a doubt of the man on whose com- 
passion I had thrown m 3 fself entered my mind. Plague- 
stricken, hopeless as I was, it chilled me to the very heart; 
staying in a moment the feeble tears I was about to shed, 
and cnring even the vertigo, which forced me to clutch at 
the straw on which I h.y. Whether the thought arose from 
a sickly sense of my own impotence, or was based on the 
fellow’s morose air and the stealthy glances he continued 
to cast at me, I am as unable to say as I am to decide 
whether it was well-founded, or the fruit of my own fancy. 
Possibly the gloom of the room and the man’s surly words 
inclined me to suspicion ; possibly his secret thoughts por- 
trayed themselves in his hang-dog visage. Afterwards it 
appeared that he had stripped me, Avhile I lay, Oi' every- 
thing of value ; but he may have done this in the belief 
that I should die. - 

All I knoAv is that I knew nothing certain, because the 
fear died almost as soon as it Avas born. The man had 
scarcely seated himself again, or I conceived the thought, 
Avhen a second alarm outside caused him to spring to his 
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feet. Scowling and muttering as he went, he Imrried to 
the window. But before he reached it the door was dashed 
violently open, and Simon Meix stood in the entrance. 

There came in with him so blessed a rush of light and 
life as in a moment dispelled the horror of the room, and 
strij)ped me at one and the same time of fear and manhood. 
For whether I would or no, at sight of the familiar face, 
which I had fled so lately, I burst into tears; and, stretch- 
ing out my halids to him, as a frightened child might have 
done, called on him hy name. I suppose the plague was by 
this time so plainly written on my face that all who looked 
miglit read; for he stood at gaze, staring at me, and was 
still so standing when a hand put him aside and a slighter, 
smaller figure, pale-faced and hooded, stood for a moment 
between me and the sunshine. It was mademoiselle! 

That, I thank God, restored me to myself, or I had been 
for ever shamed. I cried to them with all tlae voice I had 
left to take her away; and calling out frantically again and 
again that I had the plague and she would die, I bade the 
man close the door. ITay, regaining something of strength in 
my fear for her, I rose up, half -dressed as I was, and would 
have fled into some corner to avoid her, still calling out to 
them to take her away, to take her away — if a fresh j)ar- 
oxysm had not seized me, so that I fell blind and helpless 
where I was. 

For a time after that I knew nothing; until someone held 
water to my lips, and I drank greedily, and presentl}" awoke 
to the fact that the entrance was dark with faces and fig- 
ures all gazing at me as I Itiy, But I could not see her; 
and I had sense enough to know and be thankful that she 
was ‘no longer among them. I would fain have bidden 
^Faignan begone too, for I read the consternation in his 
face. But I could not muster strength or voice for the pur- 
pose, and when I turned my head to see who held me — 
ah me! it comes back to me still in dreams — it v;as made- 
moiselle’s hair that swept mj- forehead and her hand that 
ministered to me; while tears she did not try to hide or 
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■^vipe a^v^ly fell on niy liot cheek. I could have pushed her 
away even then, for she was slight and small; but the 
pains came upon me, and with a sob choking m}'’ voice I 
lost all knowledge. 

J am told that J laj’’ for more than a month between life 
and death, now burning with fever and now in tlie cold iit; 
and that ljut for the tendance which never failed nor fal- 
tered, noi’ could have been outdone had mj* malady been the 
least infectious in the world, I must have died a hundred 
times, as hundreds round me did die week by week in that 
year, hh^om the first they took me out of the house (where 
I tliink T should have i^erished quickly, so impregnated was 
it with the plague ]}oison) and laid inc under a screen of 
Ijoughs in the forest, %vith a vast quantity of cloaks and 
horse-cloths cunningly disposed to windAvard. Here I ran 
some risk from cold and exposure and tin? fall of heavy 
dcAVs; but, on the other hand, had all tlie airs of heaven to 
clear aAva}' the humours and expel the feA'er from my brain. 

Hence it was that Avhen the first feeble beginnings of 
conseiousness awoke in me again, they and the light stole 
in on me through green leaves, and overhanging boughs, 
and the freshness and verdure of the spring Avoods. The 
.sunshine AA'hich reached ray Avatery eyes Avas softened by 
its passage through great trees, Avhich grcAV and expanded 
as 1 gazed ujr into them, until each became a Amrdant AA'orld, 
AAuth all a Avorld’s diversity of life. Gi’oaaui tired of this, I 
had still long avenues of shade, carpeted AA’ith flcAAmrs, to 
peer into; or a little AA'ooded bottom — Avliere the ground 
fell aAAmy on one side — that blazed and burned Avith red- 
thorn. Aj’-, and hence it aa'us that the first sounds I heard, 
Avhen the feAmr left me at last, and I kncAV morning from 
eA'cning, and man from Avoman, AAmre the songs of birds 
calling to their mates. 

Mademoiselle and I\radame de Bruhl, Avith Fancliette and 
Simon Fleix, lay all this time in such shelter as could be 
raised for them where I la}"; ]\E. Franqois and three stout 
felloAA"s, whom Maignan left to guard us, living in a hut 
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within hail. Maignan himself, after seeing out a week of 
my illness, had perforce returned to his master, and no 
news had since been received from him. Thanks to the 
timely move into the woods, no other of the party fell ill, 
and by the time I was able to stand and speak the ravages of 
the disease had so greatly decreased that fear was at an end. 

I should waste words were I to try to describe how the 
peace and quietude of the life we led in the forest during 
the time of Iny recovery sank into my heart; which had 
known, save by my mother’s bedside, little of such joys. 
To awake in the morning to sweet sounds and scents, to eat 
with reviving appetite and feel the slow gro^vth of strength, 
to lie all day in shade or sunshine as it pleased me, and 
hear women’s voices and tinkling laughter, to have no 
thought of the world and no knowledge of it, so that we 
might have been, for anything we saw, in another sphere — 
these things might have sufficed for happiness without that 
which added to each and every one of them a sweeter and 
deeper and more lasting joy. Of which next. 

I had not begun to take notice long before I saw that ]\I. 
Tranqois and madame had come to an understanding; such 
an one, at least, as permitted him to do all for her comfort 
and entertainment without committing her to more than 
was becoming at such a season. Naturallj^ this left made- 
moiselle much in my company; a circumstance which would 
have ripened into passion the affection I before entertained 
for her, had not gratitude and a nearer observance of her 
merits already elevated my regiird into the most ardent 
■ worship that even the youngest lover ever felt for his mis- 
tress. 

In proportion, however, as I and my love grew stronger, 
and mademoiselle’s presence grew more necessary to my 
liappiness — so that were she away but an hour I fell 
a-moping — she began to draw off from me, and absenting 
herself more and more on long walks in the woods, by-and- 
by reduced me to such a pitch of misery as bid fair to com- 
plete what the fever had left undone. 
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If this liad ha]ipGnod in tho world I think it likel}' that 
I should have sulTcriid in silciua’. lint hero, under the 
greenwood, in eoniinon enjoyment of (lod’s air and earth, 
we seemed more iiearly equal. Slie was scaree hf.'tter 
dressed tlian a sutler’s wife; wliilc recollections of her 
v.'ealth and station, though th(!y assailed me niglitl}', lost 
much of their ])oint in presence of her youth and of that 
fair and patient gentleness v.'hich forest life and the duties 
of a nurse had fostered. 

So it happened that one day, when she had been absent 
lojiger than usual, I took my ooui-agt' in my hand and went 
to meet her as far as the stream which ran through the 
bottom by the redthorn. Here, at a place where there 
were three .sto]q)ing-ston('s. I waiteil for her; first taking 
away the .stei)ping-stones, tliat she might have to pause, and, 
being at a los.s, might be glad to see me. 

.She came ])resently, t riiqnng through an alley in the low 
wood, with her eyes on the ground, and her whole carriage 
full of a sweet ijensiveness which it did me good to see. 
I turned my back on the stream before she saw mo, and 
made a pretence of being taken up with something in an- 
other direction. Doubtless she espied me soon, and before 
she came very near; but she made no sign until she reached 
the brink, and found the stepping-stones wore gone. 

Then, whether she suspected me or not, she called out to 
me, not once, but several times. For, ])artl3' to tantalise 
her, as lovers will, and parti}' because it charmed me to 
hear her use my name, I would not turn at once. 

"When 1 did, and discovered her standing with one small 
foot dallying with the water, I cried out with well-alfccted 
concern ; and in a great hurry ran towards hei*, paying no 
attention to her eluding or the petti.sh haughtiness with 
which she spoke to me. '' 

‘The step])ing-stones are all on your side,’ she said im- 
periou.sl3\ ‘Who has moved them?’ 

I looked about without answering, and at last pretended 
to find them; while she stood Avatching me, tapping the 
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ground with one foot the while. Despite her iinpcatience; 
tiie stone which was nearest to her I took care to bring last 
— that she might not cross without my assistance. But 
after all she stepped over so lightly and quickh" that tlie 
hand. she placed in mine seemed scarcely to rest there a 
second. Yet when she was over I managed to retain it; 
nor did she resist; though her cheek, which had been red 
before, turned crimson and her eyes fell, and bound to me 
by the link of- her little hand, she stood beside me with her 
whole figure drooping. 

‘Mademoiselle,^ I said gravely, summoning all my reso- 
lution to my aid, ‘do you know of what that stream with 
its stepping-stones reminds me? ’ 

She shook her head but did not answer. 

‘Of the stream which has flowed between us from the day 
when I first saw' you at St. Jean/ I said in a low voice. 
‘It has flow^ed between us, and it still does — separating us.’ 

‘What stream? ’ she murmured, wdth her eyes cast down, 
and her foot playing with the moss. ‘You speak in rid- 
dles, sir.’ 

‘You understand this one onty too well, mademoiselle,’ I 
answ^ered. ‘Are you not j^oung and gay and beautiful, 
w'hile I am old, or almost old, and dull and grave? You 
are rich and w^ell-thought-of at Court, and I a soldier of 
fortune, not too successful, ^Vhat did you think of me 
w'hen 3'ou first saw' me at vSt. Jean? What wdien I came to 
Kosny? That, mademoiselle,’ I continued wdtli fervour, 
‘is the stream wdiich flow's betw'een us and separates us; 
and I know" of but one stepping-stone that can bridge it.’ 

She looked aside, toying wdth a piece of thorn-blossom 
slie had picked. It was not redder than her cheeks. 

‘That one stepping-stone,’ I said, after waiting vainlj' 
for au}' w'ord or sign from lier, ‘is Love. Sian}' wrecks ago, 
mademoiselle, when I had little cause to like you, I loved 
you; I loved you wdiether I w'ould or not, and witliout 
thought or hope of return. I should have been mad had I 
spoken to you then. Mad, and w'orse than mad. But now', 
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now that I owe j’^ou my life, now that I have drank from 
your hand in fever, and, awaking early and late, have 
found 3’ou my pillow — now that, seeing you come in and 
out in tlic midst of fear and hardship, I have learned to 
regard j'ou as a woman kind and gentle as my m other — 
now that I love you, so that to be with j^ou^is joy, and 
awa}" from j'ou grief, is it presumption in me now, made- 
moiselle, to think that that stream may be bridged?^ 

I stopped, out of breath, and saw that she was trembling. 
But she spoke imesently. ‘You said one stepping-stone?’ 
she murmured. 

‘Yes,’ I answered hoarsety, trying in vain to look at her 
face, which she kept averted from me. 

‘There should be two,’ she said, almost in a whisper. 
‘Your love, sir, and — and mine. You have said much of the 
one, and nothing of the other. In that j'ou are wrong, for 
I am proud still. And I would not cross the stream j'ou 
speak of for anj* love of jmurs ! ’ 

‘Ah! ’ I cried in sharpest pain. 

‘But,’ she continued, looking up at me on a sudden with 
eyes that told me all, ‘because I love 3'ou T am willing to 
cross it — to cross it once for ever, and to live beyond it all 
my life — if I may live my life with you.’ 

I fell on my knee and kissed her hand again and again in 
a rapture of joj’- and gratitude. By-and-by she pulled it 
from me. ‘If you will, sir,’ she said, ‘you may kiss my 
lips. If 3’ou do not, no man ever will.’ 

After that, as may be guessed, we walked ever3’- day in 
the forest, making longer and longer exerrrsions as my 
strength came back to me, and the nearer parts grew famil- 
iar. From earl3’' dawn, when I brought my love a posy of 
flowers, to late evening, when Fanehette hurried her foom 
me, our da3’-s were passed in a long round of delight; being 
filled full of all beautiful things — love, and sunshine, and 
rippling streams, and green banks, on which we sat to- 
gether under scented limes, telling one another all we had 
ever thought, and especially all we had ever thought of 
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one another. Sometimes— when the light was low in the 
evening — we spoke of my mother; and once — but that was 
in the sunshine, when the bees were humming and my 
blood had begun to run strongly in my veins — I spoke of 
great and distant kinsman, Rohan. But mademoiselle 
would hear nothing of him, murmuring again and again in 
my ear, ‘I have crossed, my love, I have crossed.’ 

Truly the sands of that hour-glass were of gold. But in 
time they ran out. First M. Frangois, spurred by the rest- 
lessness of youth, and convinced that madame would for a 
while yield no farther, left us, and went back to the world. 
Then news came of great events that could not fail to move 
us. The Xing of France and the King of Kavarre had met 
at Tours, and embracing in the sight of an immense multi- 
tude, had repulsed the League with slaughter in the suburb 
of St. Symphorien. Fast on this followed the tidings of 
their march northwards with an overwhelming army of 
fifty-thousand men of both religions, bent, rumour had it, 
on the signal punishment of Paris. 

I grew — shame that I should say it — to think more and 
more of these things; until mademoiselle, reading the signs, 
told me one day that we must go. 'Though never again,’ 
she added with a sigh, ‘shall we be so happy.’ 

‘Then why go? ’ I asked foolishly. 

‘Because you are a man,’ she answered with a wise 
smile, ‘as I would have you be, and you need something 
besides love. To-morrow we will go.’ 

‘^Vluther? ’ I said in amazement. 

‘To the camp before Paris,’ she answered. ‘We will go 
back in the light of day — seeing that we ha%'e done notli- 
ing of which to be ashamed — and throw ourselves on the 
.■justice of the King of Kavarre. You shall place me with 
Wadame Catherine, who will not refuse to protect me; and 
so, sweet, you will have only yourself to think of. Come, 
sir, she continued, laying her little hand in mine, and 
looking into my eyes, ‘you are not afraid?’ 

‘I am more afraid than ever I used to be,’ I said trembling. 
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‘So I "would, have it/ she whispered, hiding her face on 
my shoulder. ‘ISTevertheless we will go.’ 

And go we did. The audacity of such a return in the 
face of Turenne, who was doubtless in the King of Ka- 
varre’s suite, almost took my breath away; nevertheless, I 
saw that it possessed one advantage which no other course 
promised — tliat, I mean, of setting us right in the ej^es of 
the world, and enabling me to meet in a straightforward 
manner such as maligned us. After some considera- 
tion I gave my assent, merely conditioning that until we 
reached the Court we should ride masked, and shun as far 
as possible encounters by the road. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

A TAVEIIX nilAAVL. 

On the following day, accordingly, we started. But the 
news of the two kings’ successes, and particularly the cer- 
tainty which these had bred in many minds that nothing 
short of a miracle could save Paris, had moved so many 
gentlemen to take the road that we found the in?is crowded 
beyond example, and were frequently forced into meetings 
which made the task of concealing our identity more difficult 
and hazardous than I had expected. Sometimes shelter 
was not to be obtained on any terms, and then we had to lie 
in the fields or in any convenient shed. Moreover, the pas- 
sage of the army had swept the country so bare both of food 
and forage, that these commanded astonishing prices; and 
a long day’s ride more than once brought us to our destina- 
tion without securing for us the ample meal we had earned, 
and required. 

Under these circumstances, it was with joy little short of 
transport that I recognised .the marvellous change which 
had come over my mistress/ Bearing all without a mur- 
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iiiiir, or a frown, or so much as one complaining word, she 
acted on numberless oecasions so as to convince me that she 
spoke truly — albeit I scarcely dared to believe it — when 
she said that she had but one trouble in the world, and that 
was the prospect of our coming separation. 

For my part, and despite some gloomy moments, when 
fear of the future overcame me, I rode in Paradise riding 
by my mistress. It was her presence which glorified alike 
tlie first freshness of the morning, when we started with all 
the day before us, and the coolness of the late evening, when 
we rode hand-in-hand. ISTor could I believe without an 
effort that I was the same Gaston de Marsac whom she had 
once spurned and disdained. God knows I was thankful for 
her love. A thousand times, thinking of my grey hairs, I 
asked her if she did not repent; and a thousand times she 
answered ISTo, with so much happiness in her eyes that I 
was fain to thank God again and believe her. 

Notwithstanding the inconvenience of the practice, we 
made it a rule to wear our masks whenever we appeared in 
public ; and this rule we kept more strictly as we approached 
Paris. It exposed us to some comment and more curiosity, 
but led to no serious trouble until we reached Etampes, 
twelve leagnes from the capital; where we found the prin- 
cipal inn so noisj' and crowded, and so much disturbed bj* 
the constant coming and going of couriers, that it required 
no experience to predicate the neighbourhood of the army. 
The great courtyard seemed to be choked with a confused 
mass of men and horses, through which we made our way 
with diffieulty. The windows of the house were all open, 
and offered us a view of tables surrounded by men eating 
and drinking hastily, as the manner of travellers is. The 
gateway and the steps of the house were lined with troop- 
ers and servants and sturdy rogues; wlio scanned all who 
passed in or out, and not unfrequently followed them with 
ribald jests and nicknames. Songs and oaths, brawling 
and laughter, with the neighing of horses and the huzzas 
of the beggars, who shouted wheuever a fresh party arrived. 
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rose above all, and increased the reluctance with which I 
assisted inadame and mademoiselle to dismount. 

Simon was no match for such' an occasion as this; hut 
the stalwart, aspect, of the three men whom Maignan had 
left with me commanded respect, and attended by two of 
these I made a waj^ for the ladies — ^not without some oppo- 
sition and a few oaths — to enter the house. The landlord, 
whom we found crushed into a corner inside, and - entirely 
overborne by the crowd which had invaded his dwelling, 
assured me that he had not the smallest garret he could 
place at my disposal; but I present^ succeeded in finding 
a small room at the top, which I purchased from the four 
men who had taken possession of it. As it was impossible 
to get anything to eat there, I left a man on guard, and 
myself descended with madame and mademoiselle to the 
eating-room, a large chamber set with long boards, and 
filled with a rough and noisy crew. Under a running fire 
of observations we entered, and found with difficulty three 
seats in an inner corner of the room. 

I ran my eye over the company, and noticed among them, 
besides a dozen travelling parties like our own, sj)ecimens 
of all those classes which are to be found in the rear of 
an army. There were some officers and more horse-dealers ; 
half a dozen forage-agents and a few priests ; w,ith a large 
sprinkling of adventurers, bravos, and led-captains, and 
here and there two or three whose dress and the deference 
paid to them by their neighbours seemed to indicate a 
higher rank. Conspicuous among these last were a party of 
four who occupied a small table by the door. An attempt 
had been made to secure some degree of privacy’’ for them 
by interposing a settle between them and the room; and 
their attendants, who seemed to be numerous,' did '“what 
they could to add to this by filling the gap with their per- 
sons. One of the four, a man of handsome dress and bear- 
ing, who sat in the place of honour, was masked, as we were. 
The gentleman at his right hand I could not see. The 
others, whom I could see, were strangers to me. 
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Some time elapsed before our people succeeded in pro- 
curing us any food, and during tbe interval ve were exposed 
■ to an amount of comment on the part of those round us 
wiiieli I found very, little to my liking. Tliere were not 
^ half a dozen women present, and tliis and our masks ren- 
dered mj' companions unpleasantly conspicuous. Aware, 
however, of the importance of avoiding an altercation which 
might possibly, detain us, and would be certain to add to 
our notoriet}^, I remained quiet; and presently the entrance 
of a tall, dark-complexioned man, who carried himself with 
a peculiar swagger, and seemed to be famous for something 
or other, diverted the attention of the company from us. 

The new-comer was somewhat of IMaignan’s figure. He 
wmrc a back and breast over a green doublet, and had an 
orange feather in his cap and an orange-lined cloak on his 
shoulder. On entering he stood a moment in the doorway, 
letting his bold black eyes rove round the room, the while 
he talked in a loud braggart fashion to his companions. 
There was a lack of breeding in the man’s air, and some- 
thing offensive in his look; which I noticed produced wher- 
ever it rested a momentary silence and constraint. When 
he moved farther into the room I saw that he wore a 
very long sword, the point of which trailed a foot behind 
him. 

He chose out for his first attentions the party of four 
whom I have mentioned; going up to them and accosting 
them with a ruffling air, directed especially to the gentle- 
man in the mask. The latter lifted his head haughtily on 
finding himself addressed by a stranger, but did not offer to 
answer. Someone else did, however, for a sudden bellow 
like that of an enraged bull proceeded from behind the 
settle. The words were lost in noise, the unseen speaker’s 
anger seeming so overpowering that he could not articulate; 
but the tone and voice, which were in some way familiar 
to me, proved enough for the bull}', who, covering his 
retreat with a profound bow, backed out rapidly, muttering 
what was doubtless an apology. Cocking his hat more 
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fiercety to make up for this repulse, he next proceeded to 
patrol the room, scowling froin side to side as lie went, with 
the evident intention of picking a quarrel with someone 
less formidable. 

By ill-chance his eye lit, as he turned, on our masks. He » 
said something to his companions; and encouraged, no 
doubt, by the position of our seats at the board, which led 
him td think us people of small consequence, he came to 
a stop opposite us. 

‘What! more dukes here?’ he cried scoffingly. ‘Hallo, 
you sir!’ he continued to me, ‘ivill you not unmask and 
drink a glass Avith me? ’ 

I thanked him civill}’-, but declined. 

His insolent eyes were busy, while I spoke, with madame’s 
fair hair and handsome figure, Avhich her mask failed to 
hide. . ‘Perhaps the ladies will have better taste, sir,’ he 
said rudely. ‘Will they not honour us Avith a sight of their 
pretty’" faces ? ’ 

Knowing the importance of keeping my temper I put 
constraint on mj'self, and ansAvered, still Avith ciAality, that 
they.Avere greatly fatigued and Avere about to retire. 

‘Zounds! ’ he cried, ‘that is not to be borne. If AA’'e are 
to lose them so soon, the more reason Ave should enjoy their 
'bmxix xjeux AAdiile Ave can. A short life and *a merry one, 
sir. This is not a nunnery, nor, I dare SAvear, are your 
fair friends nuns.’ . 

Though I longed to chastise him for this insult, I feigned 
deafness, and Avent on Avith my meal as if I had not heard 
him ; and the table being betAveen us prevented him going 
beyond Avords. After he had uttered one or tjvo coarse 
j'ests of a similar character, AAdiich cost us less as Ave Avere 
masked, and our emotions could only be guessed, the croAvd 
about us, seeing I took the thing quietly, began to applaud 
him ; but more as it seemed to me out of fear than love. 

In this opinion I Avas presently confirmed on hearing from 
Simon — Avho Avhispered the information in my ear as he 
handed a dish — that the felloAV Avas an Italian captain in 
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tlie king’s pay, famous for his skill with the sword and the 
man}’' duels in which he had displajmd it. 

Mademoiselle, though she did not know this, bore with 
his insolence with a patience which astonished me; u’hile 
madame appeared unconscious of it. hlevertheless, I was 
glad when he retired and left us in peace. I seized the 
moment of his absence to escort the ladies through the 
room and upstairs to their apartment, the door of which 
I saw locked and secured. That done I breathed more 
freety; and feeling thankful that I had been able to keep 
my temper, took the episode to be at an end. 

But in this I was mistaken, as I found when I returned 
to tlie room in which we had supped, my intention being 
to go through it to the stables. I had not taken two paces 
across the floor before I found my road blocked by the 
Italian, and read alike in his eyes and in the faces of the 
company — of whom many hastened to climb the tables to 
see what passed — that the meeting was premeditated. The 
man’s face was flushed with wine; proud of his many 
victories, he eyed me with a boastful contempt my patience 
had perhaps given him the right to feel. 

‘Ha! well met, sir,’ he said, sweeping the floor with his 
cap in an exaggeration of respect, ‘now, perhaps, your high- 
mightiness will condescend to unmask? The table is no 
longer between us, nor are 3'our fair friends here to protect 
their cher ami ! ’ 

‘If I still refuse, sir,’ I said civilly, wavering between 
anger and prudence, and hoping still to avoid a quarrel 
which might endanger us all, ‘be good enough to attribute 
it to private motives, and to no desire to disoblige you.’ 

‘Xo, I do not think you wish to disoblige me,’ he an- 
swered, laughing scornfully — and a dozen voices echoed 
the gibe. ‘But for your private motives, the devil take 
them! Is that plain enough, sir? ’ 

‘It is plain enough to show me that you are an ill-bred 
man!’ I answered, choler getting the better of me. ‘Let 
me pass, sir.’ 
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‘Unmask! ’ lie retorted, moving so as still to detain me, 
‘or shall I call in the grooms to perform the office for you? ’ 
Seeing at last that all my attempts to evade the man 
only fed his vanity, and encouraged him to further ex- 
cesses, and that the motley croivd, who filled the room and • 
already formed a circle round us, had made up their minds 
to see sport, I would no longer balk them; I could no 
longer! do it, indeed, with honour. I looked round, there- 
fore, for someone whom I might enlist as my second, hut I 
saw no one with whom I had the least acquaintance. The 
room was lined from table to ceiling with mocking faces 
and scornful ejms all turned to me. 

My opponent saw the look, and misread it; being much 
accustomed, I imagine, to a one-sided battle. He laughed 
contemptuously. ‘Ho, my friend, there is no way out of 
it,’ he said. ‘Let me see your pretty face, or fight.’ 

‘So be it,’ I said quietly. ‘If I have no other choice, I 
will fight. ’ 

‘In your mask? ’ he cried incredulously. 

‘Yes,’ I said sternly, feeling every nerve tingle with long- 
suppressed rage. ‘I will fight as I am. Off with your 
back and breast, if you are a man. And I will so deal with 
you that if you see to-morrow’s sun you shall need a mask 
for the rest of your days ! ’ t 

‘Ho! ho! ’ he answered, scowling at me in surprise, ‘you 
sing in a different key now. But I will put a term to it. 
There is space enough between these tables, if you can use 
your yeapon; and much more than you will need to- 
morrow.’ 

‘To-morrow will show,’ I retorted. ^ 

Without more ado he unfastened the buckles of his breast- 
‘ ‘'piece, and relieving himself of it, stepped back a pace. 
Those of the bystanders who occupied the part of the room 
he indicated — a space bounded by four tables, and not unfit 
for the purpose, though somewhat confined — ^liastened to 
get- out of it, and seize instead upon neighbouring posts of 
’vantage. The man’s reputation was such, and his fame so 



A TAVERN BRAWL 


3S7 


great, tliat on all sides I heard naught but wagers offered 
against me at odds; but this circumstance, whicli might 
have flurried a j^’orniger man and numbed his arm, served 
only to set me on making the most of such openings as the 
fellow’s presumption and certainty of success 'would be sure 
to afford. 

The news of the challenge running through the house had 
brought together by this time so many people as to fill the 
room from end to end, and even to obscure the light, which 
was beginning to wane. At the last moment, when we were 
on the point of engaging, a slight commotion marked the 
admission to the front of three or four persons, whose con- 
sequence or attendants gained them this advantage. I 
believed them to be the party of four I have mentioned, 
but at the time I could not be certain. 

In the few seconds of waiting while this went forward I 
examined, our relative positions with the fullest intention 
of killing the man — whose glittering ej^es and fierce smile 
filled me with a loathing which was very nearly hatred — 
if I could. The line of -windows lay to my right and his 
left. The evening light fell across us, whitening the row 
of faces on my left, but leaving those on my right in 
shadow. It occurred to me on the instant that my mask 
was actually an advantage, seeing that it protected my 
sight from the side-light, and enabled me to watch his e 5 "es 
and point with more, concentration. 

^You will be the twenty-third man I have killed!’ he 
said boastfullj”, as we crossed swords and stood an instant 
on guard. 

^Take care ! ’ I answered. ^ You have twent}’'- three 

against you ! ’ 

A swift lunge was his only answer. I parried it, and 
thrust, and we fell to work. We had not exchanged half 
a dozen blows, however, before I saw that I should need all 
the advantage wliich my mask and greater caution gave me. 
T had mot my match, and it might be sometliing more; but 
that for a time it was impossible to tell. He had the longer 
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weapon, and I the longer reach. He preferred the point, 
after the new Italian fashion, and I the blade. He was 
somewhat Unshed with wine, while my arm had scarcely 
recovered the strength of which illness had deprived me. 
On the other hand, excited at the first by the cries of his 
backers, he played rather wildl}’-; while I held myself p)re- 
pared, and keei^ing np a strong guard, waited cautiously 
for any opening or mistake on his part. 

The crowd round us, which had hailed our first passes 
with noisy cries of derision and triumph, fell silent after 
a while, surprised and taken aback by their champion’s 
failure to spit me at the first onslaught. My reluctance to 
engage had led them to predict a short fight and an easy 
victory. 

Convinced of the contrary, they began to watch each 
stroke with bated breath; or now and again, muttering 
the name of Jarnac, broke into brief exclamations as a blow 
more savage than usual drew sparks from our blades, and 
made the rafters ring with the harsh grinding of steel on steel. 

The surprise of the crowd, however, was a small thing 
compared with that of my adversaiy. Imx^atience, disgust, 
rage, and doubt chased one another in turn across his 
flushed features. Apprised that he had to do with a 
swordsman, he put forth all his power. With spite in his 
eyes he laboured blow on blow, he tried one form of attack 
after another, he found me equal, if barely equal, to all. 
And then at last there came a change. The j)erspiration 
gathered on his brow, the silence disconcerted him ; he felt 
his strength failing under the strain, and suddenly, I think, 
the possibility of defeat and death, unthought pf before, 

. burst upon him. I heard him groan, and for a moment he 
'fenced wildly. Then he again recovered himself. But 
now I read terror in his eyes, and kneAv that the moment 
of retribution Avas at hand. With his back to the table,' 
and my point threatening his breast, he knew atMast Avhat 
those others had felt! 

He Avould fain have stopped to breathe, but I would not 
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let him though my blows also were growing feeble, and my 
guard weaker j for I knew that if I gave iiim time to re- 
cover himself he would have recourse to other tricks, and 
might out-manoeuvre me in the end. As it was, iny black 
unchanging mask, which always confronted him, which hid 
all emotions and veiled even fatigue, had grown to be full 
of terror to him — full of blank, passionless menace. He 
could not tell how I fared, or what I thought, or how 
my strength stood. A superstitious dread was on him, 
and threatened to overpower him. Ignorant wlio I was or 
whence I came, he feared and doubted, grappling with mon- 
strous suspicions, which the fading light encouraged. His 
face broke out in blotches, his breath came and went in 
gasps, his eyes began to protrude. Once or twice they 
quitted mine for a part of a second to steal a despaii'ing 
glance at the rows of onlookers that ran to right and left of 
us. But he read no pity there. 

At last the end came — more suddenly than I had looked 
for it, but I think he was unnerved. His hand lost its grip 
of the hilt, and a parry which I dealt a little more brislcly 
than usual sent the weapon fl3dng among the crowd, as 
much to my astonishment as to that of the spectators. A 
volley of oaths and exclamations hailed the event; and for 
a moment I stood at gaze, eyeing him watchfullj". He 
shrank back; then he ihade for a moment as if he would 
fling himself upon me dagger in hand. But seeing mj- 
point stead}’’, he recoiled a second time, his face distorted 
with rage and fear. 

^Go!’ I said stcrnlj*. ‘Begone! Bollow 3'our sword! 
But spare the next man 3’ou conquer.’ . 

He stared at me, fingering his dagger as if he did not 
understand, or as if in the bitterness of liis shame at being 
so defeated even life were xinwelcome. I was about to re- 
peat my words when a heav}" hand fell on m3' shoulder. 

‘Fool! ’ a harsh growling voice mutlerod in in}' ear. ‘Do 
3'ou want liim to serve 3'ou as Achon served iNIatas? This 
is the way to deal with him.’ 
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And before I knew who spoke or what to expect a man 
vaulted over the table beside me. Seizing the Italian by 
the neck and waist, he filing him bodily — ivithout pay ng 
the least regard to his dagger — into the crowd. ‘There!’ 
the new-comer cried, stretching liis arms as if the effort 
had relieved him, ‘so much for him! And do j’^ou breathe 
yourself. Breathe yourself, my friend, ’ he continued with 
a vain-glorious air of generositj’'. ‘When you are rested 
and ready, you and I will have a bout. Mon dieu ! what a 
thing it is to see a man I And by my faith 3’^ou are a man ! ’ 

‘But, sir,’ I said, staring at him in the utmost bewilder- 
ment, ‘ we have no quarrel. ’ 

‘Quarrel? ’ he cried in his loud, ringing voice. ‘Heaven 
forbid! Why should we? I love a man, however, and 
when I see one I say to him, “ I am Crillon ! Bight me ! ” 
But I see you are not j’-et rested. Patience! There is no 
hurry. Berthon de Crillon is proud to wait 3-our conven- 
ience. In the meantime, gentlemen,’ lie continued, turn- 
ing with a grand air to the spectators, who viewed this 
sudden bouleversement with unbounded surprise, ‘let us do 
what we can. Take the word from me, and cry all, “ Vive 
le Boi, et vive VInconnu.F’ ’ 

Like people awaking from a dream — so great was their 
astonishment — the company complied and with the utmost 
heartiness. When the shout died awa3'-, someone cried 
in turn, ‘Vive Crillon!’ and this was honoured with a 
fervour which brought the tears to the eyes of that remark- 
able man, in whom bombast was so strangely combined 
with the firmest and most reckless courage. He bowed 
again and again, turning himself about in the small space 
between the tables, Avhile his face shone with pleasure 
and enthusiasm. Meanwhile I viewed him with'iper- 
plexity. I comprehended that it was his voice I hadlieard 
behind the settle; but I had neither the desire to 
fight him nor so great a reserve of strength after my illness 
as to be able to enter on a fresh contest with equanimity. 
When he turned to me, therefore, and again asked, ‘Well, 
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sir, are you ready? ’ I could -think of no better answer tlian 
that I had already made to him, ‘But, sir, I have no quarrel 
with you. ’ 

‘Tut, tuti ’ he answered querulously, ‘if that is all, let 
us engage.’ 

‘That is not all, however,’ I said, resolutely putting up 
my sword. ‘I have not only no quarrel with M. de Cril- 
lon, but I received at his hands when I last saw him a 
considerable service. ’ 

‘Then now is the time to return it,’ he answered briskly, 
and as if that settled the matter. 

I could not refrain from laughing. ‘K'ay, but I have 
still an excuse,’ I said. ‘I am barely recovered from an 
illness, and am weak. Even so, I should be loth to decline 
a combat with some 5 but a better man than I may give the 
wall to ]\r. de Crillon and suifer no disgrace. ’ 

‘Oh, if you put it that way— enough said,’ he answered 
in a tone of disappointment. ‘And, to be sure, the light 
is almost gone. That is a comfort. But you will not 
refuse to drink a cup of wine with me? Your voice I 
remember, though I cannot say who you are or what ser- 
vice I did jmu. Eor the future, however, count on me. I 
love a man who is brave as well as modest, and know no 
better friend than a stout swordsman. ’ 

I was answernig him in fitting terms— while the fickle 
crowd, which a few minutes earlier had been ready to tear 
me, viewed us from a distance with respectful Immage— 
when the masked gentleman who had before been in his 
company drew near and saluted me with much stateliness. 

‘I congratulate 3*011, sir,’ he said, in the easy tone of a 
great man condescending. ‘ You use the sword as few use it, 
and fight with 3-our head as well as your hands. Should 3mu 
need a friend or omplo3’mentj 3*011 will honour me by remem- 
bering that 3*011 are known to the Vicomte de Turenne.’ 

I bowed low to liide the start wliich the mention of his 
name caused me. For had I tried, a3*, and possessed to aid 
me all llie wit of de Brautome, I could have imagined 
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nothing more fantastic than this meeting; or more enter- 
taining than that I, masked, should talk with the Vicomte 
de Turenne niasked, and hear in place of reproaches and 
threats of vengeance a civil offer of protection. Scarcely 
knowing whether I should laugh or tremble, or which 
should occupy me more, the diverting thing that had 
happened or the peril we had barely escaped, I made shift 
to answer him, craving his indulgence if I still preserved 
my incognito. Even while I spoke a fresh fear assailed 
me: lest M. de Grillon, recognising my voice or figure, 
should cr}’- my name on the spot, and explode in a moment 
the mine on which we stood. 

This rendered me extremely impatient to be gone. But 
M. le Vicomte had still something to say, and I could not 
withdraw myself without rudeness. 

‘You are travelling north like everyone else?’ he said, 
gazing at me curiously, ‘kfay I ask wliether you are for 
Meudon, where the King of Kavarre lies, or for the Court 
at St. Cloud? ’ 

I muttered, moving restlessly under his keen eyes, that 
I was for Meudon. 

‘Then, if ^mu care to travel witli a larger comj)any,’ he 
rejoined, bowing with negligent courtesy, ‘pray command 
me. I am for Meudon also, and sliall leave here three 
hours before noon.’ 

Fortunately he took my assent to his gracious invitation 
for granted, and turned away before I had well begun to 
thank him. From Crillon I found it more difficult to 
escape. He apppeared to have conceived a great fancy for 
me, and felt also, I imagine, some curiosity as to my iden- 
tity. But I did even this at last, and, evading th‘e obse- 
quious offers Avliich were made me on all sides, escaped to 
the stables, where I sought out the Cid’s stall, and- lying 
down in the straw beside him, began to review the j)ast, 
and plan the future. Under cover of the darkness sleep 
soon came to me; my last waking thoughts being divided 
between thankfulness for my escape and a steady purpose 
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to reach jMeiidon before the Vicomte, so that I might make 
good my tale in his absence. For that seemed to be 
my only chance of evading the dangers I had chosen to 
encounter. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

AT MEUDOX. 

Making so early a start from Etampes that the inn, vdiich 
had continued in an uproar till long after midnight, lay 
sunk in sleep when we rode out of the yard, we reached 
jMeudon about noon next day. I should be tedious were I 
to detail A\diat thoughts my mistress and I had during that 
day^s journey — ^the last, it might be, which we should take 
together; or what assurances ive gave one another, or how 
often we repented the impatience which had impelled us to 
put all to the touch. jMadame, with kindly forethought, 
detached herself from us, and rode the greater part of the 
distance with Fanchette; but the opportunities she gave us 
went for little; for, to be plain, the separation we dreaded 
seemed to overshadow us already, We uttered few words, 
though those few were to the purjiose, but riding hand-in- 
hand, with full hearts, and eyes which seldom quitted one 
another, looked forward to jMeudou and its perils with such 
gloomy forebodings as our love and my precarious position 
suggested. 

Long before we reached the town, or could see more of it 
than the Chateau, over which the Lilies of France and the 
broad white banner of the Bourbons floated in company, 
we found ourselves swept into the whirlpool which sur- 
rounds an army. Crowds stood at all the cross-roads, 
wagons and sumpter-mules encumbered the bridges; each 
moment a horseman passed us at a gallop, or a troop of 
disorderh- rogues, soldiers onlj' in name, reeled, shouting 
and singing, along the road. Here and there, for a warn- 
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ing to the latter sort, a man dangled on a rude gallows; 
under which sportsmen returning from the chase and ladies 
who had been for an airing rode laughing on their way. 

Amid the multitude entering the town we passed unno- 
ticed. A little way within the walls we halted to inquire 
where the Princess of PTavarre had her lodging. Hearing 
that she occupied a house in the town, while her brother- 
had his quarters in the Chateau, and the King of Prance 
at St. Cloud, I stayed my party in a by-road, a hundred 
paces farther on, and, springing from the Cid, ’went to my 
mistress’s knee. 

‘Mademoiselle,’ I said formalty, and so loudly that all 
my men might hear, ‘the time is come. I dare not go 
farther with you. I beg you, therefore, to bear me witness 
that as I took j’-ou so I have brought you back, and both 
with your good-will. I beg that you will give me this 
quittance, for it may serve me.’ 

She bowed her head and laid her ungloved hand on mine, 
which I had placed on the pommel of her saddle. ‘Sir,’ 
she answered in a broken voice, ‘I will not give you this 
quittance, nor any quittance from me while I live.’ With 
that she took off her mask before them all, and I saw the 
tears running down her white face. ‘May God p)rotect you, 
M. de Marsac,’ she continued, stooping until her face 
almost touched mine, ‘and bring you to the thing you 
desire. If not, sir, and you pay too dearly for what you 
have done for me, I will live a maiden all my days. And, 
if I do not, these men may shame me ! ’ 

My heart was too full for words, but I took the glove 
she held out to me, and kissed her hand witli my knee 
bent. Then I waved — for I could not speak — ^to madame 
to proceed; and with Simon Pleix and Maignan’s men^to 
guard them they went on their way. Mademoiselle’s white 
face looked back to me until a bend in the road hid them, 
and I saw them no more. 

I turned when all were gone, and going heavily to where 
my Sard stood with his head drooping, I climbed to the 
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saddle, and rode at a foot-pace towards the Chateau. The 
way was short and easy, for the next turning showed me 
the open gateway and a crowd about it. A vast number of 
people were entering and leaving, while others rested in the 
shade of the wall, and a dozen grooms led horses up and 
down. The sunshine fell hotly on the road and the court- 
yard, and flashed hack by the cuirasses of the men on guard, 
seized the eye and dazzled it witli gleams of infinite bright- 
ness. I was advancing alone, gazing at all this with a 
species of dull indifference which masked for tlie moment 
the suspense I felt at heart, when a man, coming on foot 
along the street, crossed quickly to me and looked me in 
the face. 

I returned his look, and seeing he was a stranger to me, 
was for passing on without pausing. But he wheeled be- 
side me and uttered my name in a low voice. 

I checked the Cid and looked down at him. ‘Yes,’ I 
said mechanically, ‘I am hi. de Jlarsae. But I do not 
know you. ’ 

‘ITevertheless I have been watching for you for three 
days,’ he replied. ‘M. de Bosnj’’ received your message. 
This is for you.’ 

He handed me a scrap of paper. ‘From whom?’ I asked. 

‘hlaignan,’ he answered briefly. And with that, and a 
stealthy look round, he left me, and went the way he had 
been going before. 

I tore open the note, and knowing that Maignan could 
not write, was not surprised to find that it lacked any signa- 
hire. The brevity of its contents vied with the curtness of 
its bearer. ‘In Heaven’s name go back and wait,’ it ran. 
‘Tour enemy is here, and those who wish 3’-ou well are 
powerless.’ 

A warning so explicit, and delivered under such circum- 
stances, miglit have been expected to make me pause e%-en 
then. But I read the message with the same dull indiffer- 
ence, the same dogged resolve witfi wiiicli the sight of tlie 
crowded gatowaj- before me had inspired me. I had not 
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come so far and baffled Turenne by an hoiir to fail in my 
purpose at the last; nor given such pledges to another to 
prove false to myself. Moreoverj the distant rattle of 
musketry, which went to show that a skirmish was taking 
place on the farther side of the Castle, seemed an invitation 
to me to proceed; for now, if ever, my sAVord 'might earn 
protection and a pardon. Only in regard to M. de E-osny, 
from Avhom I had no doubt that the message came, I resolved 
to act Avith prudence; neither making any appeal to him in 
public nor mentioning his name to others in priA'^ate. 

The Cid had borne me by this time into the middle of 
the throng about the gateAvay, Avho, Avondering to see a 
stranger of my appearance arriA''e AA'ithout attendants, eyed 
me Avith a mixture of civility and foi-Avardness. I recog- 
nised more than one man Avhom I had seen about the Court 
at St. Jean d’Angely six months before; but so great is the 
disguising poAver of handsome clothes and equipments that 
none of these kncAv me. I beckoned to the nearest, and 
asked him if the King of KaAuarre Avas in the Chateau. 

‘He has gone to see the King of France at St. Cloud,’ the 
man ansAvered, AA''ith something of Avonder that anyone 
should be ignorant of so important a fact. He is expected 
here in an hour.’ 

I thanked him, and calculating that I should .still have 
time and to spare before the arrival of M. de Turenne, I 
dismounted, and taking the rein over my arm, began to 
Avalk up and doAvn in the shade of the AA’'all. MeanAAfflile 
the loiterers increased in. numbers as the minutes passed. 
Men of better standing rode up, and, leaving their horses 
in charge of their lackeys, Avent into the Chfiteau. Officers 
corslets, or Avith boots and scabbards dullec* Avith 
dust, arrived and clattered in through the gates. A mes- 
senger galloped up Avith letters, and Avas instantly sur- 
rounded by a curious throng of questioners ; AAdio left him 
Qxily to gather about the next comers, a knot of toAvnsfolk, 
AA^hose doAvneast visages and glances of apprehension seemed 
to betoken no pleasant or easy mission. 
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Watching many of these enter and disappear, while only 
the humbler sort remained to swell the crowd at the gate, 
I began to experience the discomfort and impatience which 
are the lot of the man who finds himself placed in a false 
position. I foresaw with clearness the injury I was about 
to do my cause by presenting myself to the king among the 
common herd; and yet I had no choice save to do this, for I 
dared not run the risk of entering, lest I should be required 
to give my name, and fail to see the King of Xavarre at all. 

As it was I came very near to being foiled in this waj’’; 
for I presently recognised, and was recognised in turn, by 
a gentleman who rode up to the gates and, throwing his 
reins to a groom, dismounted with an air of immense 
gravity. This was M. Forget, the king’s secretary, and the 
person to whom I had on a former occasion presented a 
petition. He looked at me with eyes of profound astonish- 
ment, and saluting me stiffly from a distance, seemed in 
two minds whether he should pass in or speak to me. On 
second thoughts, however, he came towards me, and again 
saluted ane with a peculiarly dry and austere aspect. 

H believe, sir, I am speaking to M, de Marsac?’ he said 
in a low voice, but not impolite^. 

I replied in the affirmative. 

^And that, I conclude, is your horse?’ he continued, 
raising his cane, and pointing to the Cid, which I had fas- 
tened to a hook in the wall, 

I replied again in the affirmative. 

‘Then take a word of advice,’ he answered, screwing up 
his features, and speaking in a dry sort of wa}'. ‘Get upon 
its back without an instant’s delay^ and put as many 
leagues between yourself and ]\reudon as horse and man 
may.’ 

‘I am obliged to you,’ I said, though I was greatly 
startled by his words. ‘And what if I do not take your 
advice? ’ 

lie shrugged his shoulders. ‘In that case look to your- 
self! ’ lie retorted. ‘But you will look in vain! ’ 
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He turned on his heel as he spoke, and in a moment was 
gone. I watched him enter the Chfiteau, and in the uncer- 
tainty which possessed me whether he was not gone — after 
salving his conscielice by giving me warning — to order my 
instant arrest, I felt, and I doubt not I looked, as ill at 
ease for the time being as the group of trembling townsfolk 
who stood near me. llefleeting that he should know his 
master’s mind, I recalled with depressing clearness the 
repeated warnings the King of Kavarre had given me that 
I must not look to him for reward or protection. I be- 
thought me -that I was here against his express orders: 
presuming on those very services which he had given me 
notice he should repudiate. I remembered that Kosny had 
always been in the same tale. And in fine I began to see 
that mademoiselle and I had together decided on a step 
which I Should never have presumed to take on my own 
motion. 

I had barely arrived at this conehision when the tramp • 
ling of hoofs and a sudden closing in of the crowd round 
the gate announced the King of Kavarre’s approach. With 
a sick heart I drew nearer, feeling that the crisis was at 
hand; and in a moment he came in sight, riding beside an 
elderly man, plainly dressed and mounted, with whom he 
was carrying on an earnest conversation. A train of nobles 
and gentlemen, whose martial air and equipments made up 
for the absence of the gewgaws and glitter, to which my 
eyes had become accustomed at Blois, followed close on his 
heels. Henry himself wore a suit of white velvet, frayed 
in places and soiled by his armour; but his quick eye and 
eager, almost fierce, countenance could not fail to win and 
keep the attention of the least observant. He kept glan- 
cing from side to side as he came on; and that wdth so 
cheerful an air and a carriage so full at once of dignity and 
good-humour that no one could look on him and fail to see 
that here was a leader and a prince of men, temperate in 
victory and unsurpassed in defeat. 

The croAvd raising a cry of ‘ Vive Navarre ! ’ as he drew 
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neaiv lie bowed^ with a sparkle in liis eye. But ■when a 
few by the gate cried ‘ Viveni les Hois I ’ he held up his 
hand for silence^ and said in a loud, clear voice, ‘Xot that, 
lu)’' friends. There is but one king in* France. Let us say 
instead, ^^Vive le Koi! ” ^ 

The spokesman of the little group of townsfolk, who, 
I learned, were from Arcueil, and had come to complain of 
the excessive number of troops quartered upon them, took 
advantage of the pause to approach him. ITenry received 
the old man with a kindly look, and bent from his saddle 
to hear what he had to saj"". Wliile they were talking I 
pressed forward, the emotion I felt on iny own account 
heightened by my recognition of the man who rode by the 
King of Kavarre — ^^vho 'was no other than M. de la Koiie. 
Ko Huguenot worthy of the name could look on the veteran 
who had done and suffered more for the cause than anj* 
living man without catching something of his stern enthu- 
siasm; and the sight, while it shamed me, who a moment 
before had been inclined to prefer mj^ safety to the assist- 
ance I owed my country, gave me courage to step to the 
king^s rein, so that I heard his last words to the men of 
Arcueil. 

H^atience, my friends,’ he said kindly. ^The burden is 
heavy, but the journey is a short one. Tlie Seine is ours; 
the circle is complete. In a week Paris must surrender. 
The king, my cousin, will enter, and you will be rid of us. 
For France’s sake one week, my friends.’ 

The men fell back Avith low obeisances, charmed by his 
good-nature, and Henry, looking up, saw me before him. 
On the instant his jaAv fell. His broAv,.siuldenty contract- 
ing above eyes, Avhich flashed Avitli surprise and displeasure, 
altered in a moment the Avhole aspect of his face: Avhich 
grew dark and stern as night. His first impulse was to pass 
b}' me; but seeing that I hold m3' ground, he liesitated. so 
conipleteh' chagrined b}’’ m3’ appearance that he did not 
know hoAv to act, or in Avhat wa3' to deal with me. I seized 
the occasion, and bending m3' knee Avith as much respect 
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as I had ever used to the King of France, begged to bring 
myself to his notice, and to crave his j)rotection and 
favour. 

‘This is no time to trouble me, sir,’ he retorted, eyeing 
me with an angr}^ side-glance. ' ‘I do not know you. You 
are unknown to me, sir. You must go to M. de Eosny.’ 

‘It would be useless sire,’ I answered, in desperate per- 
sistence. 

‘Then I can do nothing for you,’ he rejoined peevishly. 
‘Stand on one side, sir.’ 

But I was desperate. I knew that I had risked all on 
the event, and must establish mj’- footing before M. de 
Turenne’s return, or run the risk of certain recognition 
and vengeance. I cried out, caring nothing who heard, 
that I was M. de Marsac, that I had come back to meet 
whatever my enemies could allege against me. 

‘Ventre Saint Gris!’ Henry exclaimed, starting in his 
saddle with well-feigned surprise. ‘Are you that man? ’ 

‘I am, sire,’ I answered. 

‘Then you must be mad! ’ he retorted, appealing to those 
behind him. ‘Stark, staring mad to shoAV your face here 1 
Ventre Saint Gris I Are we to have all the ravishers and 
plunderers in the country come to us? ’ 

‘I am neither the one nor the other! ’ I answ,ered, looking 
with indignation from him to the gaping train behind him. 

‘That 3 mu will have to settle with M. de Tureune!’ he 
retorted, frowning down at me with his whole face turned 
gloomy and fierce. ‘I know you well, sir, now. Com- 
plaint has been made that j'ou abducted a lady from his 
Castle of Chize some time back. ’ 

‘The lady, sire, is now in charge of the Princess of 
•Kavarre. ’ 

‘She is?’ he exclaimed, quite taken aback. 

‘And if she has aught of complaint against me,’ I con- 
tinued Avith iiride, ‘I Avill submit to whatever punishment 
you order or hi. de Turenne demands. But if she has no 
complaint to make, and voavs that she accompanied me of 
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her own free-will and accord, and has suffered neither 
wrong nor disj)leasure at my hands, then, sire, I claim that 
this is a private matter between myself and jM. de Turenne.* 

‘Even so I think j^ou will have your hands full,^ he an- 
swered grimly. At the same time he stopped by a gesture 
those who would have cried out upon me, and looked at me 
himself with an altered countenance. ‘Do I understand 
that you assert that the lady went of her own accord? ’ he 
asked. 

‘She went and has returned, sire,^ I answered. 

‘Strange! ^ he ejaculated. ‘Have you married her? ’ 

‘Ho, sire,^ I answered. ‘I desire leave to do so.’ 

‘Mon dieu! she is M. de Turenne’s ward,’ he rejoined, 
almost dumbfounded by my audacity. 

‘ I do not despair of obtaining his assent, sire,’ I said 
patientl3\ 

^ Saint Gris! the man is mad!’ he cried, wheeling 
his horse and facing his train with a gesture of the utmost 
wonder. ‘It is the strangest story I ever heard.’ 

‘But somewhat more to the gentleman’s credit than the 
lady’s! ’ one said with a smirk and a smile. 

‘A lie! ’ I cried, springing forward on the instant with a 
boldness which astonished mj'Self. ‘She is as pure as your 
Highness’s sister! I swear it. That man lies in his teeth, 
and I will maintain it.’ 

‘Sir!’ the King of Navarre cried, turning on me with 
the utmost sternness, ‘you forget yourself in my presence ! 
Silence, and beware another time how you let your tongue 
run on those above you. You have enough trouble, let me 
tell you, on your hands alreadj^.’ 

‘Yet the man lies!’ I answered doggedl}^, remembering 
Crillon and his ways. ‘And if he will do me the honour 
of stepping aside with me, I vrill convince him of it! ’ 

‘ Ventre Saint Gris! ’ Henr}" replied, frowning, and dwell- 
ing on each syllable of his favourite oath. ‘Will j'ou be 
silent, sir, and let me think? Or must I order j’our instant 
arrest? ’ 
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‘Surely that at least, sire,’ a suave voice interjected. 
And Avith that a gentleman pressed forAAmrd from the rest, 
and gaining a place of ’vantage by the King’s side, shot at 
me a look of extreme malevolence. ‘My lord of Turenne 
Avill expect no less at your Highness’s hands, ’ he contin- 
ued ■warmly. ‘I beg you will give the order on the spot, 
and hold this person to ansAver for his misdeeds. ' M. de 
Turenne returns to-day. He should be here noAv. I say 
again, sire, he Avill expect no less than this.’ 

The king, gazing at me Avith gloomy eyes, tugged at his 
moustaches. Someone had motioned the common herd, to 
stand back out of hearing; at the same time the suite had 
moved up out of euriosil^^ and formed a half-circle ; in the 
midst of Avhich I stood fronting the king, Avho had La Koue 
and the last speaker on either hand. Perplexity and an- 
noyance struggled for the mastery in his face as he looked 
darkly doAvn at me, his teetii shoAAung through his beard. 
Profoundly angered by my appearance, AA^hich he had taken 
at first to be the prelude to disclosures Avhich must detach 
Turenne at a time when union Avas all-important, he had 
noAv ceased to fear for himself; and perhaps saAV some- 
thing in the attitude I adopted Avhich appealed to his 
nature and sympathies. 

‘If the girl is really back,’ he said at last,,,‘M. d’Arem- 
burg, I do not see any reason AAdiy I should interfere. At 
present, at any rate. 

‘I think, sire, M. de Turenne Avill see reason,’ the gentle- 
man ansAvered drily. 

The king coloured. ‘M. de Turenne,’ he began, 

‘Has made many sacrifices at your request, sire, ’ the 
other said Avitli meaning. ‘And buried some Av'rongs, or 
•fancied Avrongs, in connection Avith this very matter.'"' This 
person has outraged him in the grossest manner, arid in M. 
le Vicomte’s name I ask, nay I press upon you, that he be 
instantly arrested, and held to ansAver for it. ’ 

‘I: am ready to ansAver for it noAv! ’ I retorted, looking 
from face to face for sympathy, and finding none save in M. 
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dc la Xoiie’s^ who appeared to regard me with grave ap- 
probation, ‘To the Viconite de Tiirenne, or the person he 
may appoint to represent him/ 

‘Enough! ^ Henry said, raising his hand and speaking in 
the tone of authority he knew so well how to adopt. ‘For 
you, M. d’Aremburg, I thank you. Turenne is happy in 
his friend. But this gentleman came to me of his own free 
will and I do, not think it consistent with my honour to de- 
tain liim without warning given, I grant him an hour to 
remove himself from my neighbourhood. If he be found 
after that time has elapsed/ he continued solemnly, ‘his 
fate be on his own head. Gentlemen, we arc late already. 
Let us 011.^ 

I looked at him as he pronounced this sentence, and 
strove to find words in which to make a final appeal to him. 
But no words came; and when he bade me stand aside, I 
did so mechanicallj^, remaining with my head bared to the 
sunshine while the troop rode by. Some looked back at 
me with curiosity, as at a man of whom the}’ had heard a 
tale, and some with a jeer on their lips; a few with dark 
looks of menace. When they were all gone, and the ser- 
vants who followed them had disappeared also, and I was 
left to tlie inquisitive glances of the rabble who stood gap- 
ing after the sight, I turned and went to the Gid, and 
loosed the horse. 

With a feeling of bitter disappointment. The plan which 
mademoiselle had proposed and I had adopted in the 
forest by St. Gaultier — ^^vhen it seemed to us that our long 
absence and the great events of which we heard must have 
changed the world and opened a path for our return — had 
failed utterly. Things were as the}’ had been; the strong 
was still strong, and friendship under bond to fear. Plainly 
we should have shewn ourselves wiser hud we taken the 
lowlier course, and, obeying the warnings given us, waited 
the Iving of Xavarre's pleasure or the tardy recollection of 
Posny. I had not then stood, as I now stood, in instant 
jeopardy, nor felt the keen pangs of a separation which 



374 


A GENTLEMAN OF FEANCE 


bade fair to be lasting. She was safe, and that was much; 
but I, after long service and brief happiness, must go out 
again alone, with only memories to comfort me. 

It was Simon Eleix’s voice which awakened me from 
this unworthy lethargy — as selfish as it was useless — and, 
recalling me to myself, reminded me that precious time 
was passing while I stood inactive. To get at me he had 
forced, his way through the curious crowd, and his face was 
flushed. He plucked me by the sleeve, regarding the 
varlets round him with a mixture of anger and fear. 

‘Horn de Dieu! do the}'' take you for a rope-dancer?’ he 
muttered in my ear. ‘Mount, sir, and come. There is 
not a moment to be lost. ’ 

‘You left her at Madame Catherine’s? ’ I said. 

‘To be sure,’ he answered impatiently. ‘Trouble not 
about her. Save yourself, M. de Marsac. That is the 
thing to be done now.’ 

I mounted mechanically, and felt my courage return as 
the hor'se moved under me. I trotted through the crowd, 
and without thought took the road by which we had come. 
When we had ridden a hundred yards, however, I pulled 
up. ‘ An hour is a short start, ’ I said sullenly. ‘ Whither? ’ 

‘To St. Cloud,’ he answered promptly. ‘The protection 
of the King of France may avail for a day or, two. After 
that, there Avill still be the League, if Paris have not fallen.’ 

I saw there was nothing else for it, and assented, and we 
set off. The distance Avhich separates Meudon from St. 
Cloud we might have ridden under the hour, but the direct 
road runs across the Scholars’ Meadow, a wide plain north 
of Meudon. This lay exposed to the enemy’s fire, and was, 
besides, the scene of hourly conflicts between the horse of 
both parties, so that to cross it without an adequate‘ force 
was impossible. Driven to make a circuit, we took longer 
to reach our destination, yet did so without mishap; find- 
ing the little town, when we came in sight of it, given up 
to all the bustle and commotion which properly belong to 
the Court and camp. 
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It ■was, indeed, as full as it could be, for tlie surrender of 
Paris being momentarily expected, St. Cloud had become 
tlie rendezvous as well of the few who had long followed a 
principle as of the many who wait upon succevss. Tlie 
streets, crowded in every part, shone with glancing colours, 
with steel and velvet, the garb of fashion and the plumes 
of war. Long lines of flags obscured the eaves and broke 
the sunshine, while, above all, the bells of half a dozen 
churches rang merry answer to the distant crash of guns. 
Everywhere on flag and arch and streamer I read the motto, 
‘Vive le RoiP — words written, God knew then, and we 
know now, in what a mockery of doom! 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

^^TIS ILL WlXn/ 

We had made our way slowly and with much jostling as 
far as the principal street, finding the press increase as we 
advanced, when I heard, as I turned a corner, my name 
called, and, looking up, sav’’ at a window the face of which 
I was in search. After that half a minute sufficed to bring 
i\[. dLigen flying to my side, wlien nothing, as I had expected, 
would do but I must dismount where I was and share his 
lodging. He made no secret of liis joy and surprise at sight 
of me, but pausing onty to tell Simon where the stable was, 
lialed me tlu'ough the crowd and up his stairs with a fervour 
and heartiness wiiich brought the tears to m}* ej'es, and 
served to impress the coinpai\y wliom I found above with a 
more than sufficient sense of my importance. 

Seeing him again in the higliest feather and in the full 
employment of all those little arts and graces wliich served 
as a foil to his real Avorth, I took it as a great honour that 
he laid them aside for the nonce : and introduced me to the 
seat of lionour and made me known to his companions with 
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a boyish directness and a siiniole thought for my comfort 
•which infinitely ifieased me. He bade his landlord, without 
a moment’s delay, bring wine and meat and everything which 
could refresh a traveller, and was himself up and down a 
hundred times in a minute, calling to his servants for this 
or that, or railing at them for their failure to bring me a 
score of things I did not need. I hastened to make my 
excuses to the company for interrupting them in the midst 
of 'their talk; and these they were kind enough to accept 
in good part. At the same time, reading clearly in M, 
d’Agen’s excited face and shining eyes that he longed to be 
alone with me, they took the hint, and presently left us 
together. 

‘ Well,’ he said, coming back from the door, to which he 
had conducted them, ‘ what have you to tell me, my friend ? 
She is not with you ? ’ 

' She is with Mademoiselle de la Vire at Meudon,’ I an- 
swered, smiling. ‘ And for the rest, she is well and iii better 
spirits.’ 

’• She sent me some message ? ’ he asked. 

I shook my head. ‘ She did not know I should see you,’ 
I answered. 

‘ But shC' — she has spoken of me lately ? ’ he continued, 
his face falling. 

‘ I do not think she has named your name for a fortnight,’ 
I answered, laughing. 'There’s for you! Why, man,’ I 
continued; adopting a different tone, and laying my hand on 
his shoulder in a manner which reassured him at least as 
much as my words, 'are you so young a lover as to be igno- 
rant that a woman says least of that of which she thinks 
most ? Pluck up courage ! Unless I am mistaken, you have 
.little to be afraid - of exceiDt the past. Only have patience.’ 

'You think so ? ’ he said gratefully. 

I assured him that I had no doubt of it ; and on that he 
fell into a reverie, and I to watching him. Alas for the 
littleness of our natures ! He diad received me with^ open 
arms, yet at sight of the happiness which took possession of 
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liis liandsome face I gave -way to the pettiest feeling ^vhich 
can harhour-iu a man’s breast. I looked at him with eyes 
of envy, bitterly comparing my lot with that whieli fate had 
reserved for him. He had fortune, good looks, and success 
, on his side, great relations, and high hopes; I stood in 
instant jeopardy, my future dark, and every path which 
presented itself so hazardous that I knew not which to 
adopt. He was young, and I past my prime ; he in favour, 
and I a fugitive. 

To sucli reflections he put an end in a way which made 
me blush for my churlishness. For, suddenly awaking out 
of Iiis pleasant dream, he asked me about myself and 1113’' 
fortunes, inquiring eagerly how I came to be in St. Cloud, 
and listening to the story of mj' adventures with a generous 
anxiet}'’ which endeared him to me more and more. When 
I had done — and by that time Simon had joined us, and was 
waiting at the lower end of the room — he pronounced that 
I must see the king. 

' There is nothing else for it,’ he said. 

‘I have come to see him,’ I answered. 

*' Mon dieu, yes ! ’ he continued, rising from his seat and 
looking at me with a face of concern. ' Ho one else can 
help 3’'ou.’ 

I nodded. 

‘ Turenne has four thousand men here. You can do noth- 
ing against so man}-? ’ 

‘Hothing,' I said. ‘The question is, Will the Icing protect 
me ? ’ 

‘It is he or no one,’ ]\L d’Agen answered warrah-. ‘You 
cannot see him to-night : he has a Council. To-morrow at 
daybreak you may. You must lie here to-night, and I will 
set my fellows to watch, and I tliink you will be safe. I 
will away now and see if my uncle Avill-helj). Can you 
tliink of an}-one else who would spealc for 3-ou ? ’ 

, I considered, and was about to answer in the negative, 
when Simon, wlio had listened with a scared face, suggested 
!M. de Crillon. 
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'Yes, if lie would,’ M. d’Ageii exclaimed, looking at the 
lad with approbation. ' He has weight with the king.’ ^ 

‘I think he might,’ I replied slowly. 'I had a curious 
encounter with him last night.’ And with that X told LI. 
d’Agen of the duel I fought at the inn. 

' Good ! ’ he ,said, his eyes sparkling. ' I wish I had been 
there to see. At any rate we will try him. Crillon fears 
no one, not even the king.’ 

So it' was settled. Yor that night I was to keep close in 
my friend’s lodging, showing not even my nose at the 
Avindow. 

When he had gone on his errand, and I found myself 
alone in the room, I am fain to confess that I fell very loiv 
in my spirits. M. d’Agen’s travelling equipment lay about 
the apartment, but failed to give any but an untidy air to 
its roomy bareness. The light was beginning to ivane, the 
'Was gone. Outside, the ringing of bells and the distant 
muttering of guns, AV'ith the tumult of sounds which rose 
from the crowded street, seemed to tell of joyous life and 
freedom, and all the hopes and ambitions from Avhich I Avas 
cut off. 

J-Javing no other employment, I Avatched the street, and 
keeping myself Avell retired from the AAniidoAV, saw knots of 
gaj’’ riders pass this Avay and that through the croAvd, their 
corslets shining and their A’’oices high. Monks and ladies, 
a cardinal and an ambassador, passed under my eyes— these 
and an endless procession of toAvnsmen and beggars, sol- 
diers and courtiers, Gascons, Hormans and Picards. Hever 
had I seen such a sight or so many people gathered to- 
gether. It seemed as if half I^aris had come out to make 
submission, so that while my gorge rose against *fny oaaui 
imprisonment, the sight gradually diverted my mind'*from 
my private distresses, by bidding me find compensation for 
them in the speedy and glorious triumph of the cause. 

Even Avhen the light failed the pageant did not cease, but, 
torches and lanthorns springing into life, turned night into 
day. ■ '■ Prom every side came sounds of revelry or strife. The 
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crowd continued to pei-cambulate the streets until a late hour, 
with cries of ‘Five la RoiP and ‘Fjve No.vai-re!’ while now 
and again the passage of a great noble with his suite called 
forth a fresh outburst of enthusiasm. IS' othing seemed more 
certain, more inevitable, more clearl}' predestinated than that 
twenty-four hours must see the fall of Paris. 

Yet Paris did not fall. 

When M. d’Agen returned a little before midnight, he 
found me still sitting in the dark looking from the window. 
I heard him call roughly for lights, and apprised by the 
sound of his voice that something was wrong, I rose to meet 
him. He stood silent awhile, twirling his small moustaches, 
and then broke into a passionate tirade, from which 1 was 
not slow to gather that M. de llambouillet declined to serve 
me. 

‘ Well,’ I said, feeling for the yomig man’s distress and 
emban-assment, ‘ perhaps he is right.’ 

‘ He says that word respecting jmu came this evening,’ 
my friend answered, his cheeks red with shame, ‘ and that 
to countenance you after that would only be to court cer- 
tain humiliation. I did not let him off too easilj’', I assure 
jmu,’ ]\r. d’Agen continued, turning away to evade my gaze ; 

‘ but I got no satisfaction. He said you had his good-will, 
and that to help jmu he would risk something, but that 
to do so under these circumstances would be only to injure 
himself.’ 

‘ There is still Crillou,’ I said, with as much cheerfulness 
as I could assume. ‘Pray Heaven he be there eaidy ! Did 
^r. de Eambouillet say an3’thiug else ? ’ 

‘ That your only chance was to fly as quickly and secretly 
as possible.’ 

‘ He thought m3* situation desperate, then ? ’ 

]\r3* friend nodded; and scarceh* less depressed on nn* 
accoiint than ashamed on his own, evinced so much feeling 
that it was all I could do to comfort him : which I succeeded 
in doing 01113* ''dien I diverted the conversation to ^ladame 
de Bruhl. We passed the short night together, sharing the 
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same room and the same bed, and talking more than we 
slept — of madame and mademoiselle, the castle on the hill, 
and the camp in the woods, of all old daj^s in fine, but little 
of the future. Soon after dawn Simon, who lay on a pallet 
across the threshold, roused me from a fitful sleep into 
which I had just fallen, and a few minutes later I stood up ' 
dressed and armed, ready to try the last chance left, to me. 

M. d’Agen had dressed stage for stage with me, and I had 
kept silence. But when he took up his cap, and showed 
clearly that he had it in his mind to go with me, I withstood 
him. ‘No,’ I said, ‘you can do me little good, and may do 
yourself much harm.’ 

‘ You shall not go without one friend,’ he cried fiercely. 

‘Tut, tut ! ’ I said. ‘I shall have Simon.’ 

But Simon, when I turned to speak to him, Avas gone. 
Few men are at their bravest in the early hours of the day, 
and it did not surprise me that the lad’s courage had failed 
him. The defection only strengthened, however, the reso- 
lution I had formed that I would not injure M. d’Agen; 
though it was some time before I could persuade liim that 
I Avas in earliest, and Avould go alone or not at all. In the 
end he had to content himself Avith lending me. his back and 
breast, Avhich I gladly put on, thinking it likely enough that 
I might be set upon before I reached the castle. And then, 
the time being about seAmn, I parted from him with many 
j\,tid kindly Avords, and Avent into the street Avith 
my SAA^ord under my cloak. 

The towi., late in rising after its orgy, lay very still and 
quiet. The morning Avas grey and Avarm, Avith a cloudy sky. 
The flags, Avhich had made so gay a shoAV yesterday, hung 
close to the poles, or flapped idly and fell dead again. I 
walked sloAvly along beneath them, keeping a sharp look-out 
‘6n every side ; but there Avere feAV persons moving- in the 
streets, and I reached the Castle gates Avithout misadven- 
ture. Here Avas something of life ; a bustle of officers and 
soldiers passing in and out, of courtiers whose office inade 
their -presence necessary, of beggars Avho had flocked hither 
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in the night for compan3^ In the middle of these I recog- 
nised on a sudden and with great surprise Simon Fleix walk- 
ing mj liorse up and down. On seeing me he lianded it to 
a 1)03^5 and came up to speak to me with a red face, muttering 
that four legs were better than two. I did not sa}’ much to 
him, m3" heart being full and my thoughts occupied with 
the presence chamber and what I should say there ; but I 
nodded kindl3’' to him, and he fell in behind me as tlie sen- 
tries challenged me. I answered them that I sought SI. de 
Crillon, and so getting b3^3 fell into the rear of a party of 
three who seemed bent on the same errand as m3"self. 

One of these was a Jacobin monk, whose black and white 
robes, by reminding me of Father Antoine, sent a chill to 
m3’' heart. The second, whose 63-6 I avoided, I knew to bo 
M. la Guesle, the king^s Solicitor-General. The third was a 
stranger to me. Enabled by i\L la Guesle’s presence to pass 
the main guards without challenge, the party proceeded 
through a maze of passages and corridors, conversing to- 
gether in a low tone ; while I, keeping in their train with 
m3" face cunningl3’' muffled, got as far by this means as the 
ante-chamber, which I found almost erapt3’'. Here I inquired 
of tlie usher for i\I. de Crillon, and learned with the utmost 
consternation that he was not present. 

This blow, which almost stunned me, opened my eyes to 
the precarious nature of my position, which onl3^ the earl3' 
hour and small attendance rendered possible for a moment. 
At an3" minute I iniglit be recognised and questioned, or 1113" 
name be required; while the guarded doors of the chamber 
shut me off as effectuall3’' from the king’s face and grace as 
thongli I were in Paris, or a hundred leagues awa3". Endeav- 
ouring to the best of my pov/er to conceal the chairrin and 
alarm which possessed me as this conviction took hold of 
me, I walked to the window; and to hide my face more 
completel3" and at the same time gain a moment to collect 
1113" thouglits, affected to be engaged in looking through it. 

Xuthing which passed in tlie room, however, escaped me. 
I marked evciything and eveiyone, though all m3' tlionght 
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was Low I might get to the king. Tlie havber came oxit of 
the cliamber with a silver basin, and stood a moment, and 
went in again with an air of vast importance. The guards 
yawned, and an ohicer entered, looked round, and retired. 
i\l. la Guesle, who had gone in to the presence, came out 
again and stood near me talking with the Jacobin, whose 
pale nervous face and hasty movements reminded me some- 
how of Simon Flei.x. The monk held a letter or petition 
in his hand, and apj^eared to be getting it by heart, for his 
lips moved continuallj'. The light which fell on his face 
from the window showed it to be of a peculiar sweat}’’ pal- 
lor, and distorted besides. I’lut .su})posing him to be de- 
voted, like many of his kind, to an unwholesome life, I 
thought nothing of this ; though 1 liked him little, and 
would have shifted my place but for the convenience of his 
neighbourhood. 

Presently, while I was cudgelling my brains, a person 
came out and s])oko to La Gue.sle : Avho called in his turn 
to the monk, and started hastily towards the door. The 
Jacobin followed. The third person who had entered in 
their company had his attention directed elsewhere at the 
moment ; and though La Guesle called to him, took no heed. 
On the instant I grasped the situation. Taking my courage 
in my hands, I crossed the floor behind the monk ; who, hear- 
ing me, or feeling his robe come in contact with me, presently 
started and looked round suspiciously, his face wearing a 
scowl so black and ugly that I almost recoiled from him, 
dreaming for a moment that 1 saw before me the very spirit 
of Father Antoine. But as the man said nothing, and the 
next instant averted his gaze, 1 hardened my heart and 
pushed on behind him, and passing the usher, found myself 
as by magic in the presence which had seemed a while ago as 
unattainable by my wits as it was necessary to my safety. 

It was not this success alone, however, which caused my 
heart to beat more hopefully. The king was speaking as I 
entered, and the gay tones of his voice seemed to imomise 
a favourable reception. His Majesty sat half-dressed on a 
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stool at the farther end of the apurtmentj surrounded by five 
or six noblemeiij while as many attendants, among whom 
I hastened to mingle, waited near the door. 

La Guesle made as if he would advance, and then, seeing 
^ the king’s attention was not on him, held back. But in a 
moment the king saw him and called to him. ^Ha, Guesle !’ 
he said with good-temper, ‘ is it yor ? Is your friend with 
you ? ’ 

The Solicitor went forAvard Avith the monk at his elboAv, 
and I had leisure to remark the favourable change Avhich 
had taken place in the king, Avho spoke more strongly and 
seemed in better health than of old. His face looked less 
cadaA^erous under the paint, his form a trifle less emaciated. 
That Avhich struck me more than anything, hoAVCA^er, Avas 
the improvement in his spirits. His eyes sparkled from 
time to time, and he laughed continually, so that I could 
scarcely believe that he was the same man Avhom I had seen 
overwhelmed Avith despair and tortured by his conscience. 

Letting his attention slip from La Guesle, he began to 
bandy words Avith the nobleman AA"ho stood nearest to him ; 
looking up at him Avith a roguish eye, and making bets on 
the fall of Paris. 

' Morbleu ! ’ I heard him cry gailj", ^ I Avould give a thous- 
and pounds to see the Montpensier this morning! She may 
keep her third croAvn for herself. Or, Ave might put 

her in a convent. That AA'ould be a fine vengeance 1 ’ 

^ The A^eil for the tonsure,’ the nobleman said Avith a 
smirk. 

^ Wh}^ not ? She AA’ould have made a monk of me,’ 
the king rejoined s^la^tl3^ ^She must be read}" to hang 
herself Avith her garters tliis morning, if she is not dead of 
spite already. Or, stay, I had forgotten her golden scissors. 
Let her open a A"ein with them. Well, Avhat does your 
friend Avant, La Guesle ? ’ 

I did not hear the ansAver, but it Avas apparentl}' satis- 
factoiT, for in a minute all except the Jacobin fell back, 
leaving the monk standing before the king : Avho, stretching 
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out liis hand, took from him a letter. The Jacobin, trem- 
bling visibly, seemed scarcely able to support the honour 
done him, and the king, seeing tliis, said in a voice audible 
to all, ^ Stand up, man. You are welcome. I love a cowl 
as some love a lady’s hood. And liow, what is this ? ’ 

He read a part of the letter and rose. As he did so the 
monk leaned forward as though to receive the paper back 
again, and then so swiftly, so suddenly, with so unexpected 
a movement that no one stirred until all was over, struck 
the king in the' body Avith a knife ! As the blade flashed 
and Avas hidden, and His Majesty’- Avith a deep sob fell back on 
the stool, then, and not till then, I kncAv that I had missed 
a providential chance of earning pardon and protection. 
Tor had I only marked the Jacobin as Ave passed the door 
together, and read his evil face aright, a Avord, one Avord, 
had done for me more than the pleading of a score of 
Crillons ! 

Too late a dozen sprang forward to the king’s assistance ; 
but before they reached him he had himself draAAm the 
knife from the Avound and struck the assassin Avith it on 
the head. "While some, with cries of grief, ran to support 
Henry, from Avhose body the blood Avas already floAving fast, 
others seized and struck doA\m the Avretched monk. As 
they gathered round him I saAv him raise himself for a 
moment on his knees and look upAvard ; the iilood Avhich 
ran doAvn his face, no less than the mingled triumph and 
horror of his features, impressed the sight on my recollec- 
tion. The next instant three SAVords were plunged into his 
breast, and his writhing body, plucked up from the floor 
amid a transport of curses, was forced headlong through 
the casement and flung doAvn to make sport for tho- grooms 
and scullions Avho stood beloAv. ,v 

A scene of indescribable confusion folloAVed, some^crying 
that the king Avas dead, Avhile others called for a doctor, and 
some by name for Dortoman. I expected to see the doors 
closed and all Avithin secured, that if the man had confeder- 
ates they might be taken. But there was no one to give the 
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order. Instead, lnanJ^■^vllO had neither the e;ifi-ee nor any 
business in the ehaniber forced tlieir way in, and by their 
cries and pressure rendered the hub-bub and tumult a 
hundred times worse. In the midst of this, wliile I stood 
stunned and dumbfounded, any own risks and concerns 
forgotten, I felt my sleeve furiously plucked, and, looking 
round, found Simon at my elbow. The lad’s face was 
crimson, his eyes seemed starting, from his head. 

‘ Come,’ he' muttered, seizing my arm. ‘ Come ! ’ And 
without further ceremony or explanation he dragged me 
towards the door, while his face and manner evinced as much 
heat and impatience as if he had been himself the assassin. 
‘Come, there is not a moment to be lost,’ he panted, continu- 
ing his exertions without the least intermission. 

‘ Whither ? ’ I said, in amazement, as I reluctantly per- 
mitted him to force me along the passage and through the 
gaping crowd on the stairs. ‘ Whither, man ? ’ 

‘ Mount and ride ! ’ was the answer he hissed in my ear. 
‘ Ride for your life to the King of Kavarre — to the King of 
France it may be ! Ride as you have never ridden before, 
and tell him the news, and bid him look to himself! Be 
the first, and. Heaven helping us, Turenne may do his 
Avorst ! ’ 

I felt every nerve in my body tingle as I awoke to his 
meaning. Without a Avord I left his arm, and flung myself 
into the croAA'd Avhieh filled the loAver passage to suffocation. 
As I struggled fiercelj’- Avith them Simon aided me b}- crying 
‘ A doctor ! a doctor I make AA'ay there ! ’ and this induced 
many to give place to me under the idea that I Avas an 
accredited messenger. Eventually I succeeded in forcing 
my AA'ay through and reaching the courtyard; being, as it 
turned out, the first person to issue from the Chateau. A 
dozen people sprang tOAvards me Avith anxious eyes and ques- 
tions on their lips, but I ran past them and, catching the 
Cid, Avhich Avas fortunately at hand, by the rein, bounded 
into the saddle. 

As I turned the horse to the gate I heard Simon eiy alter 

z 
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me, ' The Scholars’ Meadow ! Go that way ! ’ and then I 
heard no moi'e. I was ont of the yard and galloping bare- 
headed down the pitched street, while women snatched their 
infants up and ran aside, and men came startled to the 
doors, crying that the League was upon us. As the good 
horse flung up his head and bounded forward, hurling the 
gravel behind him with hoofs which slid and clattered on 
the pavement, as the wind began to whistle by me, and I 
seized -the reins in a shorter grip, I felt my heart bound with 
exultation. I experienced such a blessed relief and elation 
as the prisoner long fettered and confined feels when restored 
to the air of heaven. 

Down one street and through a narrow lane we thundered, 
until a broken gateway stopped with fascines — through 
which the Cid blundered and stumbled — brought us at a 
bound into the Scholars’ ]\readow just as the tardy sun broke 
through the clouds and flooded the low, wide plain with 
brightness. Half a league in front of us the towers of 
Meudou rose to view on a hill. In the distance, to the left, 
lay the walls of Paris, and nearer, on the same side, a dozen 
forts and batteries ; while here and there, in that quarter, a 
shining clump of spears or a dense mass of infantry betrayed 
the enemy’s presence. 

I heeded none of these things, however, nor anything 
except the towers of Meudon, setting the Gid’s head straight 
for these and riding on at the top of his speed. Swiftly 
ditch and dyke came into view before us and flashed away 
beneath us. Men lying in pits rose up and aimed at us ; or 
ran with cries to intercept us. A cannon-shot fired from 
the fort by Issy tore up the earth to one side ; a knot of 
lancers sped from the shelter of an earthwork in Ahe same 
quarter, and raced us for half a mile, with frantic ^shouts 
' and threats of vengeance. But all such efforts were vanity. 
The Cid, fired by this sudden call upon his speed, and feeling 
himself loosed— rarest of events — to do his best, shook the 
foam from his bit, and opening his blood-red nostrils to 
the wind, crouched lower and lower j until his long neck. 
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stretched out before liiiUj seemed, as the sward swept by, 
like the point of an arrow speeding resistless to its aim. 

God knows, as the air rushed by me and the sun shone in 
my face, I cried aloud like a boy, and though T sat still and 
> stirred neither hand nor foot, lest I should break the good 
Sard’s stride, I prayed wildly that the horse which I had 
groomed with my own hands and fed with my last crown 
might hold on unfaltering to the end. For I dreamed that 
the fate of a-nation rode in my saddle; and mindful alike 
of Simon’s words, ^Bid him look to himself,’ and of my own 
notion that the League would not be so foolish as to remove 
one enemy to exalt another, I thought nothing more likely 
than that, with all my fury, I should arrive too late, ami 
find the King of Kavarre as I had left the King of France. 

In this strenuous haste I covered a mile as a mile has 
seldom been covered before ; and I was growing under the 
influence of the breeze which whipped m}^ temples some- 
what more cool and hopeful, when I saw on a sudden right 
before me, and between me and Meudon, a handful of men 
engaged in a There were red and white jackets in 

it — Leaguers and Huguenots — and the red coats seemed to 
be having the worst of it. Still, Avhile I watched, they 
came oil in order, and unfortunately in such a way and at 
such a speed that I saw they must meet me face to face 
whether I tried to avoid the encounter or not. I liad 
barelj^ time to take in the danger and its nearness, and 
discern bej'ond both parties the main-guard of the Hugue- 
nots, enlivened by a score of pennons, when the Leaguers 
were upon me. 

I suppose they knew that no friend would ride for i\reu- 
don -at that pace, for tho}^ dashed at iiie six abreast witli a 
shout of triumph ; and before I could count a score we met. 
The Cid was still running strongl}’, and 1 had not tliought 
to stay liim, so that I l)ad no time to use my pistols. My 
sword I had out, but the sun dazzled me and the men wore 
corslets, and I made but poor pla}' with it; though 1 
struck out savagely, as we crashed together, in m 3 " rage at 
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tliis sudden crossing of my hopes wlien all seemed done and 
gained. The Cid faced them bravely — I heard the distant 
huzza of the Huguenots — and I put aside one point which 
threatened mj- throat. But the sun was in my eyes and 
something struck me on the head. Another second, and a 
bloAV in the breast forced me fairly from the saddle. Grip- 
ping furiously at the air I went down, stunned and dizz}’-, 
my last thought as I struck the ground being of mademoi- 
selle, and the little brook with the stepping-stones. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

‘l13 ROr EST wort! ’ 

It was M. d’Agen’s breastpiece saved mj* life by ward- 
ing off the point of the varlet’s sword, so that the worst 
injury I got was the loss of m}' breath for five minutes, 
with a swimming in the head and a kind of S3aicope. 
These being past, I found mj’self on my back on the ground, 
with a man’s knee on my breast and a dozen horsemen 
standing round me. The sky reeled dizzily before my e3ms 
and the men’s figures loomed gigantic; yet* I had sense 
enough to know what had happened to me, and that matters 
might well be worse. 

Resigning m3'self to the prospect of captivity, I prepared 
to ask for quarter; which I did not doubt I should receive, 
since they had taken me in an open skirmish, and honestl3’', 
and in the daylight. But the man whose knee already 
•.incommoded me sulficiently, seeing me about to,..sj)eak, 
squeezed me on a sudden so fiercely, bidding me at the 
same time in a gruff whisper be silent, that I thought 1 
could not do better than obey. 

Accordingl3 : 1 lay still, and as in a dream, for my brain 
was still clouded, heard someone say, ‘Dead! Is he? I 
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hoped we had come in time. TVell, he deserved a better 
late. Who is he, Eosny? ^ 

‘Do yoxi laiow him, Maignan?’ said a voice which 
sounded strangely familiar* 

The man who luielt upon me answered, ‘I^o, my lord. 
He is a stranger to me. He has the look of a Norman.’ 

‘Like enough!^ replied a high-pitched voice I liad not 
heard before. ‘For he rode a good horse. Give me a hun- 
dred like it, and a hundred men to ride as straight, and I 
would not envy the King of France.’ 

‘iMuch less his poor cousin of Navarre,’ the first speaker 
rejoined in a laughing tone, ‘without a whole shirt to his 
back or a doublet that is decently new. Come, Turenne, 
acknowledge that you are not so badly off after all ! ’ 

At that word the cloud which had darkened my faculties 
swept on a sudden aside* I saw that the men into whose 
hands I had fallen wore white favours, their leader a white 
plume; and comprehended without more that the King of 
Navarre had come to my rescixe, and beaten off tlie Leaguers 
who had dismounted me. At the same moment the remem- 
brance of all that had gone before, and especially of the 
scene I had witnessed in the king’s chamber, rushed upon 
my mind with such overwhelming force that I fell into a 
fury of impatience at the thought of the time I had wasted; 
and rising up suddenty I threw off jMaignan with all my 
force, crying out that I xvas alive — that I was alive, and 
had news. 

The equeriy did his best to restrain me, cursing me under 
his breath for a fool, and almost squeezing the life out of 
me. But in vain, for the King of Navarre, riding nearer, 
saw me struggling. ‘Hallo! hallo! ‘ ’tis a strange dead 
man,’ ho cried, interposing. ‘What is the meaning of this? 
Let him go! Do you hear, sirrah? Let him go! ’ 

The equeriy obej-ed and stood back sullenlx’', and I stag- 
gered to my feet, and looked round with ayi^s winch still 
swam and watered. On the instant a ciy of recognition 
greeted me, with a hundred exclamations of astonishment. 
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While 1 heard iiiy name uttered on every side in a dozen 
different tones, I i-einarked that M. de llosny, upon \sdioni 
my eyes first fell, alone stood silent, regarding me 
with a face of sorrowful surprise. 

‘By heavens, sir, I knew nothing of this!’ I heard the 
King of Navarre declare, addressing himself to the 
Vicointe de Turenne. ‘The man is here hy no connivance 
of mine. Interrogate him yourself, if you will. Or I will. 
Speak,' sir, ’ he continued, turning to me Avith his counte- 
nance hard and forbidding. ‘You heard me yesterday, 
what I promised you? Why, in God’s name, are you here 
to-daj' ? ’ 

I tried to ansAver, but Maignan had so handled me that I 
had not breath enough, and stood panting. 

‘Your Highness’s clemenc}' in this matter,’ M. de Tu- 
renne said, Avith a sneer, ‘has been so great he trusted to its 
continuance. And doubtless he thought to find you alone. 
I fear I am in the Avay. ’ 

I kneAV him by his figure and his grand air, AA'hich in any 
other company AVould have marked him for master; and 
forgetting the impatience Avbich a moment before had 
consumed me — doubtless I Avas still light-headed — I an- 
SAvered him. ‘Yet I had once the promise of your lord- 
ship’s protection,’ I gasped. 

‘My protection sir?’ he exclaimed, his eyes gleaming 
angrily. 

‘Even so, ’ I ansAvered. ‘At the inn at EtamjAes, AA^here M. 
de Crillon Avould have fought me.’ 

He Avas visiblj’’ taken aback. ‘ Are you that man ? ’ he cried. 

‘I am. But I am not here to p)rate of myself,’ I replied. 
And Avith that — ^the remembrance of my neglected errand 
•Mashing on me again — I staggered to the King of Navarre’s 
side, and, falling on my knees, seized his stirrup, ‘Sire, 
I bring you neAvs ! great neAvs 1 dreadful neAVS ! ’ I cried, 
clinging to it. ‘His Majesty Avas but a quarter of an hour 
ago stabbed in the body in his chamber by a villain monk. 
Arid is dying, or, it may be, dead,’ 
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‘Dead? The King! ’ Tiirenne cried with an oath. ‘Im- 
possible! ^ 

Vaguely I heard others cryingj some this^ some that, as 
surprise and consternation, or anger, or incredulitj^ moved 
tlieni. But I did not answer them, for Henry, remaining 
silent, held me spellbound and awed by the marvellous 
change which I saw fall on his face. His e3’es became 
on a sudden suffused with blood, and seemed to retreat 
under his heavy brows; his cheeks turned of a brick-red 
colour; his lialf-open lips showed his teeth gleaming through 
his beard; while his great nose, Avhich seemed to curve and 
curve until it well-nigh met his chin, gave to his mobile 
countenance an aspect as strange as it was terrifying. 
Withal he uttered for a time no word, though I saw his 
liand grip the riding-whip he held in a con\nilsive grasp, 
as though his thought were ‘^Tis mine! Mine! Wrest it 
away who dares ! ^ 

‘Bethink jow, sir,^ he said at last, fixing his piercing C3’es 
on me, and speaking in a harsh, low tone, like the growling of 
a great dog, ‘this is no jesting-time. Xor will 3"ou save 3’our 
skin by a ruse. Tell me, on 3'our peril, is this a trick? ^ 

‘Heaven forbid, sire! ^ I answered with passion. ‘I was 
in the chamber, and saw it with 1113’* own e3^es. I mounted 
on the instant, and rode hither 1)3^ the shortest route to 
warn 3'our Highness to look to 3’onrself. j\Ionks are man3', 
and the Hofy Union is not apt to stop half-wa3".^ 

I saw he believed me, for his face relaxed. His breath 
seemed to come and go again, and for the tentli jiart of a 
vSecond his e3'es sought ]\r. de Eosn3’’s. Then he looked at 
me again. ‘I thank 3"ou, sir,^ he said, bowing gravefy and 
courteousfy, ‘for 3"our care for me — ^not for 3"our tidings, 
which are of the sorriest. God grant 1113' good cousin and 
king ma}’ be hurt onfy. Kow tell ns exaetfy — for tlieso 
gmitlemen are eqnalfy interested with m3’self — had a sur- 
geon seen him? * 

T rejdied in the negative, hut added that the wound was 
in the groin, and bl(*d much. 
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‘You said a few minutes ago, “dying or alread}* dead! ” ’ 
tlie King of Xiivarre rejoined. ‘Why? ’ 

‘His Majesty’s face was sunken,’ I stammered. 

He nodded. ‘You maybe mistaken,’ be said. ‘I pray 
that you are. But here comes Bforuay. He may know 
more.’ 

In a moment I was abandoned, even b}-- jM. de Turenne, 
so great was tlie anxiety wliicb possessed all to learn the 
truth. ’ j\raignan alone, under pretenee of adjusting a stir- 
rup, remained beside me, and entreated me in a low voice 
to begone. ‘Take this horse, hi. de iMarsac, if you will,’ 
he urged, ‘and ride back the wa}' jow came. You have 
done what jmu came to do. Go back, and be thankful. ’ 

‘Chut! ’ I said, ‘there is no danger.’ 

‘You will see,’ he replied darkl}', ‘if you stay here. 
Come, come, take ni}’- advice and the horse,’ he persisted, 
‘and begone! Believe me, it will be for the best.’ 

I laughed oiitright at his earnestness and bis face of per- 
plexit}’-. ‘I see j^ou have IM. de Eosnj-’s orders to get rid 
of me,’ I said. ‘But I am not going, my friend. He must 
find some other way oxit of his embarrassment, for here I 
stay.’ 

‘Well, 3’'Our blood be on your own head,’ Maignan re- 
torted, swinging himself into the saddle with a gloom}'- face. 

‘I have done my best to save you! ’ ' 

‘And your master!’ I answered, laughing. 

For flight was the last thing I had in my mind. I had 
ridden this ride with, a clear perception that the one thing I 
needed was a footing at Court. By the special kindness of 
Providence I had now gained this; and I was not the man to 
resign it because it proved to be scant}'- and periloi's. It was 
.something that I had spoken to the great Yicomte face to 
face and not been consumed, that I had given him look for 
look and still survived, that I had put in practice Cri lion’s 
lessons and come to no harm. 

Kor was this all. I had never in the worst times blamed • 
the-King of Navarre for his denial of me. I had been fool- 
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isli, indeed, seeing that it was in the bargain, liad T done 
so; nor had I ever doubted his good-will or his readiness to 
reward me should occasion arise. Now, I flattered myself, 
I had given him that which he needed, and had hitherto 
lacked — an excuse, I mean, for interference in my behalf. 

Whether I was right or wrong in this notion I was soon 
to learn, for at this moment Henry’s cavalcade, which had 
left me a hundred paces behind, came to a stop, and while 
some of the number waved to me to come on, one spm-red 
back to summon me to the king, I hastened to obe}' the 
order as fast as I could, but I saw on approaching that 
though all was at a standstill till I came up, neither the 
King of Havarre nor M. de Turenne was thinking princi- 
pally of me. Every face, from Henry’s to that of his least 
important courtier, wore an air of grave preoccupation; 
■which I had no difficulty in ascribing to the doubt present 
in every mind, and outweighing every interest, whether the 
King of France w'as dead, or dying, or rnerelj'- wounded. 

‘Quick, sir!’ Henry said with irrrpatience, as sooir as I 
came •\vithiir hearing. ‘Do not detain me with yorrr affairs 
longer than is necessary. H. de Trrrenne presses mo to 
carry into effect the order I gave yesterdaj'. But as j-orr 
have placed yourself iir jeopardy orr m3>- account I feel that 
something is due to yon. You will be good enough, there- 
fore, to preseirt yourself at orrce at jM. la Varenne’s lodg- 
ing, aird give me your parole to remairr there without 
stirring abroad uirtil j'our affair is concluded.’ 

Aware that I owed this respite, which at once secured 
rrrj' present safety arrd promised well for the future, to the 
great eveirt that, even iir hf. de Turenne ’s mind, liad over- 
shadowed all others, I bowed iir silence. Henry, however, 
Avas not content rvith this. ‘Come, sir,’ he said sharph'. 
and with every appearance of anger, ‘do you agree to that? ’ 

I replied humbly that I thanked him for liis clemencj'. 

‘There is no need of thanks,’ he replied coldly. ‘Tfliat I 
have done is without prejudice to jM. de Turenne’s com- 
plaint. He must have ju.stice.’ 
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I bowed again, and in a moment the troop Avere gone at 
a, gallop tOAvards Meudon, AAdience, as I aftei-Avards learned, 
the King of KaA’-arre, attended by a select body of five-and- 
tAA’-enty horsemen, AAmaring prhmte arms, rode on at full 
speed to St. Cloud to present himself at His i\rajesty’s bed- 
side. A groom AAdio had caught the Cid, Avhich had escaped 
into the toAAui AAdth no other injury than a slight Avound in 
the shoulder, by-and-by met me AAdth the horse; and in this 
Avay 1 was enabled to render mj^self A\dth some decency at 
Varenne’s lodging, a small house at the foot of the hill, 
not far from the Castle-gate. 

Here I found myself under no greater constraint than 
that Ayhieh my OAvn parole laid upon me; and. my room 
haAdng the conAmnieney of a Avindow looking upon the pub- 
lic street, I aa^s enabled from hour to hour to comiArehend 
and enter into the various alarms and surprises Avhich made 
that day remarkable. The manifold reports AAdiich fleAV 
from mouth to mouth on the occasion, as Avell as the over- 
mastering excitement Avhieh seized all, are so Avell remem- 
bered, hoAvever, that I forbear to dAvell upon them, though 
they served to distract my mind from my own position. 
Suffice it that at one moment Ave heard that His Majesty 
Avas dead, at another that the Avound Avas skin deep, and 
again that Ave might expect him at Meudon before sunset. 
The rumour that the Duchess de Montpensief had taken 
poison Avas no sooner believed than Ave Avere asked to listen 
to the guns of Paris firing feiix de joie in honour of the 
King’s death. 

The streets Avere so closely packed Avith persons telling 
and hearing these tales that I seemed from my AvindoAV to 
be looking on a fair. Kor Avas all my amusement Avithout- 
doors ; for a number of the gentlemen of the Court, hearing 
that I had been at St. Cloud in the morning, anddn the 
very chamber, a thing AAdiich made me for the moment the 
most desirable companion in the Avorld, remembered on a 
sudden that they had a slight acquaintance Avith me, and 
honoured me by calling upon me and sitting a great part of 
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fciie (lay with me. From which circumstance 1 coiircss 1 
derived as much hope as the}' diversion; knowinj,' that 
courtiers arc the best weather-prophets in the world, wlio 
hate nothing so much as to be discovered in the eompany 
of those on whom the sun does not shine. 

Tlie return of the King of Kavarre, which happened about 
the middle of the afternoon, while it dissipated the fears of 
some and dashed the hopes of others, put an end to tliis 
state of uncertainty by confirming, to the surprise of many, 
that His Idajesty was in no danger. We learned with 
varying emotions that the first appearances, which had de- 
ceived, not myself only, -but experienced leeches, had been 
themselves belied by subsequent conditions; and that, in a 
word, Paris had as much to fear, and loyal men as much to 
hope, as before this wicked and audacious attempt. 

I had no more than stomached this surprising informa- 
tion, which was less welcome to me, I confess, than it 
should have been, when the arrival of M. d’Agen, who 
greeted me with the affection which he never failed to show 
me, distracted my thoughts for a time. Immediately on 
learning where I was and the strange adventures which had 
befallen me he had ridden off; stopping only once, when 
lie had nearly reached me, for tlie imrpose of waiting on 
iMadame de Bruhl. I asked liim how .she had received liim. 

‘Like herself,’ he replied with an ingenuous blusli. 
‘iMore kindly than I had a right to expect, if not as warmly 
as I had the courage to hope.’ 

‘That will come with time,’ I said, laughing. ‘And 
jMademoiselle de la Vire? ’ 

‘I did not see her,’ he answered, ‘but I heard she was 
well. And a hundred fathoms deeper in love,’ he added, 
eyeing me roguishl}', ‘than when I saw lier last.’ 

It was my turn to colour now, and I did so, feeling all 
the pleasure and delight sueli a statement was calculated 
to afford me. Picturing mademoiselle as I had seen lier 
last, loaning from her horse with love written so plainly 
on her wecjiing face that all who ran might road, I sank 
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into so delicious a reverie that M. la Varenne, entering 
suddenly, surprised ns both before another word passed on 
either side. 

His look and tone were as abrupt as it was in his nature, 
which was soft and compliant,- to make them. ‘M. de 
Marsac,’ he said, H am sorry to j)T-it any constraint upon 
you, but I am directed to forbid you to your friends.. And 
I must request this gentleman to withdraw. ’ 

‘But all day my friends have come in and out,’ I said 
with surprise. ‘Is this a new order? ’ 

‘A written order, which reached me no farther back than 
two minutes ago, Mae answered plainly. ‘I am also directed 
to remove you to a room at the back of the house, that you 
may not overlook the street.’ 

‘But my parole was taken,’ I cried, with a natural feel- 
ing of indignation. 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘I am sorry to say that I have 
nothing to do with that,’ he answered. ‘I can only obey 
orders. I must ask this gentleman, therefore, to withdraav.’ 

Of course M. d’Agen had no option but to leave me; 
which he did, I could see, notwithstanding his easy and 
confident expressions, with a good deal of mistrust and 
apprehension. When he was gone. La Varenne lost no 
time in- carrying out the remainder of his orders. As a 
consequence I found myself confined to a small and gloomy 
apartment which looked, at a distance of three paces, upon 
the smooth face of the rock on which the Castle stood. This 
change, from a window which commanded all the life of 
the town,- and intercepted every breath of popular fancy, to 
a closet whither no sounds i^enetrated, and where the veiy 
transition from noon to evening scarcely made itself 'known, 
could not fail to depress my spirits sensibly ; the mqre as 
I took it to be significant of a change in my fortunes fully 
as grave. Beflecting that I must now appear to the King of 
Kavarre in the light of a bearer of false tidings, I associated 
the order to confine me more closely with his return from 
St. Cloud; and comprehending that M. de Turenne was once 
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more at liberty to attend to mj affairs, I began to look 
about me with forebodings which were none the less pain- 
ful because the parole I had given debarred me from any 
attempt to escape. 

Sleep and habit enabled me, nevertheless, to pass the 
night in comfort. Very early in the }norning a great firing 
of guns, which made itself heard even in my quarters, led 
me to suppose that Paris had surrendered; but the servant 
who brought 'me my breakfast declined in a surly fashion 
to give me any information. In the end, I spent the whole 
day alone, my thoughts divided between my mistress and 
my own prospects, Avhich seemed to grow more and more 
gloomy as the hours succeeded one another. Iso one came 
near me, no step broke the silence of the house; and for a 
while I thought my guardians had forgotten even that I 
needed food. This omission, it is true, was made good 
about sunset, but still M. la Varenne did not appear, the 
servant seemed to be dumb, and I heard no sounds in the 
house. 

I had finished ray meal an hour or more, and the room 
was growing dark, when the silence svas at last broken by 
quick steps passing along the entrance. They paused, and 
seemed to hesitate at the foot of the stairs, but the next 
moment they came on again, and stopped at my door. I 
rose from ra}' seat on hearing the key turned in the lock, 
and my astonishment may be conceived when I saw no 
other than hi. de Turenne enter, and close the door behind 
him. 

He saluted me in a haughtj’’ manner as he advanced to 
the table, raising his cap for an instant and then replacing 
it." Tliis done he stood looking at me, and I at him, in a 
silence which on my side was the result of pure astonish- 
ment; on his, of contempt and a kind of wonder. The 
evening light, which Avas fast failing, lent a sombre AA'hite- 
no.ss to his face, causing it to stand out from the shadoAA'-s 
behind him in a AA-a3' Avhich Avas not Avithout its influence 
on me. 



39S 


A GENTLEMAN OE EEANCE 


‘Well!’ he said at last, speaking slowly and with un- 
hnaginahle insolence, ‘ I am here to look at you ! ’ 

I felt my anger rise, and gave him back look for look. 
‘At your will,’ I said, shrugging my shoulders. 

‘And to solve a question,’ he continued in the same tone. 
‘To learn whether the man who was mad enough to insult 
and defy me was the old penniless dullard some called him, 
or the dare-devil others painted him.’ 

‘ Yoii are satisfied now? ’ I said. 

He ej'cd me for a moment closely; tlien with sudden 
heat he cried, ‘Curse me if I am! Hor whether I have to 
do with a man ver}’" deep or very shallow, a fool or a 
knave ! ’ 

‘Yoii may say what you please to a prisoner,’ I retorted 
coldly. 

‘ Turennc commonly does — ^to whom he pleases!’ he an- 
swered. The next moment he made me start bj’- saying, as 
he dreAV out a comfit-box and opened it, ‘I am just from 
the little fool you have bewitched. If she were in my 
power I would have her Avhipped and put on bread and 
water till she came to her senses. As she is not, I must 
take another way. Have you any idea, may I ask, ’ he con- 
tinued in his cynical tone, ‘what is going to become of you, 
M. de Marsac?’ 

I replied, my heart inexpressibly lightened’ by what he 
had said of mademoiselle, that I placed the fullest confi- 
dence in the justice of the King of Kavarre. 

He repeated the name in a tone I did not understand. 

‘Yes, sir, the King of Kavarre,’ I answered firmly. 

‘Well, I daresay you have good reason to do so,’ he re- 
joined with a sneer. ‘Unless I am mistaken hcHaiew a 
little more of this affair than he acknowledges.’ 

■ ‘Indeed? The King of Kavarre? ’ I said, staring stolidly 
at him. 

‘Yes, indeed, indeed, the King of Kavarre! ’ he retorted, 
mimicking me, with a nearer approach to anger than I had 
yet witnessed in him. ‘But let him be a moment, sirrah I ’ 
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lie continued, ‘and do you listen to me. Or first look at 
tliat. Seeing is believing.’ 

He drew out as he sjioke a paiier, or, to speak more 
correctly, a parchment, which lie thrust with a kind of 
savage scorn into hand. Eepressing for the moment 
the surprise I felt, I took it to the window, and reading it 
with difficult}^, found it to be a roj-al j)^ttent drawn, as far 
as I could judge, in due form, and appointing some person 
unknown — for the name was left blank — to the post of 
Lieutenant-Governor of the Armagnac, with a salar}" of 
twelve thousand livres a year! 

‘Well, sir? ’ he said impatiently. 

‘ Well? ’ I answered mechanically. For my brain reeled; 
the exhibition of such a paper in such a way raised ex- 
traordinary thoughts in my mind. 

‘Can you read it? ’ he asked. 

‘Certainly,’ I answered, telling myself that he would 
fain play a trick on me. 

‘Very well,’ he replied, ‘then listen. I am going to con- 
descend; to make you an offer, 3 \r. de Marsac. I will pro- 
cure yo\i j^our freedom, and fill up the blank, which j^ou 
see there, with your name — upon one condition,’ 

I stared at him with all the astonishment it was natural 
for me to feel in the face of such a prox^osition. ‘You will 
confer this oiiice on me?’ I muttered incredulouslj'. 

‘The king having jdaced it at disposal,’ he answered, 
‘I will. But first let me remind you,’ he went on proudly, 
‘that the affair has another side. On the one hand I offer 
you such em2>lo3nnent, j\r. de Marsac, as should satisfy your 
highest ambition. . On the other, I warn you tliat my 
imwer to avenge mj^self is no less to-day than it was yester- 
day; and that if I condescend to buy j^ou, it is because that 
course commends itself to me for reasons, not because it is 
the onfy one oi^en.’ 

I bowed. ‘The condition, ]M. le Vicomte?’ I said 
huskify, beginning to understand him. 

‘That you give xip all claim and suit to the hand of my 
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kinswoman,’ lie answered lightly, ‘That is all. It is a 
simple and easy condition.’ 

I looked at him in renewed astonishment, in wonder, in 
stnpefaction ; asking mj'self a hundred questions. Why 
did he stoop to bargain, who could command? Why did 
he condescend to treat, who held me at his mercy? Why 
did he gravely discuss mj aspirations, to whom they must 
seem the rankest presumption? Why? — but I could not 
follow'it. I stood looking at him in silence 5 in perplexity 
as great as if he had offered me the Crown of France; in 
amazement and doubt and suspicion that knew no bounds, 

‘Well!’ he said at last, misreading the emotion which 
appeared in my face. ‘You consent, sir? ’ 

‘In ever! ’ I answered firmly. 

He started. ‘I think I cannot have heard 3’’0u aright,’ he 
said, speaking slowlj’- and almost courteously. ‘I offer you 
a great place and my iiatronage, M. de Marsac. Do I un- 
derstand that you prefer a prison and my enmity? ’ 

‘On those conditions,’ I answered. 

‘Think, think! ’ he said harshly. 

‘I have thought,’ I answered. 

‘Ay, but have you thought where you are? ’ he retorted. 
‘Have you thought how many obstacles lie between you and 
this little fool? How many joersons you must win over, 
how many friends you must gain? Have you thought what 
it will be to have me against you in this, or which of us is 
more likely to win in the end? ’ 

‘I have thought,’ I rejoined. 

But my voice shook, my lips were dry. The room had 
grown dark. The rock outside, intercepting the light, 
gave it already the air of a dungeon. Though I did not 
.dream of yielding to him, though I even felt that jp this 
interview he had descended to mj^ level, and I had -.had the 
better of him, I felt my heart sink. For I remembered how 
men immured in prisons drag out their lives always petition- 
ing, always forgotten; how wearily the days go, that to 
free men are bright with hope and ambition. And I saw in 
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cl flcisli ivliat it ivottlcl be to remain liere, or in some such 
jilace; never to cross horse agjiin, or brccatlie tlie free air of 
lieaven, never to hear the clink of sword against stirrup; or 
tlie rich tones of M. d’Agen’s voice calling for Ins friend: 

I expected INf. de Tnrenne to go when I had made my an- 
swer, or else to fall into such a I'cage as opposition is apt to 
cause in those who seldom encounter it. To my surprise, 
liowever, he restivained himself. ‘Come,’ he said, with pa- 
tience which, fairly astonished me, and so much tlie more as 
ch.agriu was clearly marked in his voice, ‘I know where you 
put your trust. You think the King of Kavcarre will pro- 
tect you. Well, I pledge you the honour of Turenne that 
ho -will not; that the King of Kavarre will do nothing to 
save you. Kow, what do you saj*? ’ 

‘As I said before,’ I answered doggedly. 

He took up the parchment from the table with a grim 
laugh. ‘So much the worse for you then ! ’ he said, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. ‘So much the Avorse for you ! I took 
you for a rogue! It seems you are a fool! ’ 


CHAPTEK XXXYI. 

‘aUVE LE ROl!’ 

He took his leave Avith those AA'ords. But his departure, 
which I should haA'e hailed a fe-Av minutes before Avith joy, 
as a relief from embarrassment jind humiliation, found' me 
indifferent. The statement to Avhich lie had solemnlj- 
pledged liimself in regiird to the King of Kavarre, that T 
could expect no further help from him, had prostrated me: 
dashing my hopes and spirits so completely that I remained 
rooted to the spot long after his step had ceased to sound 
on the stairs. If AA-h.at he said Avas true, in tlie gloom 
Avhich darkened alike mj- room and my prospects I could 
descry no glimmer of light. I knew His Hajesty’s weak- 
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ness and vacillation too well to repose any confidence in 
liim; if the King of Kavarre also abandoned me, I was 
indeed without hope, as without resource. 

I had stood some time with my mind painfully employed 
upon this problem, which my Imowledge of M, de Tureniie’s 
strict honour in private matters did not allow ane to dismiss 
lightly, Avhen I heard another step on the stairs, and in a 
moment M. la Varenne opened the door. Finding me in 
the dark he muttered an apology for the remissness of the 
servants; Avhich I accepted, seeing nothing else for it, in 
good part. 

‘We haAm been at sixes-and-seveus all day, and you have 
been forgotten,’ he continued. ‘But you AAdll liaA’^e no rea- 
son to complain noAV. I am ordered to conduct you to His 
Majesty Avithout delay.’ 

‘To St. Cloud! ’ I exclaimed, greatly astonished. 

‘Ko, the king of France is here,’ he ansAvered. 

‘At Men don? ’ 

‘To be sure. Why not? ’ 

I expressed my Avonder at his Majesty’s rapid recovery. 

‘Pooh! ’ he ansAvered roughly. ‘He is as well as he ever 
was. I Avill leave you my light. Be good enough to de- 
scend as soon as you are ready, for it is ill Avork keeping 
kings Avaiting. Oh! and I had forgotten one thing,’ he 
continued, returning when he had already' reached the 
door. ‘My orders are to see that you do not hold eoiiA’-erse 
Avith anyone until you haA'-e seen the king, M. de Marsac. 
You Avill kindly remember this if Ave are kept Avaiting in 
the antechamber.’ 

‘Am I to be transported to — other custody? ’ I asked, my 
mind full of apprehension. ‘ 

> He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Possibly,’ he replied. ‘I 
do not know. ’ = 

Of course there Avas nothing for it but to murmur that I 
Avas at the king’s disposition; after Avhich La Varenne 
retired, leaving me to put the best face on the matter I 
could. Katurally I augured anything but Avell of an inter- 
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view weiglited with such a condition; and this contribvited 
still further to depress iny spirits, already lowered by the 
long solitude in which I had passed the day. Fearing 
nothing, however, so much as suspense, I hastened to do 
what I could to repair mj'- costume, and tlieii descended to 
the foot of the stairs, wdiere I found my custodian aAvait- 
ing me with a couple of servants, of wliom one Imre 
a link. 

We went oiit side by side, and having barely a hundred 
yards to go, seemed in a moment to be passing througli the 
gate of the Castle. I noticed that the entrance was very 
strongly guarded, but an instant’s reflection served to re- 
mind me that this was not surprising after what had hap- 
pened at St. Cloud. I remarked to M. la Varenne as we 
crossed the courtyard that I supposed Paris liad surren- 
dered; but he replied in the negative so curtlj-, and with so 
little consideration, that I forebore to ask any other (lues- 
tions; and the Chateau being small, we foixnd ourselves 
almost at once in a long, narrow corridor, wliich appeared 
to seiwe as the antechamber. 

It was brilliantlj'- lighted and cro-wded from end to end, 
and almost from wall to wall, with a mob of courtiers; 
whose silence, no less than their keen and anxious looks, 
took me by surprise. Here and there two or three, who 
had seized upon the embrasure of a window, talked to- 
gether in a low tone; or a couple, who thought themselves 
sufiiciently important to pace the narrow passage between 
the Avaiting lines, conversed in Avhispers as they Avallced. 
But CAmn these were SAvift to take alarm, and continually 
looked askance; AA'hile the general company stood at gaze, 
starting and looking Aip eagerl}' AvhencA'er the door SAVung 
open or a neAvcomer Avas announced. The strange silence 
AA-hich lucA-ailed reminded me of nothing so much as of tlie 
Court at Blois on the night ol the Duke of l^ferccijur's de- 
sertion ; but that stillness had brooded OA'cr empty chambers, 
this gave a peculiar air of strangeness to a room thronged 
in every part. 
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M. la Yarenne, who was received by those about the 
door Avith silent politeness, dreAV me into the recess of a 
window ; Avhence I Avas able to remark, among other things, 
that the Huguenots present almost outnumbered the king’s 
immediate folloAving. Still, among those Avho were walk- 
ing up and doAvn, I noticed M. de Eambouillet, to Avhom at 
another time I should have hastened to pay my respects; 
with Marshal d’Aumont, Sancy, and Humiferes. Hor had 
I more than noted the presence of these before the door of 
the chamber opened and added to their number Marshal 
Biron, Avho came out leaning on the arm of Crillon. The 
sight of these old enemies in combination Avas sufficient of 
itself to apprise me that some serious crisis was at hand; 
particularly as their progress through the croAvdAvas Avatched, 
I observed, by a hundred curious and attentive eyes. 

They disappeared at last through the outer door, and the 
assemblage turned as with one accord to see Avho came 
next. But nearly half an hour elapsed before the Chamber 
door, AAdiich all Avatched so studiously, again opened. This 
time it was to give passage to my late visitor, Turenne, 
who came out smiling, and leaning, to my great surprise, 
on the arm of M. de Eosny. 

As the tAvo walked down the room, greeting here and 
there an obsequious friend, and followed in their progress 
by all eyes, I felt my heart sink indeed; both at sight of 
Turenne’s good-humour, and of the company in Avhich I 
found him. AAvare that in proportion as he Avas pleased I 
Avas like to meet with displeasure, I still might have had 
hope left had I had Eosny left. Losing him, however — 
and I could not doubt, seeing him as I saw him, that I had 
lost him — and counting the King of Kavarre as gone already, 

I felt such a failure of courage as I had never knoAvu before. 

I told myself Avith shame that I Avas not made for Courts, 
or for such scenes as these; and recalling with ncAv and 
keen mortification the poor figure I had' cut in the King of 
Kavarre’s antechamber at St. Jean, I experienced so strange 
a gush of pity for my mistress' that nothing could exceed 
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the tenderness I felt for her. I had won her under false 
colours, I was not Avorthy of her. I felt that inj’- mere 
presence in her company in such a place as this, and among 
these people, must cover her with sliame and humiliation. 

To my great relief, since I knew my face Avas on lire, 
neither of the tAVo, as they walked down the passage, looked 
my Avay or seemed conscious of my neighbourhood. At 
the door they stood a moment talking earnestl}-, and it 
seemed as if ' M. de Eosny Avould have accompanied tlie 
Vicomte farther. The latter would not suifer it, hoAvever, 
but took his leave there ; and this Avith so many polite ges- 
tures that my last hope based on j\I. de Eosny vanished. 

Nevertheless, that gentleman Avas not so Avholly changed 
that on his turning to re-traverse the room I did not see a 
smile flicker for an instant on his features as the tAvo lines 
of bowing courtiers opened before him. The nest moment 
his look fell on me, and though his face scarcely altered, 
he stopped opposite me. 

‘il. de hfarsac is Avaiting to see His Majesty? ’ he asked 
aloud, speaking to M. la Varenne. 

klj"- companion remaining silent, I boAved. 

‘In fiAm minutes,’ M. de Eosnj’' replied quietly, yet with 
a distant air, which made me doubt Avhether I had not 
dreamed all I remembered of this man. ‘Ah! M. de Paul, 
AA’hat can I do for you? ’ he continued. And he bent his 
head to listen to the application AA'hich a gentleman Avho 
stood next me poured into his ear. ‘I aauU see,’ I heard 
him ansAver. ‘In any case you shall knoAv to-morroAv.’ 

‘But you Avill be my friend? ’ IM. Paul urged, detaining 
him by the sleeA'e. 

‘I Avill put only one before you,’ he answered. 

iMj’’ neighbour seemed to shrink into himself with disap- 
pointment. ‘Who is it? ’ he murmured piteously. 

‘The king and his service, my fi-iend,’ kl. de Eosny 
replied drily. And Avith that he Aralked aAA'aj'. But half 
a dozen times at least before he reached the upper end of 
the room I suav the scene repeated. . 
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I looked on at all this in the utmost astonishment, un- 
able to guess or conceive what had hai^iDened to give M. de 
Rosny so much importance. Ror it did not escape me that 
the few words he had stopped to speak to me had invested 
me with interest in the eyes of all who stood near. They 
gave me more room and a wider breathing-space, and look- 
ing at me askance, muttered m}^ name in whispers. ■ In my 
uncertainty, however, what this portended I drew no com- 
fort from it; and before I had foxind time to weigh it thor- 
oughly the door through which Turenne and Rosny had 
entered opened again. The pages and gentlemen who, stood 
about it hastened to range themselves on either side. 
An usher carrying a white wand came rapidly down the 
room, here and there requesting the courtiers to stand back 
where the passage was narroAv. Then a loud voice with- 
out cried, ‘The King, gentlemen! the King!’ and one in 
eA’^ery tAvo of us stood a-ti]ptoe to see him enter. 

But tliere came in only Henry of Kavarre, wearing a 
violet cloak and cap. 

I turned to La Varenne and AAuth my head full of confu- 
sion, muttered impatiently, ‘But the king, man! Where is 
the king? ’ 

He grinned at me, Avith his hand before his mouth. 
‘Hush!’ he whispered. ‘’TVas a jest ato played on you! 
His late Majesty died at daybreak this morning. This is 
the king.’ 

‘This! the King of Kavarre?’ I cried; so loudly that 
some round us called ‘Silence! ’ 

‘Ko, the King of Trance, fool! ’ he replied. ‘Your sword 
must be sharper than your wits, or I have been told some 
lies ! ’ 

■ I let the gibe pass and the jest, for my heart Avas heating 
so fast and painfully that I could scarcely preser\'e my 
outAvard composure. There Avas a mist before my eyes, 
and a darkness Avhich set the lights at defiance. It AA’^as in 
vain I tried to think Avhat this might mean — to me. I 
could not put tAvo thoughts together, and Avhile I still ques- 
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tionecl 'svliat reception I iniglit expect, and 'who in this utnv 
state of things 'were my friends, the king stopped before 
me. 

‘Ha, ISL de ]\rarsac! ^ he cried cheerfully, signing to tlioso 
who stood before me to give place. ‘You are the gentle- 
man 'who rode so fast to warn me the other morning. I 
liave spoken to M. de Turenne about you, and he is 'willing 
to overlook the complaint he had against you. For the 
rest, go to my closet, my friend. Go! Fosnj" knows my 
will respecting you.^ 

I had sense enough left to kneel and kiss his hand; but 
it was in silence, vdiich he knew how to interpret. He had 
moved on and was speaking to another before I recovered 
the use of mj^' tongue, or the wits which his gracious words 
had scattered. When I did so, and got on m^” feet again 
I found myself the centre of so much observation and 
the object of so many congratulations that I was glad to act 
111)011 the hint which La Yarenne gave me, and liuriy awaj' 
to the closet. 

Here, though I had now an inkling of what I had to ex- 
pect, I found myself received with a kindness which bade 
fair to overwhelm me.. Onty i\r. de Rosnj’’ was in tlie 
room, and he took me hy both hands in a manner which told 
me without a word that the Eosnj* of old da3's was back, 
and that for the embarrassment I had caused him of late I 
was more than forgiven. Wlien I tried to thank him for 
the good offices which I knew he had done me with the 
king he would have none of it; reminding me with a smile 
that he had eaten of mj’ cheese when the choice lay between 
that and Lisieux. 

‘And besides, 1113^ frieud,^ he continued, his e3"es twin- 
kling, ‘You have made me richer b3* five hundred crowns.’ 

‘IIow so?’ I asked, wondering more and more. 

‘I ivagercd that sum with Turenne that he could nof 
bribe \^ou,’ he answered, smiling. ‘And see,’ lie continued, 
selecling from some pa])ers on the table the same parchment 
I liad seen before, ‘here is the bribe. Take it; it is yours. I 
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have given a score to-day, but none witli the same pleasure.' 
Let me be the first to congratulate the Lieuteuant-Goveruor 
of the Armagnac. ’ 

For a while I could not believe that he was in earnest;' 
whicli pleased him mightily,- 1 remember. When I was 
brought at last to see that the king had meant this for me 
from the first, and had merely lent the patent to , Turenne 
that the latter might make trial of me, my pleasui-e and 
gratification were such that I could no more express them 
then than I can now describe them. For they knew no 
bounds. I stood before Kosny silent and confused, with 
long-forgotten tears welling up to my eyes, and one regret 
only in my heart — that 2 ny dear mother had not lived to 
see the fond illusions with which I had so often amused 
her turned to sober fact. Hot then, but afterwards, I. 
remarked that the salary of my office amounted to the exact 
sum Avhich I had been in the habit of naming to her; and I 
learned that Ptosny had himself fixed it on information 
given him by Mademoiselle de la Vire. 

As my transports grew more moderate, and I found voice 
to thank my benefactor, he had still an answer. . ‘Do not 
deceive yourself, my friend,’ he said gravely, ‘or think 
this an idle rcAvard. ■ My master is King of France, but he 
is a king without a kingdom, and a captain without money. 
To-day, to gain his rights, he has parted Vith half his 
powers. Before he win all back there will be blows — ' 
blows, my friend. And to that end I have bought your 
sword.’ 

I told hirn that if no other left its scabbard for the king, 
mine should be drawn. 

‘I believe you,’ he answered kindly, laying his hand on 
my shoulder. ‘Hot by reason of your Avords— Heaven 
knoAvs I have heard voavs enough to-day! — but because 
I have proved you. And noAV,’ he continued, speaking in 
an altered tone and looking at me Avith a queer smile, ‘noAv 
I suppose you are perfectly satisfied? You have nothing 
more to wish for, my friend? ’ 
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' T looked aside in a guilty fasliion, not daring to prefer 
on the top of all liis kindness a further petition. Jlore- 
over, His Majesty might have other views; or on this jooint 
Turenne might have proved obstinate. In a word, tliere 
'svas nothing in what had happened, or on ]\r. de Rosny's 
communication, to inform me whether the wish of my 
heart was to be gratified or not. 

But I should have knovm that great man better tljan to 
siii)pose that he was one to promise without performing, or 
to wound a friend when he could not salve the hurt. After 
enjo3ung my confusion for a time he burst into a great 
shout of laughter, and taking me familiarlj’ b}’’ the shoul- 
ders, turned me towards the door. ^ There, go!^ he said, 
‘Go up the passage. You will find a door on the right, and 
a door on the left. Y^ou will know which to open.^ 

Forbidding me to utter a syllable, he put me ont. In 
the passage, where I fain would have stood awhile to col- 
lect my thouglits, I was affrighted by sounds which warned 
me that the king was returning that way. Fearing to be 
surj^rised hj him in such a state of /perturbation, I hurried 
to the end of the i)assage, wdiere I discovered, as I had been 
told, two doors. 

Thay were both closed, and there was nothing about 
either of them to direct my choice. But M, de Rosnj" was 
correct in supposing that I had not forgotten the advice Ik* 
had offered me on the day when he gave me so fine a sur- 
]^riso in his own house — ‘When yon want a good -wife, jM. 
dc !Marsae, turn to the right! ^ I remembered the words, 
and without a moment's hesitation — for the king and liis 
suite were alread}" entering the passage — I knocked boldlj*, 
and scarcelj" waiting for an invitation, went in. 

Fanchette was b}" the door, but stood aside with a grim 
senile, which I was at libertj’ to accept as a welcome or not. 
^Mademoiselle, who had been seated on the farther side of 
tlio table, rose as I entered, and we stood looking at one 
another. Houbtless she waited for me to speak first; while 
1 on m3* side was so great!}' taken aback hy the change 
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■^vroiiglit in Jier by. the Court dress she was wearing and the 
air of dignity with which she wore it, that I stood gaspiiig. 

1 turnkl coward after all that had passed between us. • This 
was not the girl I had wooed in the greenwoods by. St. 
Gaultier; nor the' pale-faced wo;nari I had. lifted to the 
saddle a score 'of times'., in -the journey Paris-wards. The' 
sense of unworthiness which I had experienced -a few .min- 
utes before in the crowded antechamber' returned .in full 
force iii presence of .’Her grace and beauty, and once more 
I stood tongue-tied before her, as I had stood in the lodg- 
ings at Blois. • , All the later time, all -that' had passed be- 
tween us was forgotten. • 

She, for her part, looped at; me wondering- at‘ my silence. 
Her face, which had grown rosy red at my entrance, turned 
pale again. Her eyes grew ‘Targe with alarm; she began 
to beat her foot on the floor in a manner I knew. ‘Is any- 
thing the inattdr, sir? ’ • she muttered at last. 

‘On the contrary, mademoiselle,’ I ansAvered hoarsely, 
looking every way, and grasping at the first thing I could 
think of, ‘I am just from M. de Eosnj’’.’ . . 

‘Aaid he? ’ > • • : - 

‘He has made me '.Lieutenant- Governor of the Armagnac.’ 

She curtseyed to me' in a wonderful fashion. ‘ It pleases 
me to congratulate you, sir, ’ she said, in a voice betAveen 
laughing and crying. ‘It is not more than equal to your 
deserts.’ 

I tried to thank her becomingly, feeling at the same time 
more foolish than I had ever felt in my life; for I kneAA' 
that this Avas neither Avhat I had come to tell nor she to 
liear. ' Yet I could not muster up courage nor find Avords 
to go farther, and stood by the table in a state of hniserable 
■>discomposure. 

‘Is that all, sir?’ she said at last, losing patience. 

Certainly it was noAA'' or never, and I kneAv it. I made 
the effort. ‘Ho, mademoiselle,’ I said in a Ioav voice. 
‘Far from it. But I do not see here the lady to Avhom I 
came to address myself, and whom I haA’-e seen a hundred 
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times in far other garb than yours, u:ct and u'enry and dis- 
iiovelhid, in danger and in flight. Her I liave served and 
loved; and for her 1 liave lived. I -have had no thougld 
for months that lias not been liers. nor care save for lier. 
I and all that I have by the king’s hountj- are hens, -and 1 
came to laj’ them at her feet. But 1 do not see her licre.’ 

‘jSToj sir?’ she. answered in a whisper, with her face 
averted.' . 

‘bio, inademoiselie. ’ 

With a sudden brightness "and quickness which set ray 
heart beating she turned, and looked at me. . -‘Indeed! ’ she 
said. ‘I am sorry for that. • It is a pity your love should 
be given elsewhere, M. de Marsac— since it is the king’s 
will that you should marry me. ’ 

‘Ah, mademoiselle ! ’ I cried, kneeling before her — for she 
had come round the table and stood beside me — ‘But you? ’ 
‘It is my .will too, sir,’ she answered, smiling through 
lier tears. 


On the following day jMadenioiselle* de la Yire becanio 
my wife; the king’s retreat from Paris^ which was rendered 
Jiecessary by the desertion of man}^ who were ill-affected 
to the HiigiicnotSj compelling the instant performance of 
the marriage, if we would have it read by d’Amours. 
This haste notwithstanding, I was enabled by the kindness 
of ]\r. d’Agcn to make such an appearance, in respect both 
of servants and equipment, as became rather my future 
prospects tlian my past distresses. It is true that His 
I^fajest}", out of a desire to do nothing which miglit offend 
Tiii'enne, did not honour us witli his presence: but l^fadame 
Catherine attended on his behalf, and herself gave me my 
bride. ]\r. de SnlH and ]\L Crillon, witli the ^Marquis de 
Pambouillot and his nepliew, and inj' distant connectiom 
the Duke do Polian, wlio first acknowledged me on that 
day, were among those who earned nn^ gnititude by atleml- 
ing me upon the occasion. 
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The marriage of M. Praugois eVAgen witli tlie widow of 
my old rival and opponent • did not take place until some- 
thing more than a year later, a delay which was less dis- 
pleasing to me than to the bridegroom, inasmuch as it left 
madame at liberty to bear my wife company during my 
absence on the campaign of Arques and Ivry., In the latter 
battle, which added vastly to the renown, of M. de Eosny, 
who captured the enemy’s standard with his own hand, I 
had the misfortune to be wounded in the second of the two 
charges led by the king; and being attacked by two foot 
soldiers, as I lay entangled I must inevitably have perished 
but for the aid afforded me bj’’ Simon Tleix, who flew to 
the rescue with the courage of a veterau. His action Avas 
obseiwed by the king, Avho begged him from me, and 
attaching him to his OAvn imrson in the capacity of clerk, 
started him so fairly on the road to fortune that he has 
since risen beyond hope or expectation. 

The means by Avhich Henry Avon for a time the support of 
Turenne (and incidentally, procured his consent to my mar- 
riage) are noAV too notorious to require explanation.' .iSTever- 
theless, it Avas not until the Yicomte’s union a year .later ■' 
Avith Mudemoiselle de la March, Avho brought- Him' 'the' 
Duchy of Bouillon, that I thoroughly understood the mat- 
ter; or the kindness peculiar to the king, my master, Avhich 
impelled that great monarch, in the arrangement of affairs 
so vast, to remember the interests of the least of his 
servants. 



THE END. 



Messrs. LONGMANS, GREEN, & CO.’S 

CLASSIFIED CATALOGUE 

OF 

WORKS IN GENERAL LITERATURE. 



History, Politics, Polity, 

Abbott. — A History of Greece. ‘ By 
E\^lyn Abbott, M.A., LL.D. 

Part I. — From the Earliest Times to the 
Ionian Revolt. Crown 8vo,, los. 6if, 

Part II. — 500-445 n.c, Cr. 8vo., lor. 6d, 


Aeland and Kansome,— A Hand* 
BOOK IN Outline of the Political 
History of England to 1890. Chro- 
nologically Arranged, By the Right Hon. 
A. H. Dyke Acland, M.P., and Cyril 
Ransoms, M.A, Crown 8vo., 6 l 

ANNUAL REGISTER (THE). A Re- 
view of Public Events at Home and 
Abroad, for the year 1892. 8vo., i8r. 

Volumes of the Annual Register for 
the years 1863-1891 can still be had. 
i8l each. 


Armstrong —Elizabeth Farnese ; 
The Termagant of Spain. By Ed\V/\rd 
Armstrong, M.A., Fellow of Queen’s 
College, Oxford. 8vo., i6j. 

Arnold-— Works by T. Arnold, D.D., 
formerly Head Master of Rugby School. 

Introductory Lectures on Modern 
History. 8vo., 71. 6^. 

Miscellaneous Works. 8vo., yj. 6d . 

3 agwell.— I reland under the 
Tudors. By Richard Bagwell, 
lX.D. 3 vols. A’ols. I. and 11 . From 
the first invasion of the Northmen to the 
\car 157S. Bvo., 325. Vol. HI. 1578- 

1623. tVQ.j iZs. 


and Political Memoirs. 

Ball. — Historic.al Review of the 
Legislative Systems Operative in 
Ireland, from the Invasion of Henn' 
the Second to the Union (1172-1800). 
By the Rt. Hon. J, T. Ball. 8vo., 6l 

Besant.— Thf. History of London. 
By Walter Besant. With 74 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8 VO. School Reading- 
bookEdition, u. gd,] Prize-book Edition, 
2J. 6cf, 

Buckle. — History of Civilisation in 
England and FRANr'E, Spain and 
SCOTLA ND. By H EN R Y ThoM AS 

Buckle. 3 vols. Crown 8vo., 24^. 

Creighton.— History of the Papacy 
DURING THE REFORMATION. By 

Mandell Creighton, D.D., LL.D., 
Bishop of Peterborough. 8vo. Vols, 
1 . and II. 1378-1464, 32L Vols. 

Ill, and IV. 2464-1518. 242. Vol. 

V. 1517-1527. i5j; 

Crump , — A Short Inquiry into the 
F6rm‘ation of Political Opinion, 
from the reign of the Great F.annlles to 
the ad\'ent of Democracy. By Arthur 
Crump. Svo., 72. 6./. 

De Tocgueville.— Democracy in 
America. By Alexis de Tocque- 
VILLE. 2 vols. Crc*.vn 8vo., 16s . 

Pitzpatric k.— S ecret Service 
under Pitt. By W, J. Fitzpatrick, 
F.S.A., Author of ’Correspondence of 
Daniel O’Conneir, Svo., 72- 6ii. 

Preeman. — ^The Historical Geo- 
graphy OF Europe. By Edward A. 
Free?! AN, D.CL., LL.D. With 65 
Maps. 2 vols. Svo. , 312. d.'f. 



LONG.^fANS CO:S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


o 


History, Politics, Polity, and Political Memoirs — coiiiinued. 


Fronde. — Works by James A. P'roude, 
Regius Professor of Modern History in 
the University of Oxford. 

The History of England, from the 
P'all of Wolsey to the Defeat of the 
Sjianish Armada. 

Pojnilar Edition. 12 vols. Crown 
8vo., 3r. (id. each. 

Silver Library Edition. 12 voE. 
Crown 8 VO., 3^. 6d. each. 

The Divorce of Catherine of Ara* 
GON : the Story as told by the Imperial 
Ambassadors resident at the Court of 
Henry VIII. In jisum Laicormu. 
Crown 8vo., 6s, 

The Spanish Story of the Armada, 
and other Essays, Historical and 
Descriptive. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

The English in Ireland in the 
Eighteenth Century. 3 vols. Cr. 
8vo., i8r. 

Short Studies on Great Subjects. 
4 vols. Cr. 8vo., 3J. 6d. each. 

CiESAR : a Sketch. Cr. 8vo., ss, 6d, 

liardiner. — Works by Samuel Raw- 
son Gardiner, M.A., Hon. LL.D., 
Edinburgh, Fellow of Merton College, 
Oxford. 

History of England, from the Ac- 
cession of James I. to the Outbreak of 
the Civil War, 1603-1642. 10 vols. 

Crown 8vo., 6s. each. 

A History of the Great Civil War, 
1642-1649. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo.. 6j, each. 

The Student’s HistoryofEngland, 
With 378 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., xzs. 
Also in Three Vohinus. 

Voi. L B.c. 55 — A.D. 1509. With 173 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. /jj. 

Vol. II. 1509-1689. With 96 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. 4^, 

Vol. HI. 1689-1885. With 109 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. 41, 


Hearn.—THE Government of Eng- 
land: its Structure and its Development. 
By W. Edward Hearn. 8vo., i6s. 

Historic Towns.— Edited by E. A. 
Freeman, D.C.L.. and Rev. William 
Hunt, M.A. With Maps and Plans. 
Crown 8vo., 31. 6d, each. 

Bristol. By the Rev. W, Hunt. 

Carlisle. By Mandei.l Creighton, 
D.D., Bishop of Peterborough. 

Cinque Ports. By Montagu Bur- 
rows. 

Colchester. By Rev. E. L. Cutts. 
Exeter. By E. A. Freeman. 
London. By Rev. W. J. Loftik. 
Oxford. By Rev. C. W. Boase. 
Winchester. By Rev. G. W. Kit- 
chin, D.D. 

York. By Rev. James Raine. 

New York. By Theodore Roosevelt. 

Boston (U.S.) By Henry Cabot 
Lodge. 

Horley. — Sei-'ton : A Descriptive and 
PIiSTORiCAL Account. Comprising the 
Collected Notes and Researches of the 
late Rev. Engelbert Horley, M.A., 
Rector 1871-1883. By W. D. Caroe, 
M.A. (Cantab.), Fellow of the Royal 
Institute of British Architects, and E. J. 
A. Gordon. With 17 Plates and 32 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Royal 8vo., 31J. 6d, 

Joyce.— -A Shout Historyof Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to 1608. By P. 
W. Joyce, LL.D. Crown 8vo., jos. 6d. 

Xian^,— S t. Andrews. By And.rew 
Lang, With 8 Plates and 24 Illustra- 
tions in the Text, by T. Hodge. 8vo., 
15s, net. 

lie eky.— Works by William Edward 
Hartpole Lecky. 

History of England in the Eigh- 
teenth Century « 


, (Jreville. — A Journal of the Reigns 
OF King George IV., King William 
IV., and Queen Victoria. By 
Charles C, F. Greville, formerly 
Cleric of the Council. 8 vols. Crown 
8vo., 6 j. each. 

HarL-PRACTicAL Essays in American 
Government, By Albert Bushnell 
Hart, Ph.D., &c. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 


Library Edition. 8 vols. 8vo., ^7 4J. 
Cabinet Edition. England. 7 vols. 
Cr. 8vo., 6s. each.- Ireland. 5 
vols. Crown 8vo., 6s. each. 
History of European Morals from 
Augustus to Charlemagne. 2 
vols. Crown 8vo. , 161-. 

History of the Rise and Influence 
OF the Spirit of Rationalism in 
Europe. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., i6.r. 


LO^’G^rAys &• co:s standard and general works. 


Historj% Politics, Polity, and Political lH&moivB—coniiuued. 


I^acaiJ ay* — \^''orks by Lord Mac- 
aulay. 


I Macaulay,— ^Vorks 

AUL AY. — CC •:ft 72 2ecd. 


by Lord ATac- 


Comrlktk: Works. 


Cabinet Ed. i6vols. Ft. 8vo., ^^4 i6j. 
Library' Edition. Svols. 8 vo.,;^5 5t. 

i History of England from the Ac- 

^ CESSION or J AMES TKl?: SECOND. 

PopnIa.r Edition. 2 vols. Cr, 8vo., 55, 
Student’s Edition. 2 vols. Cr, 8vo.,i2y- 
People’s Edition. 4 vols. Cr. Gvo.,i6^. 
Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Pt. 8 vo.,48l 
L ibrary Edition’. 5 vols. 8vo., £4. 

Critical and Historical Essays, 
WITH Lays of Ancient Rome, in i 
volume. 


Popular Edition. Crown 8vo., 2L 6d. 
Authorised Edition. Crown 8vo., 
zs. 6i/., or y. 6d., gill edges. 

Silver Library Edition. Crown Svo., 
3J. 6d, 

Critical and Historical Essays. 
Student’s Edition, i vol. Cr. 8vo., 6r. 
People's Edition, a vols. Cr. 8vo. , Sr. 
Trevelyan Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo.,9r 
Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Po5l8vo.,24J, 
Library Edition. 3 vols. 8vo., 36J. 

Essays which may be had separately 
price 6^/. each sewed, is. each cloth." 


Frederick the Great. 

Ixjrd Bacon. 

Addison 'and Wal- 
pole. 

Croker’s Bos^vel^s 
Johnson. 

Haliarn’s Constitu- 
tional History'. 

WaTTcn Hastings 
(3/f. swd., 6d. cl.). 


Lord Clive, 

The Earl of Chat- 
ham{Two Essays). 

Ranke and Gfad- 
stone. 

Milton and Ivlachia- 
velli. 

Lord BsTon, and Tile 
Comic Dramatists 
of the Restoration, 


Speeches. Crown 8vo., 31. 6^. 
Miscellaneous Writings. 

People’s Ed. i vol. Cr. Sto., ^r. 6d, 
Libraiy Edition. 2 vols. 8vo., 2rr. 
Miscellaneous Writings and 

SPEECHF.S. 


Popular Edition. Cr. 8vo., 2r. 
Student’s Edition. Cro\\'n 8vo., 6j. 

Cabinet Edition. Including Indian 
Penal Code, I .ays of Ancient Rome, 
and Miscellaneous Poems. 4 vols. 
Post 8vo., 241. 


Selections from the Writings of 
Lord Macaulay. Edited, with 
Occasional Notes, by the Right Hon. 
Sir G, O. Trevelj'an, Bart. Crown 
8vo,, dr. 

May*— T he Constitutional History 
OP England since the Acces.sion of 
George III. 1760-1870. By Sir Thomas 
Efiskine May, fC.C. B. (Lord Farn- 
boroughj. 3 vols. Crown 8vo., i8a 

Merivale. — Works by the Very Rev. 
CiiAP.LES Merivale, late Dean of Ely. 

History of the Romans under the 
Empire, 

Cabmet Edition. 8 vols, Cr. 8vo., 48A 
Silver Library Edition. 8 vols. Cr. 
8vo., 3r. 6d. each. 

The Fai.l of the Roman Republic: 
a Short History of the Last Centur}' 
of the Commonwealth. lamo. , ys, 6d. 

Parkes.— Fifty Years in the Making 
OF Austr.\lian History. By Sir 
Henry Parkes, G.C.M.G. With 2 
Portrp.its ( 1854 and 1892). 2 vols. Svo. , 

Prendergast. — I reland fro.m the 
Re.stokation to the Revolution, 
1660- 1 690. By JOH N P. Pr EN D E RG A S'T, 
.Author of * Til-' Cromwellian Settlement 
in Ireland 8vo. , 5;. 

Hound.— Geoffrey de Makdkville; 
a Study of the Anarchy. By J. H. 
Rou.nd, M.A. 8vo., 16s. 

[SeebolutL— The English Village 
Community Examined in its Relations 
to the Manorial and Tribal Systems. «S:c. 
By FredericSeerohm. With 13 Maps 
and Plates. 8vo., idr. 

Smith*— CARTHAGE AND THE CARTHA- 
GINIANS. By R. Boswokth S.mith, 
hf.A. . Assistant NIasier in Harrow 
School. With Maps, Plans, &c. Cr. 
8vo., 55. 6d, 

SLephens.— ParochialSelf-Govekn- 
mi:nt in Rural Districts: Argument 
and Plan. By Henry C. Stephens. 
M.P. 4to., lar. 6d, Popular Edition. 
Cr. Svo. , I j. 



4 


LONGMANS CO:S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


History, Politics, Polity, and Political continued. 


fiitepliens. — A HistoryoftheFkknxh 
Revolution. By H. MokseStepiiens, 
Balliol College, Oxford. 3 vols. 8vo. 
Vols. I. and 11 . i8l each. 

StubbS.—HlSTORY OF THE UNIVERSITY 
OF Dublin, from its Foundation to the 
Knd of the Eighteenth Century. By J, 
W. Stuers. 8 VO., I2J. 6 d , 
Thompson.— Politics in a Demo- 
cracy : an Essay. By Daniel Green- 
leaf Thompson, Author of * A System 
of Psychology,* &c. Cr. 8vo., 5^. 
Todd.— Parliamentary Government 
in the Coj.onies. By Alpheus Todd, 
LL. D. \In the Press. 

Tiipper. — Our Indian Protecto- 
rate: an Introduction to the Study of 
ihe Relations bel ween the British G6vem- 
ineni and its Indian Feudatories. B)^ 
Charles Lewis 'I'upper, Indian Chil 
Service. Royal 8vo., i6l 


jWakeman and HassalL— Essays 
Introductory to the Study of Eng- 
lish Constitutional History. By 
Resident Members of the University of 
Oxford. Edited by Henry Offlev 
W A NEMAN, M.A., and Arthur Has- 
SALL, M.A. Crown 8vo., 6j. 
Walpole. — Works by Spencer Wal- 
pole. 

History of England from the Con- 
clusion of the Great War in 
1815 TO 1858. 6 vols. Crown 8vo., 

6 s . each. 

The Land of Home Rule: being an 
Account of the History and Institu- 
tions of the Isle of Man. Cr, 8vo., 6s, 
Wylie. — History of England under 
Henry IV. By James Hamilton 
W'i’UiE, M.A., one of H. M. Inspectors 
of Schools.* 3 vols. Vol. I,. 1399-1404. 
Crown 8vo., lox. 6d. Vol. 11. [In ihe Press, 
Vol. III. [/;/ p7‘epa7'aiion . 


Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c. 


Armstrong,— The Life and Letter.s 
of Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited 
by G. F. Armstrong. Fcp. 8vo., yj. 6 d , 

Bacon. — Letters and Life, includ- 
ing all his Occasional Works. 
Edited by J. SpeddinG. yA^ols. 8vo. , 

La 

Bagehot.— Biographical Studies, 

By Walter Bagehot. 8vo., i2j. 

Boyd. — Twenty-five Years of St. 
Andrews, 1865-1890. By A. K. H. 
Boyd, D.D. , Author of ‘ Recreations of 
a Country Parson,* &c. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Vol. I,, I2J. Vol. II., 15J. 

Carlyle.— Thomas Carlyle : a History 
of his Life. By. J. A. Froude. 
iy9t^-i835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., yj. 

1834-1881. 2 vols. Crown 8vo.| ys , 

Pabert— Abraham Fabert: Governor 
of Sedan and Marshal of France. His 
Life and Times, 1599-1662. By George 
Hooper, Author of 'Waterloo,* 'Wel- 
lington,* &c. With a Portrait. 8vo., 
loj, 6 d , 

Pox. — The Early Hi story of Charles 
James Fox. By the Right Hon. Sir G. 
O. Trevelyan, Bart. 

Library Edition. 8vo. , iSs , 

Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo., 6 j. 


Hamilton.— Life of Sir -William 
Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 3 vols. 
15^. each. 

Addendum to the Life of Sir Wm. 
Rowan Hamilton, LL.D., D.C.L., 
8vo., 6d. sewed. 

Has sail. — The Narrative of a Busy 
Life : an Autobiography. By Arthur 
Hill Hassall, M.D. 'Svo., 55. 

Havelock.— Memoirs ok Sir Henry^ 
Havelock, K.C.B. By John Clark 
Marshman. Crown 8 vo.. 31. 6d. 

Macaulay. — The Life and Letters 
OF Lord Macaulay. By the Right 
Hon. Sir G. O, TreVelyan, Bart. 
Popular Edition, i vol. Cr. 8 vo., 2 j. 6 d , 
Student’s Edition, i vol. Cr. 8vo. , 6s. 
Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Post Svp., i2r. . 
Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo., 36^. 

Marbot.— The Memoirs of the Baron 
DE Marbot. Translated from the 
French by Arthur John Butler, 
M.A. Crown 8vo. , ys. 6d. 

Montrose. — Deeds oi> Montrose : 
The Memoirs of James, Marquis of 
Montrose, 1639-1650. By the Rev.* 
George Wishart, D.D. (Bishop of 
Edinburgh, i662-i6yi). Translated, 
with Introduction, Notes, & c ., and the 
original Latin, by the Rev. Alex- 
ander Murdoch, F.S.A. (Scot.), 
and H. F. Moreland Simpson,^M.A. 
(Cantab.). 4to., 36^. net. 



LOSTGA/ANS CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c. — coniinued. 


Seebolim* — ^The Oxford Reformers 
— JohnColet, Erasmus and Thomas 
More : a History of their Fellow- Work. 
By Frederic Skeboiim. 8vo. , 

Sliakespeare.— Outlines of the 
Life of Shakespeare. By J. O. 
Halliwell-Phillipps. With nume- 
rous Illustrations and Fac-similes. 2 
vols. Royal 8vo./';^i ij. 

Shakespeare'S Irue Life. By Jas. 
Walter. With 500 Illustrations by 
Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo., ms. 

Sherbrooke. — Life and Letters of 
THE Right Hon. Robert Lowe, Vis- 
count Sherbrooke, G.C.B., together 
\vith a Memoir of his Kinsman, Sir John 
Coape Sherbrooice, G.C.B, By A. 
Patchett Martin. With 5 Portraits. 
2 vols. 8vo., 36J. 


Stephen.— Essays in Ecclesiastical 
Biography. By Sir James Stephen, 
Crown 8vo,, 71. hci . 


Verney. — Memoirs of the Verkey 
Family during the Civil War. 
Compiled from the Letters and Illus- 
trated by the Portraits at Claydon House, 
Bucks. Bv Frances Parthenope 
Verney. With a Preface by S. R. 
Gardiner, M.A., LL.D. With 3S 
Portraits, Woodcuts and Fac-simile, c* 
vols. Royal 8vo., 4 or. 

Wagner.— Wagner as 1 Knew Him. 
By Ferdinand Praeger. Crov.nSvo . 
ys. 6d. 

Walford.— T\m;l\ts English Author- 
esses. By L. B. Walford, Author of 
' Mischief of Monica,’ &c. With Portrait 
of Hannah More. Crown 8vo., 4s. 6d. 

Wellington.— Life of thf. Duke or 
Wellington. By the Rev. G. R. 
GleiG, M.A. Crown 8vo,, 3L 6d. 

Wordsworth.— Works bv Charles 
Wordsworth, D.C.L., late Bishop of 
St. Andrews. 

Annals of My Early Life. 1806- 
1846, 8vo., 15J. 

Annals of My Life, 1847-1856. 8vo.. 
lor. 6d. 


Arnold. — Seas and I^ands. 

Edwin Arnold, K.C.I.E. 
Illustrations, Cr. 8vo,, ys. 6d. 

AUSTR.^VLIA AS IT IS; or. Facts and 
Features, Sketches and Incidents of 
Australia and Australian Life, with 
Notices of New Zealand. By A Cler- 
gyman. Crown 8 VO., 

Baker.— Works by Sir Samuel White 
Baker. 

Eight Years in Ce\xon. With 6 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo.. 31. 6d. 
The Rifle and the Hound in Cey- 
lon. 6 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo. , $s. 6d, 

Bent.— Works by J. Theodore Bent. 
F.S.A.. F.R.G.S. 

The Ruined Cities of Mashona- 
LAND : being a Record of Excavation 
and Exploration in 1891. With Map. 
13 Plates, and 104 Illustrations in the 
I'exi. Cr, 8vo., ys. 6d. 

The Sacred City or the Ethiopians: 
being a Record of Travel and Re- 
search in .'Abyssinia in 1893. With 8 
Plates and 65 Illustrations in the 
Text, 8vo. 


Braasey. — Works by Lady Brassey. 

A Voyage in the ' Sunbeam ’ ; Our 

Home on the Ocean for Eleven 
Months. 

Library^ Edition. With 8 Maps and 
Charts, and ii 3 Illustrations. 8vo.. 
2ir. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map .and 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. 

Silver Library Edition. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo,, 31. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With 60 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth. 

School Edition.^ V/ith 37 Illustrations, 
Fcp., 2J. cloth, or 3?. white parch- 
ment. 

SUNSHI.NE AND STORM IN THE EAST. 

Libraiy Edition. With 2 Maps and 
141 Illustrations. 8vo., ms. 

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and 
114 Illustrations. CrownSvo.,7j.6f. 

Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra- 
tions. 4I0., 6 d. sewed, i*:. cloth. 


Travel and Adventure. 

By Sir 
With 71 


6 LOA’GiV/AA’S CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


Travel and Adventure — cofitinued. 


Brassey. — Works by Lady Brassey — 
coniinued. 

In the Trades, the Tropics, and 
THE ‘ Roaring Forties*. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 'js. 
Popular Edition. With 183 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., M, sewed, ij*. cloth. 
Three Voyages in tpie * Sunbeam'. 
Popular Edition. With 346 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 2j, 6^. 

The Last Voyage to India and 
Australia in the ' Sunbeam 
With Charts and Maps, and 40 Illus- 
trations in Monotone (20 full-page), 
and nearly 200 Illustrations in the 
Text from Drawings by R. T. Prit- 
CHE'rr. 8vo., 215 . 

Curzon.—PERSiA and the Persian 
Question. Vv’iih 9 Maps, 96 Illustra- 
tions, Appendices, and an Index. By 
the Hon. George N. Curzon, M.P., 
late Fellow of All Souls* College, Ox- 
ford. 2 vols. 8vo. , 425. 

Froude. — Works by James A. Froude. 
Oceana : or England and her Colonies. 
With 9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
25. boards, 25. cloth. 

The English in the West Indies: 
or the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 25. bds. , 25. 6 d. cl. 

Howard.-LiFE with Trans-Siberian 
Savages. By B. Douglas Howard, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., 65. 

Howitt.— V isits to Remarkable 
Places, Old Halls, Battle-Fields, 
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages 
in English History and ‘Poetry. By 
William Howitt, With 80 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo,, 35. 6 d. 

KjoigM.— Works by E. F. Knight, 
Author of the Cruise of the * Falcon *. 
The Cruise of the ‘ Alerte ’ ; the 
Narrative of a Search for Treasure on 
^ the Desert Island of Trinidad, With 
2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 35. 

Where Three Empires Meet : a Nar- 
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir, 
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak, 
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries. 

' With' a Map and 54 Illustrations. 
Cr, 8vo., 75. 


Lees and Cliitterbuck.—B. C. 1887: 

' A Ramble in British Columbia. By 
J. A. Lees and W. J. Clutterbuck, 
Authors of * Three in Norway *, With 
Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo., 35. 63. 

X^ansen. — ^V^orks by Dr. Fridtjof 
Nansen. 

The First Crossing of Greenland. 
With numerous Illustrations and a 
Map. Crown 8vo. , 75, 

Eskimo Life. Translated by William 
Archer. With 16 Plates and 15 
Illustrations in the Text. 8vo., 165. 

Pratt.—To THE Snows of Tibet 
Through China. By A. E. Pratt, 
F.R.G.S. With 33 Illustrations and a 
Map. 8vo,, 185. 

Piley. — Athos : or the Mountain of the 
Monks. By Athelstan Riley, M.A, 
With Map and 29 Illustrations. 8vp. , 215. 

Pockbill. — T he Land ofthe Lamas : 
Notes of a Journey through China, Mon- 
golia, and Tibet. By William Wood- 
ville Rockhill. With 2 Maps and 
61 Illustrations. 8vo., 155, 

Stephens. — Madoc; An Essay on the 
Discovery of America, by M.ADOC AP 
Owen Gwynedd, in the Twelfth Cen- 
tury. By THO.MAS Stephens. Edited 
by Llywarch Reynolds, B.A. Oxon. 
8vo., 75. 6^. 

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of 
Them.^ AVith a Map and 59 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., 25. boards, 25. 6 d^ cloth. 

Von Hohnel; — Discovery of Lakes 
Rudolf and StefaViie: Account of^ 
Count Samuel Teleki’s Exploring 
and Hunling'^Expedition in Eastern 
Equatorial Africa in 1887 and i88b} By 
Lieutenant LuDWiG voN Hohnel. 
With 179 Illustrations and 6 Maps. 2 
vols. 8vo., 425. 

Whishaw. — O ut of Doors in Tsar- 
land ; a Record of ihe^ Seeings and 
Doings of a Wanderer i.f Russia. By 
Fred. J. Whishaw. Cr. 8vo., 75. 

Wolff. — Works by Henry W. Wolff. 
Rambles in the Black Forest. 
Crown 8vo.,' 75. 

The Watering Places of the 
Vosges. Crown 8vo., 45. 6d , 

The Country of the Vosges. With 
a Map. 8 vo. , 125. 
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Sport and Pastime. 

THE Badminton library. 


Edited by the Duke of Beaufort, Kj 

ATHLETICS AND FOOTBALL. By 
Montague Shearman, With 51 
lUluslralions. Crown 8vo., loj. 6d, 

BIG GAME SHOOTIiNG. By C. Phil- 
lippsAVolley, F. C. Selons, W. G. 
Litteedale, &c. With Illustrations. | 
2 vols. [/n ike Press, 

BOATING. By W.B. WooDG.ATE. With! 
49 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., lor. 6d, \ 

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By 
PlARDiNG Cox and the Hon. Gerald 
Lascelles. ’With 76 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., loj. 

CRICKET. By A. G. Steel and the Hon. 
R. H. L'vttelton. With Contribu- 
tions by Andrew Lang, R. A. H. Mit- 
chell, W. G. Grace, and F. Gale. 
With 63 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , lor. 6d. 

CYCLING. By Viscount Bury (Earl 
of Albemarle), K.C.M.G., and G. 
Lacy Hillier. With 89 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., xor. 6a?. 

DRIVING. By the Duke of Beaufort. 
With 65 lllustiLtions. Cr. 8vo., lor. 6a?. 

FENCING. BOXING. AND WREST- 
LING. By Walter H. Pollock,' F. 
C. Grove. C.PREVOST, E. B. Mitchell, 
and Walter Armstrong. With 42 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo., lor. 6 d^ 

FISHING. ByH. Cholmondeley-Pen- 
nell. With Contributions by the 
Marquis of Exeter, Henry R. 
Francis, R, B. Marston, &c. 

Vol. I. Salmon, Trout, and Grayling. 
With 158 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
loj. ed, 

Vol. II, Pike and other Coarse Fish. 
With 133 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,, 
lor. Sd. 

GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson, 
the Rl Hon. A. J. Balfour, M.P., 
Sir W, G. Simpson, Ban., Andrew 
I^AKG, and other Writers. With 91 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., lor. 6d, 

H UNTING. By the Duke of Beaufort, 
K.G., and Mowbray Morris. With 
Contributions bv the Earl of Suk- 
. roi.K AND Berkshire, Rev. E. W. L. 
Davies. With 53 illustrations. Crown 
Svo,, iw. 6..<. 


G., assisted Ibj' Alfred E. T. Watson. 

MOUNTAINEERING. By C T. Dent, 
SirF. Pollock, Bart., W. M, Conway, 
Douglas Freshfield, C. E. Ma- 
thews, c. PILKINGTON. With ro8 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., lor. 6d, 

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING. 
Pacw ^: By the Earl OF Suffolk and 
Be R icbi IR E and W. G. C raven. 
With a Contribution by the Hon. P'. 
LaWLEY. St €£ ph ‘ chasiji ^ : By ARTHUR 
Coventry and Alfred E, "t. Wat- 
son. With 58 Illusts, Cr. 8vo., ror. 6tf. 

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain 
Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown, the 
Duke of Beaufort, K.G. , the Earl 
of Suffolk and Berkshire, &c. With 
59 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo,, lor. 6:f. 

SHOOTING. By Lord Walsingham 
and Sir Ralph Payne-Gallwey, 
Eart. With Contributions by Lord 
Lovat, a. j. Stuart- Wortley. &c. 
Vol. I. Field and Covert. V'ilh 105 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., loj. Sd, 
Vol. II. Moor and Marsh. With 65 
Illustrations, Cr. 8vo., lor. 6 d. 

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGA- 
NING, AND OTHER ICE SPORTS. 
By Jn. M, Heathcote, C. G. Tebbutt, 
T. Maxwell With AM, Sic. With 284 
Illustrations. Cr, 8vo., lor. 6d, 

SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair 
and William Henry, Hon. Secs, of 
the Life Saving Society. With 119 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., los. 6d, 

TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RAC- 
QUETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and 

! C. G. Heathcote, E. O. Pleydell- 
Bouverie and A. C. A.inger, With 
Contributions by the Hon. A. Lyttel- 
ton, W. C. Marshall. Miss L. Dod. 
H. W. W. Wilpekforce, H, F. 
Lawfokd, &c. With 79 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., lof. 6 d. 

YACHTING. B3’the Ear lof Pembroke. 
the Marquis of Dukferin and Ava, 
the Earl of O.nslow, Lord Bkassey 
Lieut. -Col. Bucknill, Lewis Hlk- 
RESHOFF, G. L. Watson. E. F. 
Knight, Rev. G. L. Blake, R.N., 
and G. C. Davies, With Illusira- 
tions by R. T. PitiTCHETT, and from 
Photographs. 2 vols. fhc Press. 
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Fur AMD Feather Sefjies. 


Edited by A. } 
THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History, 
by the Rev. H. A. Macphkkson; 
Shooting, by A. J. Stuakt-Wortlky ; 
Cookery, by Georgic Saints bury. 
With II full-page Illustrations and 
Vignette by A. Thorburn, A. J. 
StuartAVoutley, and C. Whymper, 
and 15 Diajpams in the Text by A. J. 
Stuart- W oRTLEY. Crown 8vo., 51. 

THE GROUSE. By A. J. Stuart- 
WoRTLEY, the Rev. H. A, Macpher- 
SON, and Geoi:ge Saintsbury. 

[/ n preparation . 


T. Watson. 

THE PHEASANT. By A, J. Stuart- 
WoRTLEY, the Rev. II. A. Macpiierson, 
and A. J. Innes Shand. 

[/;; preparatio?!. 

THE HARE AND THE RABBIT. By 
the Hon. Gerald Lascklles, &c. 

[In preparation, 

WILDFOWL. By the Hon. John Scon- 
Montagu, M.P. , tS:c. Illustrated by A. 
J, Stuart Wortley, A. Thorburn, 
and others. [In preparation. 


Campbell- Wallcer. —The ''Cor R ect 
Card; or. How to Play at Whist; a 
Whist Catechism. By Major A. Camp- 
bell- Walker, F.R.G.S. Fcp. 8vo., 
2J. 6d, 

DEAD SHOT (THE) ; or, Sportsman’s 
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing Lessons on the Art of 
Shooting Game of all kinds, also Game 
Driving, Wild-Fowl and Pigeon Shoot- 
ing, Dog Breaking, etc. By Marks- 
man. Crown 8vo., 10s, 6d, 

Falkener.— Games, Ancient and Ori- 
ental, and How TO Play Them. 
By Edward Falkener. With nume- 
rous Photographs, Diagrams, &c. 8vo., 

21A 

Ford.— T he Theory and Practice of 
Archery. By Horace Ford. New 
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re- 
written by W. Butt, M. A. With a Pre- 
face by C. J. Longman, M.A. 8vo., 14s. 

Francis.— A Book on Angling: or. 
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every 
Branch; including full Illustrated List 
of Salmon Flies. By Francis Francis. 
With Coloured Plates. Cr. 8vo., 

Hawker. — The Diary of Colonel 
Peter Hawker, author of ‘‘Instruc- 
tions to Young Sportsmen”. With an 
Introduction by Sir Ralph Payne- 
Gallwey, Bart. With 2 Portraits of 
the Author and 8 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
8vo., 32J. 

Hopkins.— Fishing Reminiscences. 
By Major E. P. Hopkins. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. 


Lang. — Angling Sketches. By 
Andrew Lang. With 20 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., ys. 6d. 

L ongman.— Chess Openings, By 
Fred. W. Longman. Fcp. 8vo., 2j. 6 d. 

Payne-Gallwey. — Works by Sir 
Ralph Payne-Gallwey, Bart. 

Letters to Young Shooters (First 
Series). On tne Choice and Use of a 
Gun. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., ys. 6d. 

Lettersto Young Shooters. (Second 
Scries). On the Production, Preserva- 
tion, and Killingof Game. With Direc- 
tions in Shooting Wood-Pigeons and 
Breaking-in Retrievers. With 103 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., las. 6d. 

Pole. — The Theory of the Modern 
Scientific Game of Whist. By W. 
Polp:, F.R.S. Fcp. 8vo., zs. 6d. 

Proctor.— Works by Richard A. 
Proctor. ' 

How to Play Whist : with the 
Lav/s and Etiquette of Whist. 
Crown 8vo., 35“, 6 d. 

Home Whist ; an Easy Guide to Cor- 
rect Play. i6mo. , ia 

Ponalds. — The Fly-Fish^r’s Ento- 
mology. By Alfred Ronalds. With 
20 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 14^.'* 

Wilcoeks. The Sea Fisherman : Com- 
prising the Chief Methods of Hook and 
Line Fishing in the British and other 
Seas; and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. ByJ. C. WiLCOCKS. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo. , 6f. . 
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Mental, Moral^ and Political Philosophy, 


Abbott.—l’HE Kle^^ents of Logic. 

. T. K. Abco'I'T, B.D. ismo., 35. 

ilristotle.—Works by. 

The Politics: G. Bekker’s Greek Text 
of Books L, III.. IV. (VIL). with an 
English Translation by W. E. Bol- 

. LAND, M. A. ; and short Introductory 
Essays by A. Lang, M.A. Crown 
8vo., yr. 6/f, 

The Politics: Introductory Essays. 
By Andkew Lang {from Bolland and 
Lang’s ‘ Politics’). Cr. 8vo., 6 d, 

The Ethics: Greek Text. Illustrated 
with Essay and Notes. By Sir Al.EX- 

ANDEU Grant, Bart. 2vols. 8vo., 
32J. 

The Nicomachean Ethics: Newly 
Translated into English. By Robert ' 
Williams. Crown 8vo., yj-. ( id , \ 

An Introduction to Aristotle’s 
Ethics. Books I.-IV, (Book X. c. 
vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con- 
tinuous Analysis and Notes. Intended 
for the use of Beginners and Junior 
Students. By the Rev. Edward 
Moore, D.P>,, Principal of St. 
Edmund Hall, and late Fellow and 
'Putor of Queen’s College. Oxford. 
Crown 8 VO., 

Bacon. — Works by. 

Complete Works. Edited by R. L. 
Ellis. J. Spe doing, and D. D. 
Heath, y vols. 8 vo., £2 13^. 6 ^. 

The Essays: with Annotations. By 
I^CHAKD WHATELY. D.D. 8vo. 

I or. ( d , 

Bain.— Worlds by Alexander Bain. 

LL.D. 

Mental Science. Crown 8vo., dr. td . 

Moral Science. Crown 8vo,, 4s , 6d , 

The Rto wrhs as car: he had in one | 
'volume^ price 10s. 6d. 

Senses an d ti 1 e Intellect. 8vo. , 1 51. 

Emotions and the Will. 8vo., 15^. 

Logic, DnnuernT: and Inductive 
Pan I., ^jr. p.art 11. . dr. Cd, 

Practic.vl I^says, Crown 8vo., zs. 


PSYCHOLOGY, ETC, 

Bray.— Works by Charles Bray. 

The Philosophy of Necessity : or 
Law in Mind as in Matter. Cr. 8vo. , 51. 

The Education of the Feelings: a 
Moral System for Schools. Crown 
8vo., 2J. 6 d, 

I Bray,— Elements of Morality, in 
Easy Lessons for Home and School 
Teaching. By Mrs. Charles Bray. 
Cr, 8 VO., ij. 6 d, 

Crosier.— Civilisation and Pro- 
gress. By John Beattie Crozier, 
With New Preface, more fully 
explaining the nature of the New Orga- 
non used in the solution of its problems. 
8vo., 14J. 

Davidson.— The Logic of Defini- 
tion, Explained and Applied. By 
William L. Davidson, AI.A. Crown 
8 vo. , 6 s , 

Green.— The Works of Thomas Hill 
Green. Edited by R. L. Nettleship. 

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works. 
8vo., i6r. each. 

.Vol. III. Aliscellanies. With Index to 
the three Volumes, and Memoir. Svo., 
2ir. 

Hearn.— The .Aryan PIousehold : its 
Structure and its Development. An 
Introduction to Comparative Jurispni- 
dence. By W. Edv,v\kd Hearn. 
8%'o., i6r. 

Hodgson.— W^'orks by Shadworth H 
Hodgson. 

Time and Space : a 2 ^ letn physical 
Essay. 8vo., i6f. ' 

The Theory of Practice : an Ethical 
Inquiry. 2 vols. 8vo., 2.jj. 

The Philosophy of Reflection. 2 
vols. 8vc., 2T.t. 

Hume.— The Philosophical Work- 
of r),\\’in Humk. Edited bv T; H. 
Green and I-l. Grose. 4 vols, 8vb., 
56r. - Or separately, E'^.cay.s. 2 vols. 
23 j. Treatise of Human Nature. 2 
vols. 2 Sj. 


LOG/C, RHE7VRIC, 
By 
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Jolinstone. — A Short Introduction 
TO THE Study of Logic. By Lau- 
rence Johnstone. With Questions. 
Cr. 8vo. , 6d, 

Jones. — ^An Introduction to Gene- 
ral Logic. By E. E. Constance 
Jones, Author of ' Elements of Logic as 
a Science of Propositions \ Cr. 8vo. , 
4J. 6d, 

Justinian. — The Institutes of Jus- 
tinian : Latin Text, chiefly that of 
Huschke, with English Introduction, 
Translation, Notes, and Summary. By 
Thomas C. Sandars, M.A. 8vo. i8a 

Kant.— Works by Immanuel Kant. 

Critique of Practical Reason, and 
Other Works on the Theory of 
Ethics. Translated by T. K. Abbott, 
B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., i2j, 6d, 

Introduction to Logic, and his 
Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty 
of the Four Figures. Translated 
by T. K. Abbott, and with Notes by 
S. T. Coleridge. 8vo. , 6s, 

Killick, — Handbook to Mill’s Sys- 
tem of Logic. By Rev. A. H, Kil- 
lick, M.A, Crown 8vo., 35. 6d, 

Ladd. — Works by George Turnbull 
Ladd. 

Elements of Physiological Psy- 
chology. 8vo., 21J. 

Outlines of Physiological Psy- 
chology. A Text-Book of Mental 
Science for Academies and Colleges. 
8vo., 12s, 

Lewes. — The History of Philosophy, 
from Thales to Comte. By George 
Henry Lew^s. 2 vols. 8vo., 32J. 

Mas: Muller. — WorkskyF. Max Mul- 
ler. 

The Science of Thought. 8vo., 21s. 

Three Introductory Lectures on 
the Science of Thought. 8vo., 
2s. 6d. 

Mill. — Analysis of the Phenomena 
of the Human Mind. By James 
Mill. ‘2 vols. 8vo., 285. 


Mill. — Works by John Stuart Mill, 

A System of Logic. Cr. 8vo., 3J. 6d, 

On Liberty. Cr. 8vo.. is. 4^’. 

On Representative Government. 
Crown 8vo. , zs. 

Utilitarianism. 8vo., 5^. 

Examination of Sir William 
Hamilton’s Philosophy. 8vo., i6j. 

Nature, the Utility of Religion, 
and Theism. Three Essa)^s. 8 vo.,5j, 

Monck. — Introduction to Logic, 
By H. S. Monck. Crown 8vo. , 5J, 

Kibot.— T he Psychology of Atten. 
TION. ByTn. Ribot. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 

Sidgv^ck. — D istinction; ard the 
Criticism of Belief. By Alfred Sidg- 
WICK. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

Stock.— Deductive Logic. By St. 
George Stock. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Sully. — Works by James Sully, Grote 
Professor of Mind and Logic at Univer- 
sity College, London. 

The Human Mind; a Text-book of 
Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo., zis. 

Outlines of Psychology. 8vo,, gs. 

The Teacher’s Handbook of Psy- 
chology. Crown 8vo. , 51. 

Swinburne.— Picture Logic; \ an 
Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By Alfred James Swin- 
burne, M.A. With 23 Woodcuts. 
Post 8vo. , 

Til omp son. — ^W orks by Daniel 

Greenleaf Thompson. ^ 

A System of Psychology. 2 vols. 

8 VO., 36j-. 

The Religious Sentiments of the 
Human Mind. 8vo., ys. 6d, 

The Problem of Evil: an Introduc- 
tion to the Practical Sciences. 8vo., 
loj. 6d. 
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IThompson. — Works by Daniel 
G n EEKLEAF T wo^w^o^—’Coniitmed. 

Social Progress, 8vo,, yj. 6d. 

The Philosophy of Fiction in 
Literature. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 

Thomson.— O utlines of the Neces- 
sary Laws of Thought: a Treatise 
on Pure and Applied L^ogic. By Wil- 
liam Thomson, D.D., formerly Lord 
Arebbishop of York. Post 8 vo, , "6 j. 

Webb.— T he Veil of Isis : a Series of 
Essays on Idealism. By T, E, Webb. 
8 VO,, lor. 6d. 

Whately. — Works by R. Whately, 
formerly Arebbishop of Dublin, 

Bacon's Essays. With Annotation. 
By R. Whately. 8vo., iox. 6d. 

Elements of Logic. Cr, 8 vo.,4j, 6d. 

Elements of Rhetoric. Cr, 8vo., 
4r. 6d. 

Lessons on Reasoning. Fcp. 8vo., 

IL 6d. 


Zeller. — ^Worits by Dr, Edward Zel- 
ler, Professor in the University ol 
Berlin. 

History of Eclecticism in Greek 
Philosophy. Translated by Sarah 
F. Alleyne. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d. 

The Stoics, Epicureans, and .Scep- 
tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J. 
Reichel, M.A. Crown 8vo., 15L 

Outlines of the History of Greek 
Philosophy. Translated by Sarah 
F. Alleyne and Evelyn Abbott. 
Crown 8 VO,, lor. 6d. 

Plato and the Older Academy. 
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne 
and Alfred Goodwin, B.A. Crown 
8vo., i8j. 

Socrates and the SocraticSchools. 
Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichel, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., lor. 6d. 

The Pre-Socratic Schools : a His- 
tory of Greek Philosophy from the 
Earliest Period to the lime of Socrates. 
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo., 30L 


MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY. 

(Stonyhurst Series. J 


A Manual of Political Economy. 

By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 6d. 
First Principles of Knomi.edge. By 
John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 51. 
General Metaphvsics. ByJoHN Rick- 
ABY, S.J. Crown 8 VO., 5^. 

Tx>Gia By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., 5r. 


Moral Philosophy (Ethics and Natu- 
ral Law), By Joseph Rickaby, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., 5^. 

Natural Theology. By Bernard 
Boedder, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 

Psychology. By Michael Maher, 
S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 


History and Scionce of Language, Sco. 


Davidson.— Leading AND Important 
English Words: Explained and Ex- 
emplified. By WiLLiA.M L. David- 
son, M.A. Fcp. 8vo., $s. 6d. 

Farrar.— Language and Languages: 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D., F.R.S., Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 


Graham,— English Sv.vo.nwms, Oassi- 
fied and Explained : with Practical 
Exercises. By G. F. Gr.\ham. Fcp. 

8 VO., 6/. 
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History and Scionco of Laii^ua^e, &c. — co7ithiucd. 


Max Miiller. — Works bv F, Max 

Mulleii. 

Selected Essays on Language, 
Mythology, and Religion. 2 vols. 
Crown 8 VO., i6a 

The Science of Language, Founded 
on Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution in 1861 and 1863, 2 vols. 

Crown 8vo., 21J. 

BioGRApniEs OK Words, and the 
Home ok the Akyas. Crown 8vo., 
yj. 6d. 

Three Lectures on the Science 
OK Language, and its Place in 
General Education, delivered at 
Oxford, 1889. Crown 8vo,, 3^. 


Hogot. Thesaurus of English 
Words and Phrases. Classified and 
Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex- 
pression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. By Peter Mark Roget, 
M. D. , F.R.S, Recomposed throughout, 
enlarged and improved, partly from the 
Author’s Notes, and with a full Index, 
by the Author’s Son, John Lewis 
Roget, Crown 8vo.. loj. 6d. 


Whately.— English Synonyms. By 
E. Jane Whately, Fcp. 8vo., 3J. 


Political Economy and Economics. 


Ashley.—ENGLiSH Economic History 
and Theory. By W, J. Ashley, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., Part I,, 51. Pait 
II., lOJ. 6d. 

Bageliot. — Economic Studies. By 
Walter Bagehot. 8vo., ioj. 6d, 

Crump.— An Investigation into the 
Causes of the Great Fall in Prices 
which took place coincidenlly with the 
Demonetisation of Silver by Germany. 
By Arthur Crump. 8vo., 6s. 

Devas.— A Manual of Political 
Economy. By C. S. Devas, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. , 6s. 6d. [^Manuals of CaikoUc 
Philosophy . ) 

Dowell.— A History of Taxation 
and Taxes in England, from the 
Earliest Times to the Year 1885. By 
Stephen Dowell (4 vols. 8vo.) Vols. 
I. and 11 , The History of Taxation, 
zis. Vols. III. and IV. The History of 
Taxes, 21s. 

Jordan. — The Standard of Value. 
By William Leighton Jordan. 8vo. , 
6s. 

Leslie. — Essays in Political Econ- 
omy. ' By T. E. Cliffe Leslie. 8vo., 
lo^. 6d. 


Macleod.— Works by Henry Dunning 
Macleod, M.A. 

The Elements of Banking. Crown 
8vo., 3J. 6d. 

The Theory and Practice of Bank- 
ing. Vol. I. 8vo., I2J. Vol. II. 
14J. 

The Theory of Credit. 8vo. Vol. 
I. loj. net. Vol. II., Part I., 4J. 6d. 
Vol. 11 . Part II., JOS. 6d, 

Meath. — Prosperity or Pauperism? 
Physical, Industrial, and Technical 
Training. By the Earl of Meath. 
8vo., ST. 


Mill.— Political Economy. By John 
Stuart Mill. 

Silver Library Editioi-^ Crown 8vo., 
3s. 6d. 

Librar}” Edition. 2 vols. 8vo.', 30^. 

Shirres. — ^An Analysis of the Ideas 
OF Economics. By L. P. Shirres, 
B. A. , sometimeFinance Undersecretary 
of the Government of Bengal. Crown 
8vo., bL 
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Political Economy and Economics— 


Symes.— PoMTiCAL Economy : a Short 
Text-book of Political Economy. With 
Problems for Solution, and Hints for 
Supplementary Reading. By J. E. 
Syjiks, M.A., of University College, 
Nottingham. Crown 8vo. , sj. 6 d. 

Toynbee.— Lectures on the In- 
dustrial Revolution of the i8th 
Century in England. By Arnold 
Toynbee. 8vo., lor. 6 d , 


Wilson.— Works by A. J, \^'iLSor:. 
Ciiicfly reprinted from 7 % Investors 
Revieio, 

Practical Hints to Small In- 
vestors. Crown 8vo., is. 

Plain Advice about Life Insurance 
C rown 8 VO,, il 

Wolff,— P eople's Banks : a Record oi 
Social and Economic Success, By 
Henry W. Wolff. 8vo., yr. ed . 


EYolution, Anthropology, &c. 


Clodd.— The Story of Creation : a 
Plain Account of Evolution. By 
Edward Clodd. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. , 3J. 6 d. 

Huth.— T he Marriage of near Km. 
considered with Respect to the Law of 
Nations, the Result of Experience, and 
tlie Teachings of Biology. By Alfred 
Henry Huth. Royal 8vo., 7^. 6 d, 

Lang,— Custom and Myth: Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief. By Andrew 
Lang, M.A. With 15 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., 3L 6 d, 


Lubbock.— The Origin of Chtlisa- 
TION and the Primitive Condition of 
Man. By Sir/. Lubbock, Bart., M.P. 
Wth 5 Plates and 20 Illustrations in the 
Text, 8 VO. i8r. 

Homancs. — Works by George John 
Romanes, M.A., LL.D., K.R.s. 

Darwin, and After Darwin : an Ex- 
posuion of the Danvmian Theory, 
and a Discussion on Posi-Danvinian 
Questions. Part I. The Darvrinian 
Theory. With Portrait of Darwin 
and 125 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 
10s . 6 d , 

An Examination of Weis .nunn ism. 
Crown 8vo., 6r. 


Classical Literature. 


Abbott.— Hellenica. A Collection of 
Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophv, 
Histor>’, and Religion. Edited by 
Evelyn Abbott, M.A., LL.D. 8vo., 
rdf. 

iEschylus.— Eumentdes of JEsenr ^ 
LUS. With Metrical English Tnmsiation. 
By J. F. Davies. 8vo., yr. 

Aristoplianes.— TIic Acharnians of 
Aristophanes, translated into English 
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell, Crown 

8 VO., lA 

SoclvCr. — V^orksby Professor Becker. 
G.allus : or, Roman Scenes in the Time 
of Augustus. Illustrated. Post 8vo., 
yx. d/. 

Charici-Es : or, lliusirations of the 
Pri\-atc Life of the Ancient GreeLs. 
Illustrated. Post 8vo., yj. 6 d. 


Cicero. — Cicero's Corresponuencf.. 
By R. Y. 'IYrrell. Vols. I., 11 . . III. 
8 VO., each lax. 

Clerke.— Familiar Studies in Homer. 
By Agnes M. Clerke. Cr. S\'o., yx. 6 d . 

FamelL— Greek Lyric Poetry: a 
Complete Collection of the Surviving 
Passages from the Greek Song-Wiiim.g. 
Arranged with Prefiiory Article-. I:i- 
trodiictoiy' Matter and Commentary. Bv 
i George S. Farnell, M.A. With 5 
Plates. 8vo. , j6x. 

Harrison. — Myths of the Odvssfv 
IN Art and Literature, By Jane 
E, Harri.«;on. liluMr.Ued with Out- 
line Drawings. 8vo., i3x. 

Lang.— Homer and the Epic. By 
Andrew L.\ng. Croun Evo. , 9;. neu 
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Classical LiteraturG — co?^ tinned. 


MackaiL—SKT-ECT Epigrams from 
THE Grkkk Anthology. By J. W. 
Mackail; Follow or Balliol Colle/jcl 
Oxford. Ed i tod with a Revised Text, 
Introduction, 7'ranslalion, ntid Notes. 
Svo, , i6l 

Plato*— 'Parmenides of Plato, Text, 
with Introduction, Analysis, &c. By T,’ 
Maguire. 8vo., ys. Cd, 

Kich.— .A Dictionary of Roman and 
Greek Antiquities. By A. Rich, 
With :2ooo Woodcuts. Crown 
Svo. , 7S, 6d, 


Soplioeles — Translated into Ens^Iish 
Verse. By RonEKT Whitelaw, A. , 
Assistant Master in Rugby School : late 
I'ellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 
Crown 8vo., 8r. 6.'/. 


Tyrrell.— Tkanslations into Gukek 
akd Latin Vekse. Edited by R. y. 
Tvkrei.e. 8vo., 6j. 

Virgil.— The^Eneid of Virgil. Trans- 
lated into English Verse by John Con- 

^ IKGTON, Crown 8vo., 6s. 

The Poems of Virgil. Translated 
into English Prose by John Coning- 
TON. Crown Svo., 6s. 

The.^NEId of Virgil, freely translated 
into English Blank Verse. By W. J. 
Thornhill. Crown Svo., yj. 6d. 

The /Eneid of Virgil. Books I. to 
VI, Translated into English Verse 
by James Rhoades. Crown Svo., 
Sf. 

Wilkins.— The Growth of the Hom- 
eric Poems. By G. Wilkins. Svo. 6s, 


Poetry and 

AHingham. — Works by William 

Allikgham. 

Irish Songs and Poems, With Fron- 
tispiece of the Waterfall of Asaroe. 
Fcp. Svo., 6s. 

Laurence Bloomfield. With Por- 
trait of the Author. Fcp. Svo., 35. 6d. 

Flower Pieces; Day and Night 
Songs ; Ballads. With 2 Designs 
by D. G. Rossetti. F'^cp. Svo., 6s. ; 
large paper edition, 125. 

Life and Phantasy : with Frontis- 
piece by Sir J. E. Millais,' Bart., 
and Design by Arthur Hughes. 
Fcp. Svo. , 6s , ; large paper edition, i2J. 

7 'nOUGHT AND WORD, AND ASHBY 
Manor: a Play. With Portrait of the 
Author {1865), and foiu* Theatrical 
Scenes drawn by Mr. Allingham. Fcp. 
Svo., dr. ; large paper edition, los. 

Blackberries. Imperial i 6 mo., 6s. 

Sefs of the above 6 vols. viay he had in 
uni forth ha If -parchment bindings pidee 30^. 


the Drama. 

Armstrong.- WorksbvG. F. Savage- 
! Armstrong. 

Poems : Lyrical and Dramatic. F'ep. 
Svo., 6s. 

King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part I.) Fcp. Svo. 5L 

King David. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part II.) Fcp. 8vo., dr. 

King Solo]mon. (The Tragedy of 
Israel, Part III.) Fcp. 8vo., dr. 

Ugone : a Tragedy. Fcp. Svo. , dr. 

A Garland from Greece: Poems. 
Fcp. 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Stories of Wicklow : Poems. Fcp. 

8 VO., 7s. 6d. i 

Mephistopheles in BROADa.oTH: a 
Satire. Fcp. 8vo. , 4.r. 

One in the Infinite; a Poem. Cr. 
Svo., 7s. 6d. 

Armstrong.— The Poetical Works^^ 
of Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 
8vo.. $5. 
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Poetry and the ] 

Arnold. — Works bySir Edwin Arnold, 
K.C.I.E,, Author of ‘The Light of 
Asia/ 6cc. 

The Light op the World: or, the 
Great Consummation. A Poem. 
Crown 8vo., yj. ^d. net. 

Preseniation Edition, .^With 14 Illus- 
trations by W. Holman Hunt, 
&c., 4I0., SOS , net. 

P 0 T 1 PHAR*S Wife, and other Poems. 
Crown'8vo., 51, net. 

Adzuma : or, the Japanese Wife, A 
Play. Crown 8vo., 6s, 6d, net. 

Barrow.-^THE Seven Cities of the 
Dead, and other Poems. By Sir John 
Croker Barrow, Bart._ Fcp. 8vo,, 55. 

Boll. — Works by Mrs. Hugh Bell. 

. Chamber Comedies: a Collection of 
Plays and Monologues for the Draw- 
ing Room, Crown 8vo., 6s, 

Nursery Comedies: Twelve Tinv 
Plays for Children. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d\ 

Bjbrnsen.— Pastor Sang : a Play. 
By Bjornstjerne Bjornsen. Trans- 
lated by William Wilson. Cr. 8vo., 5J. 

Dante.— La Commedia Dj Dante, a 
New Text, carefully revised with the 
aid of the most recent Editions and 
Collations. Small 8vo., 6 j. 

Goethe. 

Faust, Part I., the German Text, with 
Introduction and Notes. By Albert 
M. Sei.ss, Ph.D., M.A. Cr. 8vo., 55’, 

Faust. Translated, with Notes. By 
T. E. Webb. 8 vo., 12 j. 6d, 

Faust. The First Part. A New 
Translation, chiefly in Blank Verse ; 
with Introduction and Notes. By 
JA^^:s Adey Birds. Cr. 8vo., 6s, 

Faust. Tiic Second Part. A New 
Translation in Verse. By James 
ADey Birds. Crown 8yo., 6j. 

« 

Ingolow. — ^XS'^orlis by Jean Ingelow. 
Poetical Works. 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 

i2r. 

Lyr ical and Other Poems. Selected 
from the Writings of Jean Ingelow. 
Fcp. Svo,, aj. 6d, cloth plain, 3^, 
cloth gilt. 


h*aiiia — continued, 

Dang. — ^Werks by Andrew Lang. 

Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8vo.. 
zs, 6d, net. 

Ballads of Books. Edited bv 
Andrew Lang. Fcp. 8vo., 6 a 
The Blue Poetry Book, Edited by 
Andrew Lang, WTiih 12 Plates and 
88 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
Svo, , 6t. 

Special Edition, printed on Indian 
paper. With iVoies, but wiihoni 
lilustraiions, Crown Szfo,, ys, 6d, 

Decky.— Poems. By W. E. H. Lecky. 
Fcp. 8vo., 5A 

Deyton. — Works by Frank Leyton. 
The Shadows of the Lake, and 
other Pocins. CrowTi 8vo., ys, 6d, 
Clic-ap Edition. Crown 8vo,, 3^. 6d, 

Skeleton Lea\'es: Peems. Crown 
8vo., 6 j. 

Dytton. — Works bv The Earl of 
Lytton (Owen ^Iefedith). 

Marah. Fcp. Svo., 6a 6d, 

King Poppy ; a Fantasia. With i 
. Plate and Design on Title-Page by 
Sir Ed. Burne-Jones, a. R. a. Crown 
8vo., lor. 6d, 

The Wanderer. Cr. 8vo., lar. 6d, 
Lucile. Crown 8vo., iolt. 6d, 

Macaulay.— Lavs of Ancient Ro.me, 
&c. By I^rd Macaulay. 

Illustrated by G. Scuakf. Fcp. 410., 

lOA 6d, 

— — — Bijou Edition. 

i8mo., gilt top. 

Popular Edition. 

Fcp. 4to., 6d, sewed, ia cloth. 
Illustrated by J. R. W’^eguelin. Crown 
8vo., 3^. 6d. 

Annotated Edition. Fcp. Svo., ia 
sewed, IA 6d, cloth. 

l^esbit.— Lays and Legends, bv E. 
Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First 
Series. Crown 8vo., 3A 6d. Second 
Scries, with Portrait. Crown 8vo., y, 

Piatt. —A.s Enchanted Castle, and 
other Poems: Pictures, Portraits and 
People ill Ireland. By SARAH ViAirc , 
Crown 8vo,, 3A Cd, 
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Piatt. — Works by John Jamhs Piatt. 

Idyls and Lyrics ok tiik Ohio 
Valley. Crown 8vo. , 5J. 

Tattle New World Idyls. Cr. 8 vOm 
5 -^- 

Plioacles.— Teresa and Other 

Poems. By James Rhoades. Crown 
8vo., 3j, t > d . 

Piley. — Works by James Whitcomb 
Riley. 

Poems Here at Home. Pcap. 8vo., 
6 j. net. 

Old Fashioned Roses : Poems. 

i2mo., 5L 


Poberts. — Songs ok the Common 
Day, and Ave : an Ode for the Shelley 
Centenary. By Charles G. D. 
Roberts. Crown 8vo., 31. M. 


ShaRespeare. — Bowdler’s • Family 
Shafcespeare. With 36 Woodcuts. 
I vol. 8vo., 14J. Or in 6 vols. Fcp. 
8vo., 2r.r. 


The Shakespeare Birthday Book, 
By Mary F. Dunbar. 321110., il 
Drawing-Room Edition, with Photo- 
graphs, Fcp. 8vo., 10s . 6d . 


Stevenson,— A Child’s Garden oi> 
Verses. By Robert Louis Steven- 
son. Small fcp, 8vo., 55*. 


Works of Fiction, Himiour, &o. 


Anstey. — ^Works by F. Anstey, Author 
of * Vice Versa *, 

The Black Poodle, and other Stories. 

* Crown 8vo., 2 j. boards, 25. 6d . cloth. 

Voces Populi. Reprinted from 
' Punch With Illustrations by J. 
Bernard Partridge. First Series. 
Fcp. 4to., 5L Second Series. Fcp. 
4to., 6s . 

The Travelling Companions. Re- 
printed from 'Punch*. With Illus- 
trations by J. Bernard Partridge. 
Post 410., 5J. 

The Man from Blankley’s: a Story 
in Scenes, and other Sketches, With 
24 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge. Fcp. 4to., 6s . 

ATELIER (THE) DU LYS: or, an Art 
Student in the Reign of Terror. Crown 
8vo., zs . 6d . 

By the same Author. 

Mademoiselle Mori; a Tale of 
Modern Rome. Crown 8vo., zs . 6d . 


By the Same Author— ' 

That Child, Illustrated by Gordon 
Browne, Crown 8vo., zs ] 6d . 

Under a Cloud. Cr. 8vo., zs . 6d . 

The Fiddler of Lugau. With Illus- 
trations by W. Ralston. Crown 
8 VO., zs . 6d . * ^ 

A Child of the Revolution. With 
Illustrations by C. J. Staniland. 
Crown 8vo., zs . 6d . 

Hester's Ventuije : a Novel. Crown 
8vo. , zs . 6d . 

In the Olden Time : Tale of the 
Peasant War in Germany. Crown 
8vo., zs . 6d . * , 

The Younger Sister; a -Tale. Cr. 
8vo., zs . 6d . 


Baker.— By the Western Sea. By 
James Baker, Author of ‘ John Westa- 
' colt *. Crown 8vo. , 3^. 6d . 



LONGMANS 6> CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


37 


Works of Fiction, Humour, &c. — continued. 


Beaconsfield.— Works by the Earl of 
Beaconsfield. 


Haggard,— Worlds by H. Ridf.r ?Iag- 

G A R D — continued^ 


Novels and Tales, 
Complete in 1 1 vols. 
each. 

Vivian Grey. 

The Young Duke, 

, &c. 

Alroy, Ixion, &c. 
Henrietta Temple. 


Cheap Edition 

Cr. 8 VO., \5. 


Coniarini Fleming 
&c, 

Venetia. Tancred 
Coningsby. Sybil 
Lothair. Endyniion 


Novei^ and Tales, The Hughendei 
Edition. With 2 Portraits and i: 
Vignettes, ii vols. Cr. 8vo., 425. 


Corayn.— ‘Atherstone Priory : a 
Tale. By JL. N. Comyn. Crown 

8 VO., 2J. 6^. 


Heland. — ^Works by Margaret De- 
land, Author of * John Ward 
The Story of a Child. Cr. 8vo., 5J. 

Mr. Tommy Dove, and other Stories, 
Crown 8vo., 6s, 

DoiTgall. — Works by E. Doug all, 
Beggars All. Crown 8vo.. 31. 6d, 

What Necessity KNotvs. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Doyle. — ^Works by A. CoNAN Doyle. 
Micah Clarke : a Tale of Monmouth’s ; 
Rebellion. With Frontispiece and 
Vignette. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6^. 

The Captain of the Polestar, and 
other Tales. Cr, 8vo. , 6d. 

The Refugef^: a Tale of Two Con- 
tinents, Cr. 8vo., 6 j. 

Parrar.— D arkness and Dawn: or, 
Scenes in the Days of Nero. An His- 
toric Talc. By Archdeacon Farrar. 
Cr, Svo. , •yS. 6d, 

Proiido.— The Two Chiefs of Dun- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. By J. A. Froude. Cr. 8vo., 
3L 6d, 

Haggard. — Works by H. Rider Hag- 
gard. 

She. With 32 Illustrations by M. 
Greiffenhagen and C. H. 

Kerr. Cr. 8vo. . 31. 6d. 

Allan Quatermain. With 31 Ulus- 
trations by C. H. M. Kerr. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Maiwa’s Revenge; or. Tlie War of 
the Little Hand. . Cr. 8vo., is, boards, 
11. 6d. cloth, 

. CoixJNEL QuAKlTcn, V.C Cr. Svo., 
3-r. 6 !f. 


Cleopatra. With 29 Full-page Ulus- 
trations by M. Greiffenhagen and 
R. Caton Woodville. Cr. 8vo., 

3s. td. 

Beatrice. Cr. 8vo., 3 s. 6 d. 

I Eric Brighteves. With 17 Plates 
and 34 Illustrations in the Text by 
Lancelot speed. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6.f. 
Nada the Lily. With 23 Illustra- 
tions by C- H. M. Kerr. Cr. 8vo.,6i. 
Montezuma’s Daughter. With 24 
Illustrations by M. Greiffenhagen. 
Cr. 8vo.,6i^. 

Haggard and Dang.— The World’s 
Desire. By H. Rider HagGxVrd and 
Andrew Lang. Cr. 8vo. , 6r. 

Harte. — In the Carquinez Woods, 
and other Stones. By Bret Harte. 
Cr, 8vo., 3J. 6 d. 

KEITH DERAMORE: a Novel. 0> 
the Author of ' Miss Molly *, Cr. Svo. 
6s. 


Dyall.— The Autobiography of a 
Slander. By Edna Lyall, Author 
of * Donovan,’ &c. Fcp. 8vo., is. sewed. 
Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus- 
trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr. 
Svo., ss. 


Melville .—Works 
Melville. 

The Gladiators. 

The Interpreter. 
Good for Nothing. 
The Queen's Maries. 
Cr, 8vo. , IS, 6 d, ea 


by G. J. Whyte 

Holmby House, 
Kate Coventry. 
Digby Grand." 
General Bounce. 


Olipliant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant. 
Madam. Cr. Svo., is. 6 d, 

In Trust. Cr. 3 vo., is, 6 d. 

Parr.— Can this be 1 ^ve 7 By Mrs. 
Parr, Author of ' Dorothy Fox’. Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 


Payn. — Works bv Ja.mes PA'i*:-;. 

The Luck of 'the Darrells. Cr. 

8vo,,.lj. 6 d. 

Thicker than Water. Cr. 8vo., 

IS. 6 d. 


Phillipps-Wolley.— Snap: a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. By C Phil- 
LlPPS-WoLLEY. With 13 Illustrations 
by H. G. WiLLiNK. Cr. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

Hobertson.— The Kidnapped Squat- 
ter, and other Australian Tales. By A. 
Robertson. Cr. 8vo., dr. 
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S swell. — Works by Elizabeth M. 
Sewell. 


A Glimpse of the World. [Amy Herbert. 
Lnneton rarsonago. Clove Hnll, 

Margaret Porcival, Gertrude, 

Katharine Ashton. Home Life. 

Die EarTs Daii|;luer. After Life. 

The Experience of Life. Ursula. Ivors. 
Cr. 8vo., ij. 6//, each cloth plain. 6d. 
each cloth ei tra, gilt edges. 


Btevenson. — ^Works by Robert Louis 
Steven'son, 

Strange Case of Dr. Jeicyll and 
Mr. Hydi:: Fep, 8vo., ir. sewed, 
ij. 6d . cloth. 


The Dynamiter. Fep, 8vo., xs. sewed, 
ij. cloth. 


Stevenson and Osbourne. — The 
Wrong Box. By Robert Louis Ste- 
venson and Lloyd Osbourne. Cr. 
8vo., 

Sturgis.— After Twenty Years, and 
other Stories. By Julian Sturgis. 
Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Suttner.— Lay Down Your Arms 
Die WaJjcn Nitdcr: The Autobiography 
of Martha Tilling. By Berth A voN 
Sui'TNER. Translated by T. Holmes. 
Cr. 8 VO., js. 6d. 


Thompson,— A Moral Dilemma : a 
Kovel, By Annie Thompson. Cr. 
8 VO., 6 s . 

Tirebuck. — ^Works by William Tire- 
buck. 

Dokrie. Crown Svo., 6s. 
SWEETHE.ART GWEN, Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Trollope. — ^V/orks by Anthony Trol 
lope. 

The Warden, Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 
Barchester Towers. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Walford. — Works by L. B. Walford, 
Author of ' Mr. Smith 

The Mischief of Monica : a Novel. 
Cr. 8 VO., 2J. 6d. 

The One Good Guest : a Story. Cr. 
8vo, 6s. 

West.— Half-Hours with the Mil- 
lionaires ; Showing how much hardei 
it is to spend a million than to make it. 
Edited by B. B, West. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Weyinan* — AVorks by Stanley J. 
Weyman. 

The House of the Wolf : a Romance 
Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d. 

A Gentleman of France,. Cr. Svo 

6s. 


Popular Science (Natural History, &c.). 


Butler.— Our Household Insects, 
By E. A. Butler. With 7 Plates and 
1 13 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
Svo. , 6s, 

Furneaux.— The Outdoor World; 
or, The Young Collector's Handbook. 
By W, Furneaux, F.R.G.S. With 
16 Coloured Plates, 2 Plain Plates, and 
549 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
3 vo., 7J. 6d. 

Hartwig.— Works by Dr. George 
Hartwig. 

The Sea and its Living Wonders. 
With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts. 
8vo., ys. net. 

The 'Fropical World. With 8 Plates 
and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo., ys. net. 
The Polar World. With 3 Maps, 8 
Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo,, ys, 
net. 


Hartwig. — Works by Dr. Geop.Ge ' 

H art WIG — coniin ued. 

The Subterranean' World With 
3 Maps and 80 Woodcuts. 8vo. , ys. 
net. 

The Aerial World, With Map, 8 
Plates and 60 Woodcuts. 8vo., ys. 

\ net. 

Heroes of the Polar World, 19 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2J. 

' Wonders of the TropicXl Forests, 
40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ar. 

Workers under the Ground. 29 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo.; 2L 

Marvels Over our Heads. 29 Il- 
lustrations. Crown Svo. , 2 j, 

Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. 75. 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., a?. 6d. 
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Popular Science (Natural History, &c,) 


Hartwig.— Works by Dr. George 
HARTWIG — continued* 

Denizens of the Deep, iiy Illustra- 
tions, Crown 8vo., 2J. 6d^ 

Volcanoes and Earthquakes. 30 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 21, 6rf', 

Wild Animals of the Tropics. 66 
•Illustrations. Crown 8vo.» y, 6d 

Holmlioltz.— P opular Lectures on 
Scientific Subjects. By Hermann 
VON Helmholtz. V^ith 68 Woodcuts.* 
2 vols. Crown 8vo., ^s,’6d* each. ! 

i 

3 [jyde 2 cker. — P hases of Animal Life, ; 
Past a nd PresE nt. By R. Lydek ker , 
B.A. With 82 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 6s, 

Proctor.— Worlts by Richard A. 
Proctor. 

And see Messrs, Longmans Co *5 
Catalogue of Scientific Works. 

Light Science for Leisure Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subj'ects. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo., 51-. each. 

CHANCE'" AND LucK: a Discussion of 
the Laws of Luck, Coincidence, 
Wafers, Lotteries and the Fallacies 
of Gambling, &c. Cr, 8vo. , 2j. 
boards, 2j. 63 . cloth. 

Rough V^ays made Smooth. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
Sil%*er Library Edition. CrD\vn 8vo., 
y. Sd. 

Pleasant Wavs in Science. Cr. 

. 8vo., 5^. Silver Library Edition. 
Crowm 8 VO., $s. 6d, 

The Great Pyramid, Observatory, 
Tomb and Temple. With lUusira- 
lions. Crown 8vo., 51, 

Nature Studies. By R, A. Proctor, 
Grant Allen, a. Wilson. T. 
Foster and ^ E. Clodd. Crown 
8vo., 5r. Silver Library Edition. 
Crown 8vo., y, 6d, 

Lklsure Readings, By R. A. Proc- 
tor, IL Clodd, A. Wilson. T. 
Foster, and A. C. Ran yard. Cr. 

8 VO., 


Stanley. — A Familiar History of 

Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for- 
merly Bishop of Norwich. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo,, y. 6d, 

Wood.^ — Works by the Rev. J. G. Wood. 

Homes without Hands : a Descrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Arimnls, 
classed according to tlie Principle ol 
Construction, With 140 Illustrations. 
8vo, , ys. net. 

Insects at Home : a Popular Account 
of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
700 Illustrations. 8vo., ys. net. 

Insects Abroad : a Popular .Account 
of Foreign Insects, their Structure. 
Habits and Transformations. With 
600 Illustrations. 8vo.. ys, net. 

Bible Animals : a Description of 
evey’- Living Creature mentioned in 
the Scriptures. With 112 Illustra- 
tions. 8vo., ys, net. 

Petlanu Revisited. With 33 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d, 

Out of Doors ; a Selection of Origi- 
n al Articles on Prn c t ' cal N at ural 
History, With ii Illustrations. Cr, 
8vo., 6d, 

Strange Dwellings : a Description 
of the Habitations of Animals, 
abridged from * Homes without 
Hands With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 

8 VO,, 3r. 6d. 

Bird Life of the Bible. 32 Illustia- 
lions. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d, 

Wonderful Nests. 30 Illustrations 
Cr. 8vo , 31. 6d. 

Homes under the Grou.vd. 28 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 31. 6d. 

Wild Animai^s of the Bible. 29 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo-, 3J. 6J, 

Domestic Animai,s of the Bible. 23 
Illustrations. Cr. 8\o., 31. 6d. 

The Branch Buhahirs. 28 Illustni* 
tions. Cr. 8vo., sis, 6d. 

Soci al Habitations and Parasitic 
Nests. 18 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo.j 

2J. 
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l¥orks of 

Maundor’s (Samuel) Treasuries. 

BiOGKAPIiiCALTREASURy. With Sup- 
plement brou.E^ht down to 1889. By 
Rev. James Wood. Fcp. 8vo., 6s, 

Tkeasuev of Natural History: or, 
Popular Dictionary of Zoolonfy. With 
900 Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo., 6s, 

Treasury of Geography, Physical, 
Historical, Descriptive, and Political. 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 
8vo. , 6s, 

The Treasury of Bijjlf. Know- 
ledge. I?y the Rev. J. Avre, ^^.A. 
With 5 Maps, 15 plates, and 300 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. , 65-. 

Historical Treasury: Outlines of 
Universal Histor>L Separate Histories 
of all Nations. Fcp. 8vo., 6s, 

Treasury of Knowledge and 
Library of Reference. Com- 
prising an English Dictionary and 
Grammar, Universal Gazeteer, Classi- 
cal Dictionary, Clironology, Law 
Dictionarj’', &c. Fcp. 8vo., 6s, 


Reference. 

Maundor’s (.Samuel) Treasuries 

— coiliiruted. 

Scientific and Literary Treasury. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6s, 

* The Treasury of Botany. Edited 
i by J. Lindley, F.R.S., and T. 
Moore, F. L.S. With ^74 Wood- 
cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols. 
Fcp. 8vo,, I2J. 

Hoget.-TnESAURUs OF EnglisiiWokds 
AND Phrases. Classified and Ar- 
’ ranged so as to Facilitate the E.\-pression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary Com- 
position.^ By Peter Mark Roget, 
M.l).. F.R.S. Recomposed through- 
out, enlarged and improved, partly 
from the Author’s Notes, and with a 
full Index, by the Author’s Son, JbHN 
Lewis Roget. Crown 8vo., lor. 6d, 

Willicli.— Popular Tables for giwng 
information for ascertaining the value of 
Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro- 
perty, the Public Funds, See. By 
Charles M. Willich. Edited by H. 
Bence Jones. Crown 8vo., lor. 6d, 


Children’s Books. 


Crake. — Works by Rev. A. D. Crake. 
Edw the Fair ; or, the First Chro- 
nicle of .^Escendune. Crown 8vo., 

2S, 6d, 

ALFGARTHEDANE:or,theSecond Chro- 
nicle of .(Escendune. Cr. 8vo., zs. 6d, 
The Rival Heirs : being the Third 
and Last Chronicle of .^scendune. 
Cr. 8vo., zs, 6d. 

The House of Walderne. ” A Tale 
of the Cloister and the Forest in the 
Days of the Barons’ Wars. Crown 
8vo., zs, 6d, 

Brian Fitz-Count, A Story of Wal- 
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey. 
Cr. 8vo., zs, 6d, 

Ingelow. — Very Young, and Quite 
Another Story, Two Stories. By 
Jean Ingelow. Crown 8vo., zs, 6d, 

Lang.— Works edited by Andrew Lang. 
The Blue Fairy Book. With 8 , 
Plates and 130 Illustrations in the 
Text ' by H. J. Ford and G. P. 
JacomB'Hood. Crown 8vo., 6s, 


Lang.-^Works edited by Andrew Lang 

C07t(i7l7t€d, 

The Red Fairy Book. With 4 Plates 
and 96 Illustrations in the Text by H. 
J. Ford and Lancelot Speed. 
Crown 8vo., 6s, 

The Green Fairy Book. VTith n 
Plates and 88 Illustrations in the Text 
by H. J. Ford and L. Bogle. Cr. 
8 VO., 6s, 

The Blue Poetry Book. With 12 
Plates and 88 Illustrations in the Text 
by H. J. Ford and Lancelot Speed. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

s 

The Blue Poetry Book. ' School 
Edition, without Illustrations: Fcp. 
8vo., zs. 6d, 

The True Story Book. With 8 Plates 
and 58 Illustrations in the Text, by 
C. H. Kerr, H. J. Ford, Lancelot 
' Speed, and L. Bogle. Crown 8vo. , 
6s, s 
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Children’s Books— 


ileade. — Works by L. T. Meade. 

Deij and the Duchess. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo., 3J. 

The Beresford Prize, Illustrated. 
Cr. 8 VO., 5J, 

Daddy’s Bov. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo., 3J. (yd. 

‘ Molosworth.—AVorlcs by Mrs. MoLES- 
WORTH. 

SlLVERTHORNS. Illustrated. Cr.8vo.,5J. 
^ The Palace in the Garden. Ilius- 
tmicci. Crown 8vo., 5J. 

‘ The Third Miss St. Quentin. Cr. 
8vo„ 2r. (id. 

NElGunoURS. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo., 6s, 
The Story of a Spring Morning, &c. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo., zs, 6d. 


Keacler, — Voices from Flower- 
land: a Birthday Bool: mnl Language 
of Flowers. By ICmilv F.. Reader. 
Illustrated by Ada Brooke. Royal 
i6nio., cloth, 2J. 6 d. ; V'cgetable vellum. 
Ss. 6d. 

Stevenson. — Works by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. 

A Child’s Garden of Verses. Small 
fcp. 8vo. , 5r. 

A Child’s Garland of Songs, 
Gathered from * A Child’s Garden of 
Verses \ Set to Music b) C. Villi krs 
Stanford, Mus. Doc. 4to, , cl 
sewed ; y. 6d., cloth gilt. 


The Silver Library. 

Crown 8 vo. 3s , 6d . each Volume. 


Baker’s (Sir S. W.) Eight Years In 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 35. 6d. 

Baker’s (Sir S. Y/.) Rifle and Hound in 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3J. 6d» 

Baring-Gonld’s (Rev. S.) Curious Myths 
of the Middle Ages. 3J. 6d. 

Baring-Gould’fl (Rev. S.) Origin and 
Development of Religious Belief. 2 
vols. 3x, 6d. each, 

Brasscy’s (Lady) a Voyage In the'San^ 
beam With 66 Illustrations, 35. 6d, 

Clodd’s (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus- 
trations. 3r. 6d. 

Conybearo (Roy. W, J.) and Hows on’s 
(Very Rev. J. 5 .) Life and Epistles of 
St. Paul. 46 rilubtralions. 3^. 6d. 

Dougall’c (L.) Beggars All; a Novel 
3r. 6d. 

Doyle’s (A. Conan) MIcah Clarke : a Tale 
of Monmouth’s Rebellion. 3^, 6d. 

Doyle’s (A. Conan) The Captain of the 
Polestar, and other Tnicjs. 3s. 6d. 

Froudo'sfJ, A.) Short Studies on Great 
Subjects, 4 vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

Fronde’s (J. A.) Crcsar : a Sketch. 3^. 6d. 

Fronde’s (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a 
Hisiorj* of his Life. 

^795-1835. 2 vols. 7J. 

1834-1881. 2 vols. ys. 

Froude’s (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dun- 
hoy. 6^. 

Froude’e (J, A.) The History of England, 
from the Fall of Wolscy to the Defeat 
of the Spanish Armada. 12 vols. 
3L 6d. each. 


Gleig’c (Rev, G. R.) Life of the Duke ci 
Wellington. With Portrait. 3s . 6d . 
Haggard’s (H, R.) She : A History of 
Adventure. 32 Illustiations. 3i."6if. 
Haggard’s (H. R.) Allan Quatermain. 

With 20 Illustrations. 3f. 6d. 
Haggard’s (H. R.) Colonel Quarltcli, 
V.C, : a Tale of Country' Life. 31. 
6d. 

Haggard’s (H. R.) Cleopatra, With 20 
Full-page Illustrations. 3s. Cd. 
Haggard’s (H. R.) Eric Brlghtcyer. 

With 51 Illustrations. 3s. Cd. 
Haggard’s (H. R.) Beatrice. 3s. 6d. 
Harte’s (Bret) In the Carquinez Woods, 
and other Stories. 31. 6d. 

Helmholtz’s (Hermann von) Popular 
Lectures on Scientific Subjects. 
V'iih 68 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 3?. 6d. 
each. 

Hov/itt’s (V/.) Visits to Remarkable 
Places. 80 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 
Jelferies* (R.) The Story of My Heart : 
My Autobiography. With Portrait. 
3r. 6d. 

Jefferies’ (R.) Field and Hedgerow. With 
PortraiL 3J. 6d. 

JcffcrlcB’ (R.) Red Deer. With 17 
I II list rations. 3J. 6d. 

JefTcrles’ (R.) v/ood Magic: a Fable. 
3s. Cd. 

JefTcrles’ (R.) The Tollers of the Field. 
With Portrait from the Bust in Salis- 
bury’ Cathedral 3s, Cd. 




LOA'GJl/AA^S fir* CO.^S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 


The Silyes? Library — co7iiinved\ 


Knifjbt’5 (E, F.) Tho Cruico of tho 
‘ Alorto* : the Narrative of a Search for 

, Treasure on the Desert Island of 
Trinidad, With 2 Maps and 23 
Illuslralions. 3^. (yd. 

L?,ng’5 (A.) Custom and Wyth: Studies 
of Early Usa^e and Kelicf. 31. (id. 

Lcg3 (J. a.) and Cluttorbuch’s (W. J,) 
B.C. 1887 , A Ramble In British 
Columbia. With Maps and 75 Illustra- 
tions. 3J. (id. 

Hacaulny’c (Lord) Essayc and Lays of 
Ancient Romo. 31. (id. 

Hacleod (H, D.) Tho Elements of Bank- 
ing. 3/. Or/. 

Tuarshman’s(J. C.) Llemolrc of Sir Henry 
Havelock. 31. bd. 

Max HuHcr’s (F.) India, what can It 
teach us ? 3J. bd. 

Max Miillcr’s (F.) Introduction to the 
Science of Religion. 31. bd. 

Merlvale’s (Doan) History of tho Romans 
under the Empire. 8 vols. 31. bd. ea. 

Mill’s (J. S.) Political Economy, 3^. bd. 

Mill’s (J. S.) System of Logic. 3J. bd. 

Milner’s (Geo.) Country Pleasures, ^s.bd. 

Kev/man’s (Cardinal) Apologia Pro Ylta 
Siia. 3J. bd. 

Rowman’s (Cardinal) Historical 
Sketches. 3 vols, 3^. bd. each. 

Kev/man’s (Cardinal) Galllsta ; a Tale 
of the Third Century, 3^. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Loss and Gain : a 
Tale. 31. bd. 

KcY/nian’s (Cardinal) Essays, Critical 
and Historical. 2 vols. yr. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Tho Development 
of Christian Doctrine. 3^. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) The Arlans of tho 
Fourth Century. 31-. bd. 

NoY/raan’s (Cardinal) Versos on 
Various Occasions. 3^. bd. 

Hov/man’s (Cardinal) The Present 
Position of Catholics in England. 
35, bd. 

Kewman’s (Cardinal) Parochial and 
Plain Sermons. 8 vols. 3J. bd. each, 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Selection from the 
‘ Parochial and Plain Sermons *, 35. bd: 

Kewman’s (Cardinal) Sermons bearing 
upon Subjects of the Day. 3^. bd. 


Bowman’s (Cardinal) DifilcuUlosfeltby 
Anglicans In Catholic Teaching Con- 
sidered. 2 vols. 3J-. bd. each, 

Bey/man's (Cardinal) Tho Idea of a 
University. 3^. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Biblical and 
Ecclesiastical Miracles. 35. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) DlscusBlons and 
Arguments. 31. bd. 

• Bowman’s (Cardinal) Grammar of 
Assent, v. bd. 

Bev/man’s (Cardinal) Fifteen Sermons 
Preached beforo tho University of 
Oxford. 35. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Lectures on the 
Doctrine of iJustlflcatlon. 35. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Sermons on 
Various Occasions. 35. bd. 

Bowman’s (Cardinal) Via Media of the 
Anglican Church, in Lectures, &c. 2 
vols. 3s. 6d, each. 

Bewman’s (Cardinal) Discourses to 
Mixed Congregations. 31. bd. 

Phinipps-IYolley’s (C.) Snap : a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. With 13 
Illustrations. 3s. bd. 

Proctor’s (R, A.) Other Worlds than 
Ours, 3^. bd. 

Proctor’s (R, A.) Rough Ways made 
Smooth, .3s. bd. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in 
Science. 3s. bd. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) The Orbs Around U&, 
3^. bd. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Tho Expanse of Heaven. 
3s. bd. 

Proctor’s (R. A.) Myths and Marvels 
of Astronomy. 3s. bd. 

Proptor’sfR. A.) Nature Studies. 3J. 6J. 

Smith’s (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the 
Carthaginians, y. bd. 

Stanley’s (Bishop) Familiar History of 
Birds. 160 Illustrations. 3s. bd. 

Stevenson (RobertLouis)and Osbourne’s 
(Lloyd) Tho Wrong Box. 3s. bd. 

Weynian’s (Stanley J.) The House of 
the Wolf : a Romance. 3s. bd. 

Wood’s (Rev. J. G.) Potland Revisited. 
With 33 Illustrations. 3s. bd. 

Wood’s (Rgv. j. G.) StraAgo Dwellings. 
With 60 Illustrations. 3^. 6^3?. 

Wood’s (Rev. J. G.) Out of 'Doors, .xz 
Illustrations. 3J. bd. 


Cookery, Domestic Management, 8io. 


Acton.— M odern Cookery. By Eliza 
Acton, With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp. 

8 VO., 4J, bd. 

Works by Thomas Bull, M.D, 
Hints to Mothers on the Manage- 


ment of their Health during the 
Period of Pregnancy. Fcp. 8vo., 
xs. bd. 

The Maternal Management of 
Children in Health and Disease, 
Fcp, 8vo., js. bd. 
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Cookery, Domestic Management, &c. — confuted. 


De Salis. — Works by Mrs. De Salis. 

Cakes and Confections X La Mode. 

] Fcp. 8V0., IS. 6 ci. 

Dogs : a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp. 
8vo., IX. 6 d. 

Dressed Game and Poultry X la 
Mode. Fcp, 8vo., is, 6 d. 

Dressed Vegetables a la Mode. 
Fcp. 8vo., IX, 6 (f. 

Ik Drinks X la Mode. Fcp. 8vo,, ix. 6 d. 

' Entries a la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., ix. 6 ci. 
O YSTEus X LA Mode. Fcp. 8vo. , i x. 6 d. 
Puddings and Pastry a la Mode, 
Fcp. 8vo. , 1 f. 6(/, 

Savouries a la Mode. Fcp. 8vo., 

IX. 6d. 

Soups and Dressed Fish X la Mode. 
Fcp, 8vo., IX. 6<f. 

Sweets and Supper Dishes X la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., ix. 6 d. 

Tempting Dishes for Small In- 
comes. Fcp, 8vo,, IX. 6d, 


De Salis* — ^Works by Mrs. De Salts — 
con Untied, 

Floral Decorations. Suggestions 
and Descriptions. Fcp. 8\o", ix. bd. 
New-laid Eggs : Hints for Amatoiu 
Poultry Rearers. Fcp 8vo.. is, o./. 
Wrinkles and Notions for Every 
Household, Cr. 8vo-, ix. 6V. 
Harrison. — Cookery for Busy Lives 
and Small Incomes. By Mary Har- 
rison. Cr. 8vo., IX. 

Lear, — Maigre Cookery. By H. L. 

.Sidney Lear. r6mo., cx. 

Poole.— Cookery for the Diabetic. 
By W. H. and Mrs. PoOLE. With 
Preface by Dr. Pavv. Fcp. Svo., 2X. 6 d, 

Walker.— A Handbook for Mother-: 
being Simple Hints to Women on the 
Management of their Kealth during 
Pregnancy and Confmcnient, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care of 
Infants. ByjANE H. Walker, L.R.C.P. 
and L.M, L.R.C.S. and M.D. (Brux.). 
With 13 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 2J. 6 d. 


Miscellaneous and Critical F/orks. 


Allin ffliam. — V arieties in Prose. 
By WILLIAM Allingham. 3 vols. Cr. 
8vo, i8x. (Vols. I and 2, Rambles, by 
Patrtcius Walker. Vol. 3, Irish 
Sketches, etc.) 

Ai’mstrong. — E ssays and Sketches. 

B3" Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 

. 8 VO., sx. 

P a gehot.— L iterary Studies. By 
Walter Bagehot, ^2 vols. 8vo., sSx. 
'Paring- Gotild.— C urious Myths of 
\ THE Middle Ages. By Rev. S. 
^ Baring-Gould. Crown Svo. , 3X. 6 d. 
Poyd (‘A, EL H. B.'),— Works by 
A. K, H. Boyd, D.D. 

Autumn Holidays of a Country 
Parson. Crown Svo. , 31. 6 d. 
Commonplace Philosopher, Crown 
8 yo.. 3x 6 d. 

Critical Essays of a Country 
Parson, Crown Svo. , 3X. Bd. 

East Coast Days and Memories. 
Crown 8vo., 3X. 6 d. 

Landscapf,s, Churches and Mora- 
lities. Crown 8vo., 3X. 6 d. 

Leisure Hours in To\vu. Crown 

Svo., 3t. 6,/. 

Lessons of Middle Age. Crotra 
8 VO., 31. 6 d. 

Our Little Life. Two Series. Cr. 
S\*o,. ^. 6 d. cacli. 

OuK HomelyComedy: and Tragedy*. 
Crown 8vo., 31, 6 d. 


Boyd (*A. B:. H. B/).— Works by 
A. K, H. Boyd, D.D. — cotitinved. 
Recreations of a Country Parson. 
Three Series. Cr. 8vo., 3X. Bd, each. 
First Series. Popular Ed. 8vo.,6//. swd. 
Butler.— Works by Samuel Butler. 
Op. X. Erewhon. Cr. 8vo., sx. 

Op, 2. The Fair Haven, .a. Work in 
Defence of the Miraculous Element 
in our Lord’s l^Iinisiry. Cr. 8vo., 

7 X. Bd, 

Op. 3. Life and Habit. An Essay 
after a Completer View of Evolution. 
Cr, 8vo., 7X. Bd 

Op. 4. Evolution, Old and New. 
Cr. 8vo., lar. Bd. 

Op. 5. Unconscious Memory. Cr. 
8vo., 7X. Bd. 

Op. 6. Alps and Sanctuaries of 
P lED.MONT and CANTON TICINO. 
Illustrated. Post ^to., lox. Bd. 

Op. 7. Selections from Ops. 1-6. 
With Remarks on Mr. Romanes* 
* Mental Evolution in Animals Cr 
Svo. , 7x. Bd. 

Op. 8- Luck, or Cu.nning. as the 
Main Means of Organic Modifi- 
cation ? Cr. 8vo., 7x. Bd. 

Op. 9. Ex Vgto. An Account of the 
Sacro Monte or New Jerusalem at 
Varallo-Scsioa. lox. Bd. 

Holbein’S ‘La Danse*. Note on 

a Drawing called * La Danse 31. 
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Miscellaneous and Critical Ylforks —coniimted. 


Halliwell-Phillipps.— A Caucn oak 
OF THE HaLLIWKLE - PhiLLIFFS 
Collection of Shakespearean 
Rarihes. Enlarged by Eunest E, 
Baker, F.S.A. 8vo., iol 

Kodgson. — Outcast Essays and 
Verse Translations. By \V. Siiad- 
wouTH Hodgson. Crown 8vo.» 8j. 6ff, 

Hull all. — Works by John Hull ah, 
LL.D. 

Course of Leci'ures on the His- 
tory OF Modern Music. 8vo., 8j. 6f/. 
Course of Lectures on the Transi- 
tion Period of Musical History. 
8vo., lOL 

James. — Mining Royalties ; their 
Practical Operation and Effect. By 
CiiAia.Eb-AsHWORTii JAMES, of Lin- 
coln's Inn, Barrister-at-Law. Fep, 410., 
5 -^* 

Jefferies. — Works by Richard Jef- 
feries. 

Field and Hedgerow: last Essays. 

With Portrait. Crown 8vo., 3J“. (: d . 
The Story of My Heart : my Auto- 
biography. With Portrait and New 
Preface by C, J. LONGMAN. Crown 
8vo., 35. 

Red Deer. With 17 Illustrations by 
J. Charlton and H. Tunaly. 
Crown 8vo., 3^. 6r/. 

'riiE Toilers of the Field. With{ 
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury' ! 
Cathedral. Crown 8vo,, 3L 6^/. 
.Wood M.vgic; a Fable. With Vig- 
nette by E. V. B. Crown 8vo., 3i. 6^. 

Johns on.“-THE Patentee’s Manual: 
a 1 realise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent. By J. & J. H, JOHN- 
SON, Patent Agents, &c. 8vo., lor. bd , 

Xjang. — Worlcs by Andrew Lang. 
Lei'ters to Dead Authors, Fcp. 
8vo., 25 . bd . net. 

Rooks and Bookmen, With 2 Coloured 
Plates and 17 Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo. , 
2-?. bd , net. 

Old Friends. Fcp. 8 vo., 25. bd , net. 
Letters on Literature. Fcp. Svo., 
2jr. bd . net, 

Macfarren.— L ectures ON Harmony. 
By Sir Geo. A. Macfarren. Svo. , 125. 

Max Muller. — ^Works by F. Max 
Muller. 

PIiBBERT Lectures on the Origin 
AND Growth of Religion, as illus- 
trated by ,the Religions of India. 
Crown 8vo., 75-. bd . 

Introduction to the Science of 
Religion : Four Lectures delivered at 
the Royal Institution. Cr. Svo. ,35. bd . 

\conihitted. 


Max Muller. — Works by F. Max 
M ULT.ER . —cotiii n ucd . 

Natural Rf.ligion. The Gifford 
lectures, 1890. Cr. 8vo., los. bd . 
Physical Religion. The Gifford 
•'. Lectures, 1890. Cr. 8vo., lor. bd . 
Anthropological Religion. TheGif- ^ 
ford Lectures, 1891. Cr. 8vo., lor. bd . 
Theosophy or Psychological Reli- 
gion. Tire GitTord Lectures, 1892. ' 
Cr. 8vo., 105 . bd . 

India: What can it Teach us? 
Cr. 8vo., 35. bd . 

Mendelssohn. — The Leti'ers of 
Felix Mendelssohn. Translated by 
Lady Wallace. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo., T05. 
Milner.— Country Pleasures; the 
Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden. 
By George Milner. Cr. 8vo., 35. bd . 
Perring. — Hard Knots in Shake- 
speare. By Sir Philip Perring, Bart. 
8vo. , 75. bd . 

Proctor. — Works by Richard A, 

Proctor. 

Strength and Happiness. With 9 
Illustrations, Crown Svo., 55. 
Strength: How to get Strong and 
keep Strong, with Chapters on Row- 
ing and Swimming, Fat, Age, and the 
Waist. With 9 Ulus. Cr. Svo, 25. 
Hichardson. — National Health. 

A Review of the Works of Sir Edwin 
Chadwick, K.C.B. By Sir B. W. • 
Richardson, M.D. Cr., 4r. bd . 
Poget. — A History of the ‘.Old 
I Water-Colour Society ’ (now the 
Royal Society 'of Painters in Water; 
Colours)... By John Lewis Roget; 

2 vols. Royal 8vo., 425. 

Possetti.— A Shadow of Dante : be 
ing an Essay towards studying Himself; 
his World, and his* Pilgrimage. 

Maria Francesca Rossetti. With ^ 

! Illustrations and design on cover by ' 
Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Cr. 8vo., 

105 . bd . 

Southey. — Correspondence with ‘ | 
Caroline Bowles. By Robert ,i 
Southey, . ^iicd by E. Dowden. 
Svo., 145-, 

Wallascheh.— Primitivti; Music : an 
Inquiry into the Origin and Develop- 
ment of Music, Songs. Instruments, 
Dances, and Pantomimes of Savage 
Races. By Richard Wallaschek. 
With Musical Examples. 8vo., 125. bd . 
•V 7 est.— W ills, and How Not to 
Make Them. With a' Selection of 
Leading Cases. By B. B. West, 
Author of * Half-Hours with the Mil- 
lionaires Fcp. Svo. , 25 *. bd . 
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